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SANKETI STUDIES 


About 900 years ago, the Sanketi community migrated from Shapattoor (now in 
Tirunelvely District of Tamil Nadu) to Karnataka under the guidance of that great chaste 
and virtuous woman Nacharamma. To commemorate that event many programmes are 
being held in different parts of the old Mysore State. On this occasion, abundant material 
that has been so far collected about the community is being published. Research, 
documentation and consolidation of the material are the main features of this series, i.e., 
'Sanketi Studies'. Padmasri Dr. Mathoor Krishnamurti has helped us in bringing out this 
Volume, out of concern and love that he has towards this unique community. The 
Adhyayana Kendra (Study Centre) is grateful to Mathoorji, the members of the Publication 
Committee, the authors and all those who have evinced keen interest in this task and 
helped us in various ways. 

The river of eternal knowledge has no banks. It remains unpolluted. Only people with 
zeal and commitment can have a glimpse of it. Then only anyone can be enlightened. That 
is the power of learning and knowledge. When we realise our worth then only we can 
evolve and grow. By evolving one can become more humane, generous and intellectual. 

'Sanketi' - is a unit for deep study. It is an eternal search of human nature in totality. 
The series widens the horizons of the search. When it marches you find the realities but 
there is a quest for ideals in its march. This is but a small attempt to depict the struggles, 
trials and tribulations of the Sanketi community which has left an indelible impression on 
the history. 

******* 

This volume entitled 'Sanketi: Autobiographies' is a collection of five autobiographies 
of the Sanketi community. The fifth volume called 'Sanketi Itivruththagalu' (Kannada) is also 
a collection of autobiographies. The works that portray community life in depth, based on 
an autobiography, have been separated into a category named 'Sanketi Itivruththagalu'. 
The works considered under 'Autobiographies' also give a picture of contemporary social 
life incidentally. 'Sanketi Itivruththagalu' also have a track of personal achievements running 
through them. There are also instances wherein the demarcating line between "Ithivruththa" 
and "Autobiography" is very thin and uncertain. In the present instance, a dedicated 
attempt towards a definite goal is a clear feature of the autobiographies that are included 
in this volume. 

"I am most happy when I am mad with Music." This is the seminal line that sums 
up the work 'Musings of a Musician'. This could also be the representative statement of 
the whole work. The variations are just that it might be a madness of Scholarship, Social- 
work or patriotism. 
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'Musings of a Musician 1 is a rendering of the memoirs of the author of "Raganidhi", 
a work held in great esteem by the musicians and musicologists of India. As Sri B.Subba 
Rao, the author himself states, has recollected them during leisure and recorded them for 
personal pleasure. He has called it Volume-1. This is the only volume available, and 
perhaps this is the only volume Mr. Subba Rao ever wrote. 

It has been several years since the reputed Music critic Sri K.Raghavendra Rao 
hinted the Samudaya Adhyayana Kendra about this rare work. In addition to its being a 
record of the author of "Raganidhi", this work is significant in its own right, because of the 
valuable information therein. This work written in pencil on brittle paper could easily have 
been destroyed. The credit of preserving this manuscript goes to Dr. Meera Murthy. She 
has preserved several records pertaining to Mr. Subba Rao. Dr. Meera Murthy is an expert 
in the field of Drama; she is also competent in and an enthusiast of Karnatak Music. 

Mr. Subba Rao has created new Ragas, composed Musical compositions, made 
presentations pertaining to music, participated in scholarly interactions, served as a judge, 
developed new musical instruments. The list of his achievements goes on. The root of all 
his achievements lies in the vision of his father Mr. Ramaswamy. He can be cited as model 
personality as to the possibility of one man nurturing several talents. Mr. Subba Rao is a 
successful example of his efforts. 

The progress and development of the love for music kindled in Mr. Subba Rao by 
his father is portrayed in this work. Mr. Subba Rao never missed any opportunity either 
for learning Music or for interacting, discussing, exhibiting, enthusing and encouraging 
others about, teaching or pondering about Music; in fact, he himself created such 
occasions for himself. It is the story of such a lifelong penance that is recorded here. 

This work portrays the cultural celebration of about a century. The passage here is 
impartial and truthful in addition to being discerning. This in fact is a procession of the 
legends of Music. This work needs to be a part of the cultural history of this nation. There 
is another aspect of it. "When a musician/instrumentalist can fulfil his job completely and 
satisfies the audience then he will enjoy the bliss of music" says the author. Even a lay 
reader experiences at least a fresh sense of pleasure when he traverses along this journey 
of Music. Mr. Rao has proved here his competence as an author in addition to his skill 
capability in the creation of a scholarly work like "Raganidhi". Humour, irony, word-picture, 
critique - all find their places here. Regarding a beautiful Thumri sung by a beggarly lad 
this is what he remarks "How I wish I had known about this young Kabuli's music! I would 
have gone too, every night to listen to him. Although they were leading a nomadic life, how 
happy they were and how happy music was with them! Goddess Saraswathi perhaps 



SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


vii 


prefers for her home adversity rather than opulent prosperity." This work is a portrayal of 
such a journey of bliss. 

'Amidst Scholars' is an autobiography of Vedabrahma Sri Narasimhamurthy Shastry, 
popularly known as "the Avadhootha of LingadahalIi' (a village in the present 
Chickmagalore District of Karnataka). Sri Narasimhamurthy Shastry is a scholar of 
Yajurveda; in fact he is well versed in Rigveda and Yajurveda; he has distinguished himself 
in each of the scholarly examinations pertaining to Sahitya, Alankara, Vedanta, Tharka, 
Vyakarana, Jyothishya etc. He was forty when he completed his education! He could 
study Vyakarana in three years while it normally entails a study of five years; with such 
a competence he devoted a quarter century for higher education! 

At the ripe old age of 96, Sri Shastry can even today recite Paanini's Vyakarana 
(grammar) in its entirety, and participate in scholarly discussions about it and undertake 
a detailed critique of the tough aspects of it. His participation in the reputed National 
Vakyartha Goshti at the age of 95, where in he could outwit all the others in all the six 
Shastras and win the awards has not been mentioned in this work. This work gives us 
a picture of the calibre of his scholarly associations. 

Sri Bi.Chi. Jagannatha Jois who managed to invite, host and gather all this 
information from an introvert like Sri Narasimhamurthy Shastry, is himself an officer in a 
bank, having studied Commerce. His desire to delve into the psyche of such a great 
scholar is to be appreciated. 

This is a very short narrative. If Sri Shastry could give a detailed narration the picture 
of the scholarly world of the bygone days would have provided a very interesting reading. 
Sri Jagannatha Jois has instilled such an irrepressible curiosity in us. 

'My Life' is an autobiography of the noted Vainika (exponent of Veena) Prof. 
R.N.Doreswamy (R.N.D.). A straight, simple and sincere narrative is the commendable 
feature of this work. It is this characteristic that prompted Samudaya Adhyayana Kendra 
to appreciate the work; it also realized that a considerable part of the noteworthy 
credentials of Prof. R.N.D. remained unpublished. This lead to the publication of a 
Felicitation Volume entitled 'Mahati'. Prof. R.N.D.s autobiography came to be included in 
it. All the varied information pertaining to him came into public view and he won the Central 
Sangeetha Naatak Academy's Award as well. 

It was the ambition of Sri R.N.D.'s father that he should develop into a musician, and 
not his own. The times were such that the whole nation had turned away from our 
traditional education towards Modern Education. That Prof. R.N.D.'s father Sri 
Narayanaswamy overcame his own attraction for modern education and decided that his 
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son would become a musician, is something remarkable. Being a native of Rudrapatna, 
his devotion to music was but natural. But gathering information regarding the opportunities 
for learning music that were available in the distant Tamilnaadu, and enrolling his little son 
there were commendable when we consider the limited facilities available in those days. 
His efforts to see his son achieve the status of an 'Aashtaana Vidwan 1 in spite of all odds, 
could be a model for determination for all times. 

Sri R.N.D. who gave up school education with the ambition of becoming a musician, 
had to face quite a series of obstacles on his way. His battle with these odds, and the 
numerous Gurus he had to learn under - these were not in vain; instead of turning out to 
be a common artist, he developed into a Musicologist, a Composer and a great teacher; 
in addition he grew to be a mature person, worshipping Art as the sole mission of his life; 
he grew to be a friendly human being accepting life with equanimity against all odds. 

The Sanketi Community followed Vedaadhyayana (the Study of the Vedas), and 
Garden-farming in the traditional way and was peacefully pursuing the metaphysical values 
of life; Prof. R.N.D.'s father represents the turmoil it underwent in its inability to adapt to 
the changing life patterns, posing new challenges and offering new opportunities. In all 
these narratives that are the components of Sanketi Adhyayana such instances abound. 

The present narrative gives details of the struggles of Sri R.N .D.'s education; but 
deep insights into Art are not found here; neither does it throw any light on his standing 
as compared to the Musical giants of his time. Sri R.N.D. along with Veena Doreswamy 
lyyengaar was among the talented students of the great Veena Venkatagiriyappa; he 
considered them as his eyes; the sense of being thus valued has not been exposed here. 
Tears would swell in the eyes of Prof. R.N.D., being the kind-hearted man he was, 
whenever he remembered his Guru, and his voice would choke; he had this tenderness 
towards his Guru till his last days. We might consider this as the reason for his failing to 
record the details of his own artistic achievements in his autobiography. But his greatness 
and artistic achievements are seen in the other articles in his Felicitation Volume "Mahati". 
Prof. R.N.D. might have abstained from referring to them as they have been brought in his 
own scholarly articles and in the articles written by others about him. This too is just a 
conjecture. 

Prof. R.N.D.'s articles show us as to what a modest, discerning and broad-minded 
man he was, in addition to exhibiting his scholarship, his expertise in the nuances of Art, 
and his hold of the Theoretical aspects of it. 

The details of the protests that Major H.C. Venugopal undertook, as a follower of 
Gandhiji and from the underground, during the national struggle for independence, have 
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been recorded in the work entitled, 'A Soldier Remembers 1 . This also includes the struggles 
in which he participated as a soldier and the details of the reforms he undertook in the 
army. The final lines of the long recommendation letter by the I.G.P. of Manipur, who 
proposed the name of Mr.Venugopal for 'Parama Visishta Seva Padak 1 reads thus," A 
thoroughly conscientious, honest, industrious, and courageous officer, Major Venugopal has 
affected enormous improvement in the working of his battalion in various departments, 
gained far-reaching operational achievements, and earned the goodwill and confidence of 
the locals in the area of responsibility of his unit by his missionary zeal and dedication of 
very high order." 

A major part of his training was to inculcate the practice of "seeking satisfaction in 
whatever job one undertakes"; Mr. Venugopal was in close contact with men like M.N. Jois, 
T.Siddalingaiah, S.Nijalingappa, Nittur Sreenivasa Rao while he participated in the struggle 
for the national independence. 

The Battlefield is nothing new to the Sanketi Community. Ample examples of valiants 
that held swords and fought battles are seen in the Histories of the Sanketi Community. 
Dalvoy Raamayyar, a prominent builder of Thiruvaankoor Dynasty belonged to this 
community; Bhakshi Thippayya groomed Krishna Raja Wodeyar III and brought about a 
wide range of reforms; Vidyaranya was instrumental in the establishment of Vijayanagara 
Dynasty; But 'A Soldier Remembers 1 is the only work that gives a broad and detailed 
account of a soldier's saga. 

Venugopal was a daring warrior; he escaped the noose by a narrow margin while 
he was involved in underground activities; he was the General that saved Itagi from the 
clutches of the Razakars of Hyderabad and won its independence for it; he was the 
observer that provided the reports which led Sardar Patel's Hyderabad Police Action in 
1948 there. Even though the details of bloodshed in the battlefield have not been 
emphasized here, there are instances that provide testimony to Venugopal's valour. 

It is the exceptional nature of the reforms that he brought about that won the 'Visishta 
Seva Medal' to Venugopal. Humanitarian impulses and their continued presence were at 
the root of these reforms. A beggar stretched his hand at the instance when Venugopal 
was about to eat the "Prasaadam" that the Saint Guru of Beas had bestowed; a friend by 
his side shouted, "You eat it yourself; it has magical powers"; but without a second 
thought, he gave it to the beggar and remarked," This boy is in need of its strength, more 
than me". Mr. Venugopal had travelled hundreds of miles for the sake of that "Prasadam". 
It was in this way that the impulses of Venugopal, the soldier, functioned. "Battlefields are 
meant to protect peace", sounds paradoxical. But Major Venugopal could prove it true. His 
decision that he did not want a wife who refused to continue education, appears tough; but 
such toughness is seen only when the mind is full of Love. 
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Autobiographies of soldiers are uncommon even in Kannada literature. The original 
English manuscript of such a distinctive work was brought to the notice of the Kendra by 
Captain (Retd.) Krishna Prasad, a well-wisher of the Kendra. Even though this is such a 
valuable work, being himself a soldier, he was uncertain of it receiving the approval of the 
readers. Prof. Ravindra and Dr. Hema, children of Venugopal have taken pains to improve 
the overall form of this work. 

The Autobiography, 'From Mathoor to Britain 1 is a story of Krishnamurti stretching his 
field of work from Mathoor to Britain. It is a tale of M.R.Krishnamurthi developing into 
"Mathoorji"; it is a story of someone that had a formal schooling upto S.S.L.C. growing on 
to become popular as a "Doctor", through the education imparted by life; it is also a tale 
of how such a person won the goodwill of the community by his own love towards society 
and attained the stature of a "Guru" and a "Swamy". 

Poverty subjects one to hardships; sometimes there may be positive outcomes too. 
The various ways in which the abject poverty of Mathoor's family exposed it to hardships 
has been portrayed in considerable detail in this work; even after repeated readings one 
cannot help being moved by it . Inspite of this, ultimately poverty should be considered a 
blessing in disguise; the lotus of life blooms amidst the very same poverty. 

Another great value that this work upholds pertains to one's reverence towards one's 
mother. What good can we expect from someone towards society if he has not learnt to 
love his own mother! Mathoorji has loved society, he has served society and he has been 
able to benefit society; he could do all this because he cared for his mother as if she were 
God incarnate. There is an extensive portrayal of motherhood here. A sensitive reader can 
appreciate beautiful poetry in the portrayal of poverty and motherhood in this work. 

It was not a single day that formed Mathoorji. He would not have been transformed 
thus even by earning a Doctorate degree by pursuing higher education or research for 
several years. During the very period of his life when his craving and determination for 
learning were at their peak he dived into the holy fire of life. He developed a vision of life 
in Sri Ramakrishnashrama and in the proximity of Mahatmaji at Vardha. The discrimination 
between various tasks as worthy and otherwise was destroyed at the first instance. The 
mental make-up of considering oneself as the holy offering for the welfare of society 
developed. The personality that had been purified of ego during the period of availing 
weekly meals (varanna) as a regular guest in generous households, now developed the 
fragrance of voluntarily offering oneself. 

He had witnessed the motherly generosity of women who served fresh food to the 
poor boys that came for the purpose of having lunch (varanna) while leftovers were served 
for their own children; he had experienced the generosity of people like Mahabaleshwara 
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Bhatta; he realized that it is the experience of love, sacrifice and humane responsiveness 
that shows the beauty of life to the eyes of people suffering and weakened from poverty. 
He joined the bandwagon of positive thinkers. The life story portrayed here is based on 
such things. V.Seetharamaiah's rationality, M.V. Chakravarthy's scholarship, D.V.G.'s 
multidimensional achievements, the simplicity of Siddavanahalli Krishna Sharma, Shama 
Rao's writing skills - he worshipped greatness whenever and wherever he found them. 
Having lost his father at a tender age Mathoorji opened himself up for varied occupations, 
starting from that of a bus conductor and reaching up to Akaashavani (the All India Radio). 
Learning of languages, writing skills, translation, lecturing - he could transform all these 
challenges into opportunities for developing himself. All the streams of his experiences 
joined the ocean of Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan. 

Mathoorji left for England to shoulder the responsibility of the London Centre of 
Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan when he was 43 in 1972; by then he had gained the status of 
litterateur, journalist, speaker, scholar, artist, an experienced person, an enthusiast, and 
a healthy youth. He had the responsibility of initiating Vidya Bhavan there and commencing 
its activities. Within a few months after going there the disappointment caused by the slow 
progress of work lead Mathoor to attempt suicide. Such an attempt itself was an indicator 
of his ability to develop the London centre into an eminent institution. Where do we find 
people who take it to their heart that a public institution does not progress well? Who are 
the souls that shy away from very life itself, because they are unable to achieve such 
progress? Being a living mirror to the adage "Do or Die" is another of the achievements 
of this autobiographical work. 

The success story of London is the story of how a person charged with such an 
ambition breaks through all inhibitions and grows to become a giant. Mathoorji walking 
through the streets of London carrying a load of books - this image of Mathoorji is itself 
a personification of his enthusiasm. He travelled from place to place, sowing the seeds 
introducing Bhavan along with his lectures. He realized that none other than Dalalji could 
aid in promoting and realizing his dreams. He unearthed resource persons; developed 
Bhavan into a centre for various activities. Dalalji, Prof. Burke, J.D.Birla, Lord Thomson 
of Fleet, Lord Mountbatten, Prince Charles, the Queen of England, Indira Gandhi - he 
attained the peak of contacts with great people. He had the honour of being the first to be 
invited by the B.B.C. to deliver one hundred lectures on Hinduism. He gained the respect 
of the people of all religions by proclaiming, 'Sangachchadhvam Samvadadhvam Sam Vo 
Manaamsi Janatham 1 he gained the regard of the Queen too; he lead one to recall the 
instance of Vivekananda's speech at Chicago. He awakened the religious sentiments of 
people and took lead in the conduct of religious ceremonies. He also lectured in the 
Educational institutions and won acclaim. He facilitated people of other religions also to 
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comprehend the meaning of Indian Vaidika Manthras. He was always open to all the 
positive features of the foreign land. Always following his own conscience he developed 
the London centre of Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan into a great institution. All through the quarter 
century of his stay at London he was lame, blind and deaf to everything other than Vidya 
Bhavan to achieve this. This is nothing but penance; it is the story of this penance that 
we find here. 

Mathoorji who returned to India in his 66th year, applied himself to the service of 
Bharatiya Vidya bhavan with the enthusiasm befitting a young man commencing his 
career. The third part of this tale portrays the story of 80 year old Mathoorji who charges 
ahead as if he were a lad of eighteen; this continues as a subject for a future autobiography. 

'From Mathoor to Britain 1 , a handbook of this achiever is a peephole into the mystery 
of the life of a great soul; it is an inspiration to those with a desire to achieve; it instills 
courage to the unsuccessful; it provides consolation to those who lament that their own 
sacrifice goes unnoticed; it is a ray of hope to those who lament that darkness has set 
in. There is no exaggeration in the narrative; all the impressiveness is due to the 
achievement of the great man. 

Mathoorji is a great devotee of Kumaravyasa, the great Kannada poet of 15th 
century. He has engaged in extensive interpretation of his poetry all his life. Kumaravyasa 
is the inspiration and model for the leisurely spread and the engaging details of Mathoorji's 
narrative. Mathoorji - has virtually assimilated the Ramayana, the Mahabharatha, the 
Puranas and the Vedic literature. That gives the touch of the Mythical to his writing. 
Mathoorji is a litterateur, he has identified the exact points of aesthetic potential and given 
life to them. He is a Journalist, and thus is sure of the sensibility of a wide range of 
readers. It is a multilayered audience numbering thousands, that he addresses while he 
carries on his narrative. 

For those that have heard him, in particular, Mathoorji's words, his smiling face, his 
affection and his concern keep reverberating. Seldom do we come across people who are 
competent to give expression to the emotionally charged situations, as well as Mathoorji. 
This quality has been retained in his writings in an equally effective manner. 

The characterization here is comparable to that of an epic. Mahabaleshwara Bhatta, 
the cashier behind the cash box in a hotel, the motherly lady who serves food on the 
specific day of the week, Satish Dawar, Prema Totadri, Kaushalya Harwell - even such 
incidental, minor characters portrayed here have been immortalized. Even now at this ripe 
age of 80 Mathoorji has some major projects in view. He has envisioned a new 'Gandhi 
Upanishad'. The art of gaining immortality through hard labour is being practised by him. 
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This is what turns from 'Mathoor to Britain 1 into a very distinguished autobiography. 

The lineage of the Nithundilas of Mudalapura in Hassan District is held in great 
esteem. The history of people who were honoured by Vijayanagara kings fifteen 
generations ago is a part of it. It is a tale of three brothers who were awarded four pairs 
of villages. The eldest of the brothers had won it twice. Mathoorji of the same lineage is 
the present incarnation of their luminance and stature. 

Really it was a challenging job for Sumana Vishwanath, when she took up the task 
of penning Mathoorji's autobiography in Kannada. 

Details of Autobiographies included in this volume: 

1. Musings of a Musician (1970): B. Subbarao (1894-1975), Basavapatna, Hassan 
District - Kaushika Sanketi - Deputy Director; Agriculture Department - Musicologist, 
Educationist and Writer. 

2. Amidst Scholars (2003): Vidwan Narasimhamurthy Shastry (1912) - Lingadahally, 
Chikmagalur Dist. - Malenadu Sanketi - Veda Shastra Pandit, Writer, teacher and 
agriculturist. 

3. My Life (2000), Kannada Narration: Prof. R.N. Doreswamy, (12.12.1916 - 
17.8.2002) - Rudrapatna, Hassan Dist. - Bettadapura Sanketi - Veena Vidwan, 
Musicologist, Agriculturist, Teacher. 

4. A Soldier Remembers (1998), Major H.C. Venugopal (23.9.1922 - 3.9.2003) - 
Handarahalu, Hassan Dist. - Kaushika Sanketi - Freedom fighter, Soldier. 

5. Mathoor to Britain, Padmasri Mathoor Krishnamurti (B. 08.8.1929), Mathoor, 
Shivamoga Dist. - Kaushika Sanketi - Promoter Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, Journalist, 
Translator, Public Speaker, Commentator, Administrator, Organiser. 

An autobiography being a form of History, it enthrals a sense of responsibility that 
is distinct from imagination, and a sense of propriety gains paramount significance here. 
This being a very small community, all the members of the community play witness to all 
these autobiographies. The capacity to criticize the self being a salient feature of the 
community, the sincerity and truthfulness demanded of an autobiography are natural 
features of these works. Our effort would be amply rewarded if this collection of 
autobiographies could form a source of information for identifying the common traits of this 
community and for further research about it. 

I express my gratitude to all the people who have lent their support to the publication 
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of this collection and to Sri K. Sundara Raju who has edited it. 

Infact readers have been insisting all along that all the volumes of Sanketi Studies 
be brought out in English version as well. This would be an expensive and arduous task. 
Though it is imperative to do so, so as to make it accessible to the readers not conversant 
with Kannada, Samudaya Adhyayana Kendra has taken the stand that English translations 
could be considered after the publication of the works in Kannada. Meanwhile certain 
developments facilitated the publication of the English version of the volume entitled 
"Sanketi Aatmakathegalu". Mr. B. Subba Rao's 'Musings of a Musician 1 and Mr. 
H.C.Venugopal's 'A Soldier Remembers 1 were both originally written in English. Sri K. 
Sundara Raju had brought out Mathoorji's Autobiography in English and it had been 
published under the title 'Mathoor in Britain 1 . Among the five Kannada works included in 
the Volume 'Sanketi Aatmakathegalu 1 , these were the larger ones. Sri K. Sundara Raju 
kindly consented to translate Prof. R.N.Doreswamy's 'My Life', as well as Bi.Chi. 
Jagannatha Jois's rendering centering on Ve. Br. Sri Narasimhamurthy Shastry, entitled 
'Amidst Scholars'. He graciously accepted the responsibility of editing the whole volume 
as well. Samudaya Adhyayana Kendra is indebted to Sri K. Sundara Raju for this laborious 
task. 

06.06.2010 B.S. Pranatartiharan 

Mysore Chief Editor 



EDITORIAL 


My daughter Smt. Sumana Vishwanath introduced me to Dr. B.S. Pranatartiharan in 
her house at Mysore. At the time he was there to consult her on the issue of including 
Padmasri Dr. Mathoor Krishnamurti's Autobiography 'Mathoorji Jeevanagaathe 1 narrated by 
Smt. Sumana in Kannada in the volume of 'Sanketi Adhyayana-6 1 along with the 
autobiographies of four other eminent personalities viz great musician Sri B. Subba Rao, 
Veda Ratna Sri Narasimhamurthy Sastry, music scholar Prof. R.N. Doreswamy and Major 
H.C. Venugopal. Smt. Sumana Vishwanath was made the 'Editor' of this volume. 

I translated 'Mathoorji Jeevanagaathe' into English as 'Mathoorji in Britain'. Having 
read this Dr. B.S. Pranatartiharan expressed his wholehearted appreciation about my work 
but did not stop at that. He entrusted to me the work of translating the autobiography of 
Veda Ratna, Vidya Sagara Sri Narasimhamurthy Sastry and Veena Vidwan, Sangeeta Kala 
Ratna Prof. R.N. Doreswamy into English and there was no time constraint also. In addition 
to the translation I had the opportunity of persuing the autobiographies of both Sri B.Subba 
Rao and Major H.C. Venugopal. Each one of these distinguished personalities have 
struggled hard to acquire the name and fame which they richly deserve and have excelled 
in them. Their devoted and dedicated lives standout as the ideals for all the people and 
especially so far the younger generation to get inspired and to imbibe the moral values that 
are intertwisted in their mode of life. 

What Dr. B.S. Pranatartiharan as the Chief Editor of 'Sanketi Adhyayana' has been 
doing in collecting, compiling and publishing the Sanketi autobiographies under the aegis 
of 'Samudaya Adhyayana Kendra Charitable Trust (Reg.)', is really praiseworthy. Though 
this work has the 'Sankethi Stamp' on it, it belongs to the whole of mankind and set 
guidelines for other people to follow. 

Dr. B.S. Pranatartiharan has designated me as the editor of this Volume by virtue 
of my translation and proof reading work. I confess that I am really benefited by this 
valuable work. I thank Dr. B.S. Pranatartiharan profusely for having entrusted to me this 
work and I must thank my daughter Smt. Sumana Vishwanath also for having enabled me 
to carryout this work to my hearts content. 


K. Sundara Raju 
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MUSINGS OF A MUSICIAN 

B. Subbarao 

Collected & Edited by 
Dr. Meeramurthy 


Musings of a Musician* 

A cat, they say, has nine lives. By that reckoning, at the age of seventy-five 
I am almost a cat. 

My first brush with death was at my birth in 1894. I was thought to be still¬ 
born and was placed in a basket for disposal the next morning. When morning 
came I was very much alive and kicking. 

The second encounter with the grim reaper was in 1930. I had occupied a 
seat next to the driver in a bus bound for Akot from Akola. I had got off for a few 
minutes as there was still time for the bus to start. Meantime a police officer 
occupied my seat and would not budge. I cancelled my journey as it was not 
urgent. I heard later that the bus had collided with another coming from the 
opposite direction. The police officer was killed. 

The third lease of life was granted by God Almighty when I extricated myself 
miraculously from a fissure in which I was trapped during the great Berar 
earthquake in 1935. I was then at Pusa engaged in tobacco research. I have 
recorded my experiences of the earthquake in one of the issues of the journal 
of the College of Agriculture, Nagpur. 

The fourth escape from certain death was sometime later when one early 
morning I was face to face with a leopard near Dr. Khar's bungalow in Craddock 
Town, Nagpur. 

A palmist had predicted that I would be honoured after my retirement. This 
I did not consider impossible as with my very good record of work in Government 
service the title of atleast a Rao Saheb was not beyond my reach. When India 
attained independence and titles were abolished, I almost forgot the palmist's 
rosy prognostications. 

After retirement, I began to devote my leisure to music (writing articles, 
giving talks on the AIR and writing a book titled Raganidhi). Although I was well 


* Manuscript : 1970 : B. Subba Rao : 1894-1975 
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known in Nagpur as a violinist, Vichitra Veena artiste and a musicologist, 
during Government service, it was after retirement that I was nominated as 
member on several panels of the All India Radio at Delhi, Nagpur and Bangalore. 
My book Raganidhi Vol I published by Pandit Vinayakarao Patwardhan of Poona 
was well received by the music world. The Madras Music Academy undertook 
to publish the remaining volumes. The Sangeet Natak Academy, New Delhi, 
gave a grant in aid. The Music Academy, Madras very kindly nominated me as 
a member of its “Experts committee” in 1965. The last Volume (vol IV) of 
Raganidhi was released on the 29th December 1966. Justice, Sangeetha 
Kalanidhi Sri T.L. Venkatrama Iyer, the president of the Music Academy who 
released the IV Volume said that this thesarus of the ragas of the North and 
the South was one of the most valuable works of recent times. Sangeetha 
Kalanidhi Mudikondon Venkatram Iyer said how impressed he was with Vol I 
and suggested that the book should be translated into important Indian 
languages. 

On 1st January 1967 on the day of the Sadas of the 40th Music Conference 
of the Madras Music Academy, I was awarded a special certificate. Dr. V. 
Raghavan read the Citation also called the Certificate of Merit. Sri R. 
Venkataswami Nadiu who presided over the Sadas presented to me the 
Certificate of Merit in a silver frame on which figures of the Trinity of Karnataka 
Music, Sri Tyagaraja, Sri Muthuswamy Dixitar and Sri Shyama Sastry are 
engraved. 

Padma Shree Prof. R.N. Ratan jankar who spoke on the occasion very kindly 
referred to our acquaintance during the past thirty five years and my 
accompaniment to him on the violin on several occasions. 

I consider the honour conferred on me by the Madras Music Academy in my 
seventy-third year as the fulfillment of the prediction that was made by late 
Sri Gopala Iyer, the palmist and astrologer. 

Smt. Amrita Rangaswamy of the Indian Express, Madras, who interviewed 
me on the December 30, 1966 asked me what I proposed to do thereafter since 
my ambition the publication of Raganidhi had been achieved. I told her that I 
would turn my attention to writing of certain interesting events in my life in a 
collection to be called ‘Musings of a Musician’. 

When I used to relate certain interesting incidents from my life pertaining 
to music my friends would ask me “Why not publish all these in a book?” In 
deference to their wishes I have attempted the task and here in the following 
pages is the fulfillment of an ambition and a dream. 



1. I fall in love with Nadaswara 


The first thing, which I can call back to my 
memory, is my “Aksharabhyasa” ceremony in 
which with due religious observances I was 
taught the Sanskrit alphabets. It was in 1899 
in Kolar, Mysore State, where my father was 
District Forest Officer. I was considered to be 
a mischievous boy and consequently received 
more than my fair share of slappings and 
beatings varied with an occasional box on the 
ear. On the great day, however, my mother had 
given instructions to the household to lay off 
my person as a special concession to my new 
status as a would be literate. 

The Nadaswaram party, as is usual on all 
auspicious occasions, came and played for 
sometime and later left their instruments in a 
corner of the verandah allotted to them while 
they went out for a breather. 

I had fallen in love with the Nadaswaram 
music and wanted to try the instrument. When 
the players were away, I took the opportunity 


to try my hand at it. I picked up the 
Nadaswaram and began blowing into it. To my 
surprise no sound came out. In this instrument, 
the reed which is made of a portion of a palm 
leaf rolled and flattened, is what produces the 
sound. As they invariably do, the player had 
removed the reed and taken it away with him. 
Hence my failure to produce the sound. I was 
sorely disappointed. 

Meanwhile one of my aunts saw me busy 
with the Nadaswaram. The Nadaswaram party 
consisted of barbers who were considered 
“untouchables.” Hence my handling the 
instrument was a “crime” which deserved 
severe punishment. My mother's admonition 
regarding the sanctity of my person was 
completely forgotten by everyone including my 
mother and I was roundly scolded. A servant 
was asked to drag me to the bathroom and 
buckets-full of very hot water was poured on 
me by way of purification and punishment. 
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2. Guru Bhakti - 

I consider Guru Bhakti, Asakti, and Shakti 
(Reverence to teacher, Devotion to the art, and 
good health) as the three virtues essential for 
attaining success in any art. Some small 
success which I can claim to have achieved in 
various fields of music, by investing my leisure 
hours in this art is owing to the fact that I 
possessed the above mentioned requirements 
in a good degree. 

I remember with gratitude the affection 
which my Gurus had for me, the whole¬ 
heartedness with which they taught me and 
their sincere blessings for my success. 

I have had several gurus from whom I learnt 
vocal music, both, Karnatic and Hindustani. 
The Violin and Vichitra Veena (Gottuvadya) 
were self- taught. Of course, I have listened to 
great players like Vidwan Govindaswamy, 
Vidwan Tirukkodikaval Krishna Iyer and others 
on the Violin. One Vidwan whom I had many 
opportunities to listen to was Vidwan Madurai 
Subbramani Iyer, the well-known violinist of 
Madras who used to come to Nagpur frequently. 

I must acknowledge with gratitude the help I 
received from him in the technique of Violin 
playing. He also taught me many Tyagaraja 
Kritis in the correct style. 

It is from Vidwan Gottuvadyam Narayana 
Iyengar that I drew inspiration for trying my 
hand on Gottuvadyam. We became good 
friends. I have some anecdotes to record 
regarding this great artist. 

Regarding devotion to the art of music 
(Asakti) it is enough for me to say that every 


Asakti - Shakti 

minute of my leisure was devoted to it. Music 
has been my food. Even today I spend most of 
my time with my musical instruments, 
composing ragas and songs, writing articles on 
music, etc. This investment has paid me rich 
dividends; the richest being that I enjoy a state 
of “Moksha” when thus engaged. 

In 1928 Sri N. Krishnaswamy Iyengar, 
Accounts Officer, Nagpur stayed with us for a 
few days. In my sleep I was singing the Kriti 
“Chakkaniraja” in Kharaharapriya so perfectly 
that he thought that I was awake and was 
intentionally singing the Kriti. 

Although a wiry boy, I possessed plenty of 
energy and stamina. Good things to eat were 
not wanting at home. I was fond of games and 
swimming. I was good at cricket, football and 
tennis. In the College of Agriculture, Nagpur, I 
was the tennis champion, Cricket Secretary 
and General Secretary for sports. A special 
medal called the “Coronation Medal” used to 
be awarded for an all-rounder of outstanding 
merit (studies, sports, social activities etc). In 
1913 some four years before me, D.V Bal had 
won that medal. I was the next recipient, in 
1917. I do not remember if this special medal 
was awarded to any one afterwards. Later on 
this award was discontinued. During the twenty 
years I was a lecturer in the College I was in 
charge of games for twelve years. As a result of 
the physical exercises, I was quite fit for singing 
and playing musical instruments. 
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I had made a name as a wicket - keeper. 
How I became a wicket - keeper is an interesting 
story! 

I was a good bowler, but had never tried 
wicket-keeping. In an important match the 
batsman skied a ball which came to me on the 
long on boundary where I was fielding. I was 
absorbed in a song which I was then practising 
and hence failed to follow the ball from the time 
it was hit. Other fielders shouted at me to take 
the catch. The sun was in my eyes and I could 
not see the ball. I was puzzled. Out of fear that 
the ball might crash on my head I hurriedly and 
stupidly took off my hat and held it above my 
head. The ball was trapped in the hat. The 
batsman thought he was out and began to walk 
back to the pavilion as there were roars of 
laughter and “Well-done” and “Well-held”. Of 
course, the umpire called him back to the crease. 

Next day, by way of punishment for my 
absent-mindedness the previous day 1 was 
made to stand behind the wicket so that I may 
get some hard punches. I did not show any 
hesitation at all. I put on the pads and Stedman 
Wicket-keeper gauntlets and stood behind the 
wickets. It was a surprise to me and to 
everybody that I had performed behind the 
wickets in a masterly way as if I were a born 
wicket-keeper. Since then I was known for my 
wicket-keeping. 

Recently during a visit to Indore, my nephew 
S. Nagendran, asked me if I would like to meet 
Col. C.K. Naidoo the famous cricketer. My 
nephew did not know that I had known Naidoo 
since 1914 when we were both students in 


Nagpur and had played cricket with him for 
atleast ten years. I sent my card. “C.K.” came 
out to the verandah with it and asked the 
servant to bring us in. He stood reading my 
card. When we were near him he said, “Look 
here Mr. Subba Rao, Retired Deputy Director 
of Agriculture and all that is alright. But are 
you not the wicket-keeper Subba Rao?” I said 
I was glad that he remembered my wicket¬ 
keeping. “C.K.” introduced me to friends who 
were there, including some Test players, as a 
well-known wicket keeper in the Central 
Provinces and Berar. 

After chatting with us for an hour he 
suddenly asked me “Are you still interested in 
this?” He was making movements of his arm 
and fingers suggesting violin playing. I replied 
that I had given up wicket-keeping but was 
playing more Violin. “C.K.” felt very happy. 

In my drawing room today I have hung only 
three or four photographs, all associated with 
my musical activities. One of them is an 
enlargement of a picture of myself as a wicket¬ 
keeper. This was taken in the year 1913 at 
Bangalore on the day I had stumped three great 
players, including Major G. Tait, the Principal 
of the Central College. I had kept the wickets 
for the newly started Hindu Gymkhana. Well- 
known players on our side were Sri Singaram, 
Sri Eswaran, Sri D. Sreenivasa Rao, Sri K.K. 
Iyengar and Sri Siddaramappa. I was the 
youngest member in the team. 

It was my madness for music that made 
me a wicket-keeper. Of course I had to stop 
thinking of music when I was behind wickets. 
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3. My Gurus 


I learnt music from many Vidwans for long 
and short periods. Hence they are all entitled 
to be regarded by me as my gurus. I wish to 
write about some of them for the proficiency I 
have attained. 

Vainika Vidwan Vishwanatha Shastry 

It was in Kolar in 1898 or 1899. My father 
who was the District Forest Officer was 
expected to return to headquarters. Kolar was 
approached only by road from Bowringpet 
(now called Bangarapete). Jutkas used to ply 
between Bowringpet and Kolar, a distance of 
eight miles. One midday two jutkas drew up 
in front of our house. My father alighted from 
the first. This was usual. From the second a 
very imposing person, exactly resembling the 
painting of Kashi Vishwanatha with rudrakshi 
mala, tilaka etc., came out. He then took out 
carefully from the jutka what looked like a big 
Veena covered with cloth. My father asked him 
to come in. Our family of nearly twenty persons 
all came out to have a look at the guest. We 
were told that he was a great Veena Vidwan, a 
disciple of the famous Maha Vaidyanatha Iyer 
and that he had come from Tanjore to teach 
us music. It was also revealed that he was 
Asthana Vidwan of Gadwal Samsthanam. 
Religious minded as they were, the women 
could not help remarking that Kashi 
Vishwanatha himself seemed to have come. 
News regarding the advent of our would-be 
guru spread quickly in the town and all music 
lovers were eager to listen to him. 


My father's intention in importing this 
Vidwan from Tanjore was not merely to have 
a good music teacher (particularly Veena) for 
my sister and brother who were both older than 
myself and in order of seniority but also to get 
him appointed as the music teacher in the Girls' 
School. In those days music was taught in some 
Girls' Schools. My father and some others were 
not satisfied with the teacher who was already 
there. My father expected that the people of 
Kolar would feel grateful to him for having 
thought of this arrangement. As the District 
Educational Officer was not on very good terms 
with my father owing to my father's 'too much' 
interest in educational matters and institutions 
and the popularity which he enjoyed on that 
account, he did not want to oust the existing 
teacher to make room for this “Incarnation of 
Kashi Vishwanatha”, as he sarcastically called 
the newcomer. Opinions became divided 
regarding the decision to be taken and it was 
ultimately settled that both the Veena players 
should play and sing before a select audience, 
so that their relative merits could be assessed 
properly by a committee of influential men and 
officials of the town. 

Instead of meeting to play cards, a Sunday 
was set apart for this pleasant event. The Veena 
recitals were to be held at the residence of the 
Deputy Commissioner. My father and all of us 
accompanied our guru and there was a big 
gathering. Every one was impressed by the 
mere personality of our guru. All of us waited 
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for the local teacher to arrive, but he did not 
come. Our guru sang and played exquisitely 
for two hours and his performance was the talk 
of the town the next day. 

After singing the mangalam, our guru 
expressed his gratitude to the music lovers of 
Kolar for their appreciation of his performance. 
He also made it clear that he had not come to 
Kolar to deprive the local teacher of his job. 
He was very happy in our family and did not 
want any more tuitions or the teacher's post in 
the Girls' School. My father did not pursue the 
matter. Further, as plague broke out in Kolar, 
my father made arrangements to move the 
family to Malur. Our family guru and his wife 
were with us for many years at Malur, 
Chitaldrug and Bangalore. 

Swaragyanam, which is the bedrock of 
Karnatic music was created to perfection in us 
by this great master. It was he who taught my 
sister on the Veena, the Seventy Two Melakarta 
Ragamalika of Vidwan Maha Vaidyanatha Iyer 
to whom he frequently referred as Mahavaithi. 
What a beautiful composition this ragamalika! 
The essence of even the ragas considered to 
have vivadi dosha can be enjoyed most when 
rendered on the Veena. It took nearly four hours 
to play this ragamalika. It is a pity that even 
well - known Veena players do not learn this 
famous ragamalika. When I read in the papers 
that this Ragamalika was in print in Telugu, I 
obtained a few copies and gave them to my 
friends and relatives who were Veena players. 
I have still a copy with me. Even more, I am 
proud that this Ragamalika taught to my sister 


by our guru Vishwanatha Shastry is still played 
by my sisters and nieces. 

The Tanam playing as taught by 
Vishwanatha Shastry, had many peculiarities 
and appeals which I have not noticed in present 
day Veena players. 

Vidwan Vishwanath Shastry did not have 
any children by his first wife. He had a number 
of children from his second. One of them is 
Vidwan Ranganath who is a mridangam artiste 
with the AIR, Bangalore. I am glad to learn that 
another son whom I have not had the pleasure 
of knowing is also a Sangeetha Vidwan. 

Vidwan Gopalayya 

Vidwan Gopalayya was a Violinist. He was 
also with us for three or four years, but in spells. 
He was retained as an accompanist and to 
supervise our vocal practice. I still possess a 
Stradivarius Violin which was purchased 
during a visit to Madras in 1900. This is the 
one which was used by Vidwan Gopalayya. 

Vishwanatha Shastry and Gopalayya were 
both fond of Chess. In the afternoons they 
would engage themselves with elephants, 
horses, kings and footmen. Sometimes they 
would quarrel over wrong moves. Once or twice 
I remember Gopalayya left us in a huff 
for months together as a result of these 
quarrels. 

When we left Chitaldrug in 1904, 
Vishwanatha Shastry followed us to Bangalore, 
Gopalayya became a music teacher 
somewhere else. He did call on us some years 
later in Bangalore. 
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Penukonda Narasimhachari 

One day in the summer of 1912 my father 
was walking along in Chamarajapet in 
Bangalore when he was stopped by an Iyengar 
gentleman who wanted to know where the 
Director of Public Instruction lived. My father 
directed him and casually asked him why he 
wanted to meet the Director of Public 
Instruction. My father had somehow guessed, 
and correctly, that the gentleman was a 
musician. The Vidwan was from Penukonda 
and was in search of a job as a music teacher. 
From the interest which my father showed in 
him, he wished to know if my father could help 
him secure a job. My father asked the musician 
to accompany him to our house, so that they 
could talk it over. 

Vidwan Narasimhachari was properly 
received and served with refreshments. My 
father wanted to hear him sing. He readily 
agreed. We had neither a tamboora nor a 
harmonium. But we had Veenas in the house. 
He tuned a Veena as a substitute for a 
Tamboora to suit voice. I still remember the kriti 
‘Teliya Leru Rama’ in raga Dhenuka very 
beautifully sung by Vidwan Narasimhachari. 
My father suggested that he should teach my 
sisters Vocal music and that a Vidwan of his 
ability could easily get more tuitions. 

Narasimhachari's first assignment in 
Bangalore was with our family to teach my 
sisters. As I used to listen every day interestedly 
to his teaching (although in the hottest part of 
the day 1 p.m. to 2 p.m.) I learnt Kirtanas like 
Rama Bana (Saveri), Kshirasagara Shayana 
(Devagandhari), Sree Subramanyaya Namaste 


(Kambhoji), Giripai Nela (Sahana) etc, all big 
Kirtanams. My sister Thangamma had an 
excellent voice and passers- by on the street 
would stand and listen to her rendering these 
difficult pieces so grandly. 

Later whenever I came to Bangalore from 
Nagpur, Sri Narasimhachari would with great 
pleasure listen to my Hindustani music. 

He was a very conscientious teacher and 
proud of his disciples. A great Bhakta, when 
he grew old he retired to his native place 
Penukonda and became a sanyasi before 
leaving this world. 

I am glad to learn that one of his sons is an 
engineer. One of his nephews Vidwan Tatachar, 
is a well-known Violinist. 

My youngest sister, Lalithamma, hardly eight 
years old, was also taught by Sri Narasimha¬ 
chari. Vidwan Vasudevachar who was our 
family friend complimented Vidwan 
Narasimhachari on his success as a music 
teacher. 

Pandit Dinakararao Patwardhan of Nagpur 

My interest in Hindustani music was given 
a stimulus when I found that a raga resembling 
the Karnataka raga Kalyani was being taught 
with the occasional use of the Suddha 
Madhyama also. This was in a music class 
conducted on the second floor of a hotel in 
Kolhapur in 1911. When I went to Nagpur in 
1914 to join the Agricultural College while 
passing through the main street of Sitabuldi, I 
read a signboard of a music class. As the 
institution was not far from the Agricultural 
College Hostel, I wished to learn some 
Hindustani music during my three years at 
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Nagpur. I had no intention then of joining 
service in Northern India. I knew very little of 
Hindi and nothing of Marathi. 1 went up the 
rickety stairs and saluted the teacher who was 
teaching two or three boys. He asked me to sit 
down. I waited till he finished the boys' lessons. 
He then asked me in Marathi “Ka Pahije?” 
(What do you want?) I told him in English that 
I had arrived in Nagpur only the previous day 
from Mysore and that I knew neither Hindi nor 
Marathi. He then began to speak in English. I 
considered this a very auspicious beginning. I 
expressed to him my desire to learn Hindustani 
music. He asked me whether I had practised 
any Karnatic music. I said that I knew 
something of it. He then took up the tamboora 
and asked me to sing. I did a brief alapana in 
Hamsadhwani and began the popular Kriti 
“Vatapi Ganapatim Bhaje” marking the beat 
with my hands. After I had finished the pallavi, 
he handed over the tamboora to one of his 
disciples to play, and took out the tabla and 
dugga. I repeated the pallavi and completed 
the kriti to his accompaniment on the tabla, in 
south Indian style. This was a surprise to me. 
He told me that a Ghatam player from the 
South happened to be in Nagpur for a few 
months sometime ago and that he had taught 
him the Karnatic technique. I sang a few more 
kritis. 

When I wanted to leave he said “yes, I shall 
teach you Hindustani music and learn Karnatic 
sangeet from you.” 

We became good friends. When I took up 
service in the Central Provinces and Berar as 
a lecturer in the Agricultural College, Nagpur, 


in 1920, we had ample opportunities to give 
and take. 

In many concerts arranged in his house, I 
had the great pleasure of accompanying artists 
like Lai Khan of Bhuj, G.N. Joshi of Bombay 
etc., on the Violin. 

Pandit Dinkara Rao Patwardhan was a 
good sitarist. He was also very fond of tennis. 
Two of his disciples the Barve brothers are well- 
known. 

One of his nephews Dr. R.S. Joshi, a 
Chemist in the Agricultural Department, tried 
to learn the Violin. He could not play even the 
sapta swaras correctly. He tried to play this 
instrument like the Sarangi with the finger 
board on the chest and the body near the 
ground. This was a failure. Then he took to 
Sarangi and had made good progress when 
he was called away by death. 

Joshi is to be remembered, however, for a 
raga, called Alaaiyya Bahar, which is a 
combination of the two popular ragas Alaiyya 
Bilawal and Bahar. 

Vamanrao Joshi of Amraoti 

Sri Vamanrao Joshi was a clerk in the 
Office of the Deputy Accountant General of 
Posts and Telegraphs (D.A.G.PT.) Nagpur in 
1918. Then I was an overseer at the Telankhedi 
Cooperative Dairy farm near Nagpur. Sri 
Vamanrao and Sri Nathoo Bua, both from 
Amraoti and disciples of the same guru 
possessed excellent voices. They could sing with 
4th white of the harmonium as their shruti. 
Sri Nathoo's voice cracked after a few years. 
Vamanrao, however, had high pitched 
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attractive voice till he died in 1948. Both were 
able performers and teachers. 

I still have the few songs which Vamanrao 
taught me and wrote down in notation. The 
notation followed was that of Ustad Maula Bux 
of Baroda. The Vishnu Digambar's and 
Bhatkhande's systems had not been invented 
yet. 

I obtained from Baroda parts I to IV of Maula 
Bux’s books. Many compositions contained in 
them were by Maula Bux himself. Some of 
these were in Karnatic ragas which were not 
yet popular in Northern India. I had cherished 
these books and was extremely sorry to have 
lost them all somehow. I shall have occasion to 
refer to Maula Bux when I write about Pandit 
Ganapatrao Barve. 

Vamanrao Joshi used to come to Telankhedi 
three days in a week after office hours. One of 
the conditions he had imposed on me was that 
he should be given half a seer of cow's milk to 
drink as soon as he reached my house. As I 
was buying milk at eight seers a rupee, I had 
jokingly suggested that he might also have a 
bath in milk if he wanted. In those days there 
were no electric lights in the Telankhedi Farm. 
The last street light was near the C.R Club, 
about half a mile from the Dairy farm, at the 
foot of the hillock on which the Farm is situated. 
I had therefore to arrange for an escort 
with a hurricane lantern up to the C.R Club for 
him. 

As I was very busy sometimes and had no 
time for music, my guru would drink the milk 
and leave. 


I learnt from Pandit Vamanrao Joshi Khyals 
in madhya laya in the ragas Kalyan, Bhoop, 
Bageshree, Suddha Kalyan, etc. He taught me 
for only a year. I was transferred from 
Telankhedi Dairy farm to Amraoti to organize 
a cooperative dairy farm at Amraoti. 

When I was appointed Deputy Director of 
Agriculture, Amraoti, in 1947, Vamanrao Joshi 
stayed with me for a week. Later I used to meet 
Vamanrao Joshi from time to time and discuss 
ragas when I was in the headquarters. I was 
very happy to find that he still possessed the 
same high pitched ringing, beautiful voice, 
which he had in 1917. 

I had been in Amraoti for six months when 
I was transferred to Nagpur, I did not meet 
Vamanrao Joshi again. He died in 1948. 
Pandit Khandkar 

I do not remember Sri Khandkar’s full name. 
I joined at Amraoti in December 1918 to 
organize the Cooperative dairy. By 
arrangement with the Directors of the dairy to 
be started I was allotted a portion of Rao 
Bahadur Dole's bungalow near the Morsi Road 
Junction, as it was called. Five roads, from 
Nagpur, Morsi, Commissioners' bungalow, the 
City and the Girls' High School, meet in this 
beautiful outskirts of Amraoti. I was yet a 
bachelor and one of my aunts was staying with 
me then. 

One morning, a fair, lean tall man, aged 
about fifty, wearing a long-coat and black cap 
and holding an umbrella walked in slowly into 
the orange garden in which Dole’s bungalow 
was situated. He asked me if I was Mr. Subba 
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Rao, I said ‘yes.’ He introduced himself as a 
musician in need of help. He wanted only some 
place to stay till he secured some tuitions in 
Amraoti. 

He was a harmonium player in a drama 
company which had been wound up. He 
could play sitar and tabla. He looked a 
venerable person. I wanted the company 
of someone. As he was a musician, I thought 
it would be to our mutual benefit if I allowed 
him to stay with me. He was very much 
pleased. 

I still have with me the foolscap sized note 
book in which he wrote down songs in Hindi 
and Marathi- stage songs, khyals, thumries, etc. 
I had a very good memory and a special 
aptitude for deciphering notations. As 
Sri Khandkar was ever ready to correct me, I 
learnt at least a hundred songs from him during 
his two years stay with me. It was an excellent 
time for both of us. 

In the hot weather of 1920 1 went to 
Bangalore for my marriage. I took Pandit 
Khandkar also with me. As we had to go via 


Kalyan, Poona and Miraj, we alighted at Miraj 
where I purchased a sitar for Rs. 28. 

After spending a month in Bangalore, 
Sri Khandkar was so much fascinated with the 
City that he decided not to return with me but 
to stay on at Bangalore. As there were a 
number of Maharashtra families in 
Malleshwaram, Bangalore he thought he could 
make money teaching Vocal music and sitar. 

After a year he had to go to Bilaspur to see 
his daughter. At Jabalpur railway station the 
crowd pushed him down with his sitar 
which broke. That time I was transferred to 
Nagpur. 

After a year Sri Khandkar suddenly turned 
up one day. He was staying with one of his 
relatives. I now wanted him to teach my wife 
sitar. I bought a small sitar for her. 

Unfortunately Panditji fell ill after a few 
months and went to Bilaspur where he passed 
away. My wife was more interested in the Veena 
than in the sitar. 

The Sitar was abandoned, and owing to the 
Nagpur heat it disjoined and developed cracks 
which was beyond repair. 


4. A.V. Varadachar 

(The gifted actor of Mysore) 


It was at Chitaldrug in 1907.1 was a student 
of the IV Form. Rumours began to circulate that 
the celebrated Kannada actor A.V. Varadachar, 
and his Ratnavali Theatrical Company (R.T. 
Co.,), were coming to Chitaldrug. What great 
expectancy! It was the talk of the town. Work 
in offices slackened and students neglected their 


studies. Men, women and children, officers and 
clerks, teachers and students all were engrossed 
in A.V. Varadachar and his dramas. 

Varadachar and his troupe arrived. Students 
of the High School Hostel who were living in 
rooms on the second floor of the Town Hall 
were moved to a private house in the town and 
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the Town Hall's rooms were given over for the 
R.T. Co. This was considered a great honour 
for the Town Hall. 

Every one was eager to have ‘darshan’ of 
Varadachar. Varadachar and his troupe had 
not come to Chitaldrug to see the hills and have 
a holiday. They were there to stage their plays. 
The question was whether the hall and the stage 
were large enough for them, or whether a new 
temporary stage and pandal would have to be 
erected. Varadachar was expected to inspect 
the Town Hall and its stage in the evening. We 
had all gathered long before the scheduled time 
for his inspection. He came at 5 RM. and went 
up the stage and stood there in a pose which 
reminded us of Swami Vivekananda. He wore 
a cream-coloured silk turban in the Dharwar 
style, a close-collar coat, and dhoti. His eyes 
were large and lustrous, and moustaches, 
bushy. His face was round, cheeks well filled. 
He was dark but had a grand presence. 

After having seen A.V. Varadachar, we 
were eager to see the other actors, 
Bodharayachar, Krishna Murthy, Jaya Rao, 
Raja Iyengar etc. But they did not leave their 
rooms that day. Even during their stay of six 
months or more, they rarely came out during 
the day. Perhaps they thought that in their true 
colours they might create a bad impression. 

Varadachar said that the hall and the stage 
of the Town Hall were inadequate for his 
dramas. It was then decided to put up a stage 
and pandal near the weekly market ground, 
near the Ucchangamma Gudi. 

The Deputy Commissioner, Assistant 
Commissioners, the Amildar and other officers 


personally supervised the construction of the 
stage and the bamboo theatre which were ready 
within a few days. What excitement, 
enthusiasm and anticipation in the town! I 
cannot recall any other event which had created 
such an atmosphere of expectation as the 
presence of Varadachar and his Company. 

It was announced that the opening play 
would be ‘Shakuntala.’ How eagerly we waited 
for that night to come and how keen we were 
to occupy the front seats, so that we may be 
able to hear properly the dialogue and the 
songs! The play was to begin at 9 RM. We 
hurried to be there a 8 RM. 

At 8.30 RM. we could see through the front 
curtain the ‘stage pooja’ being performed with 
Karpura Arati, and hear the ringing of bells. At 
8.50 RM. the first bell went off so that the curtain 
pullers, the actors and the instrumentalists may 
get ready. It was also meant for the audience 
to occupy their seats and observe silence. They 
were the pre-microphone days and silence was 
absolutely necessary, whether for lectures, 
dramas, harikathas or musical concerts. 

The second bell rang and the curtain went 
up. A deer, either stuffed or painted on 
cardboard, was dragged by some means 
quickly across the stage which was set for a 
jungle scene. A few seconds later, A.V. 
Varadachar as Dushyanta in his hunting dress 
of red velvet and gold (this may appear 
incongruous today) with his bow, and singing 
the song “Paritu Paritu” entered the stage 
accompanied by a hunting companion. What 
applause from the audience! How grand he 
looked, as king Dushyanta! 
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As the drama progressed every one was 
convinced that the reports regarding the 
personality, acting and music of A.V. 
Varadachar were not at all exaggerated. 

Bodharayachar (“Bodha”, as he was 
affectionately called) as Shakuntala, Krishna 
Murthy as Vidushaka, Jaya Rao as Kanwa 
Rishi and little B.S. Raja Iyengar as young 
Bharata played their roles exceedingly well. 

I can never forget this experience. Two other 
plays by him which I had the great pleasure of 
seeing during his stay at Chitaldrug were 
‘Manmatha vijaya’ and ‘Kamapalacharitra’. 
They were great and are still green in my 
memory. His ‘Nirupama’ and ‘Prahlada’ I saw 
several years later and yet they appeared to 
me both from the point of view of acting as 
well as music as impressive as his earlier plays 
when he was much younger. 

When he had come to Chitaldrug in 1907 
for the accompaniment he had only tamboora, 


tabla, and the violin. The violinist was a local 
artiste. 

No classical musician of Karnataka has 
impressed me as much as the stage musician 
Varadachar. His sense of raga, bhava, and tala 
was just perfect. After listening to him, the best 
of the best classical musicians was insipid. 

He got an actor, Sheshagiri, trained at 
Bombay to play the leg harmonium as the 
accompaniment in his later dramas. This added 
much to the grandeur of the music of 
Varadachar and others on the stage. More about 
the harmonium later. The story that Varadachar 
in the court scene of Shakuntala looked so much 
like His Highness the late Chamaraja Wodeyar 
of Mysore that he was ordered by the Mysore 
palace not to appear in that particular costume 
cannot be untrue. If one looks at the photographs 
of the late Sri Chamaraja Wodeyar and the late 
Varadachar as Dushyanta the story will be borne 
out marvellously. 


5. Balagandharwa 

(The gifted actor of Maharashtra) 


I had joined the Agricultural College, 
Nagpur, in July 1914. Hardly had a couple of 
months passed when the great news for 
Nagpurians, that the famous Maharashtra 
actor and musician, “Balagandharwa” was to 
visit Nagpur was received with joy. For one who 
had gone from Mysore to Nagpur to study for 
only three-years and who was interested in 
the music and dramas of other parts of India, 
a great opportunity seemed to have presented 
itself. All drama troupes enjoyed great 


patronage in those days, but the name of 
Balagandharwa was something to conjure 
with. 

As soon as Balagandharwa and his troupe 
arrived in Nagpur, before he put on board any 
of his plays, he was invited to sing by the 
students and staff of the Morris College at a 
social gathering which was then in progress. I 
was invited by my friend, Sri Poona Appaji 
Rao, a student of the College, to attend the 
function as his guest. 
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Balagandharwa was dressed in a white silk 
long-coat, white dhoti, and a light yellow muslin 
turban. What fine features? What a natural 
rosy complexion? I even thought that he 
required no paint on stage. 

He began his performance with “Krishna 
Murari Binata Karata” in Mishra Dhani. His 
accompaniments were an organ and tabla. 
What a voice! Pin-drop silence! How grand the 
sound of the organ which ‘dittoed’ what 
Balagandharwa sang! How soft and perfectly 
rhythmic the fingers of the Tabla player were ! 
I had never heard such elevating and 
transporting music. That first song from the lips 
of Balagandharwa is still ringing in my ears! 

Venkatesh Theatre, where Gandharwa 
Nataka Mandali were enacting their dramas 
was nearly three miles from Maharajbagh 
where the Agricultural College and hostel are 
situated. The plays used to end at about 2 A.M. 
or even later the following morning. We had to 
walk the distance both ways as students in 
those days had not enough money for the 
cheapest-theatre-ticket, not to speak of the 
luxury of a conveyance. 

The most popular plays of Gandharwa were 
“Manapaman” and “Rukmini Swayamvara.” 
The Company used to sell full texts with songs 
of these plays along with photographs of scenes 
also for six annas a copy. I had bought these in 
advance so that I could read the songs easily. 
There were demands for an encore at least two 
or three times for the well - known songs of 
Balagandharwa. As I had good swaragyana, I 
was able to get the outline of the song fixed 


pretty well in my memory. On our return 
journey while trudging the three miles I used to 
sing the songs to my friends, Dhavale, Nigudkar 
and Golwalkar who used to accompany me. 
In two months I had mastered many songs from 
Manapaman and Rukmini Swayamvara. 

The last play I saw in that season was the 
one in which Balagandharwa would not agree 
to the request of the house to sing a song for 
the fifth time. Some loafers then threw eggs at 
him. Balagandharwa took a vow not to visit 
Nagpur again and never did. He would come 
to Akola and Amraoti but not to Nagpur. Only 
after the public of Nagpur apologized and some 
‘big guns’ prevailed on him to come he obliged 
sometime in 1935-after twenty years. Although 
there was not much of the old Balagandharwa 
left in him, still he commanded the admiration 
of the people to a great degree. 

The songs of Balagandharwa which I had 
learnt stood me in good stead on several 
occasions. 

During the plague vacation of 1915 (in those 
days colleges in Nagpur had three vacations, 
the Diwali vacation, the plague vacation and 
the summer vacation. The plague was an 
annual visitation. The colleges would close 
when the death rate exceeded 50 a day and 
would reopen when it dropped to 50 and 
below. It would sometimes reach 200 per day.) 
I had accompanied my two friends, V.D. Kalvit 
and D.S. Bangale, to Amalner in West 
Khandesh. They lived in Amalner. Two other 
colleagues, VS. Pillay and R.D. Raikar, were 
also in the party. 
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One afternoon we went to see the Pratap 
Mills. We were amused by the speculation 
among mill-hands about us. Some of them 
thought we belonged to a circus company 
which was pitching its tent on a maidan in the 
town. My friend V.S. Pillay from Travancore 
did certainly look like an acrobat, and 
Travancore supplies acrobats to most of the 
circus companies. R.D. Raikar was noted in 
the college for the role he played as the “shrew” 
in the Marathi version (Tralika) of 
Shakespeare’s “Taming of the Shrew.” He 
looked as if made for a female role in a drama. 
Regarding myself their opinion seemed to be 
divided. Kalvit and Bangale were from Amalner 
itself and were known to them. 

Owing to my music, our party became very 
popular. We had invitations from almost all the 
big people of the town. I used to sing the stage 
songs of Gandharwa and also some Karnatak 
Kritis. Two of them “Manasukaragadeno” in 
Hamsadhwani and “Sankalpame” in 
Kharaharapriya were highly appreciated as the 
Maharashtra stage had imitated these two kritis 
in their ‘Yuvatimana’ and ‘Tejanabhi’ hits. 

My knowledge of Hindustani music and my 
nice rendering of the Marathi stage songs pulled 
us out of an embarrassing situation in which I 
and my two friends the Bhide brothers of 
Amraoti, found ourselves in a village when the 
villagers welcomed us and gave a grand 
reception mistaking us for the Harikatha party 
which was also expected. 1 have described this 
incident later under ‘We go to the 
Runavimochan Fair!’ 


How sad I feel that such a Balagandharwa, 
the idol of Maharashtra, an actor and a 
musician, the like of whom it may not be given 
to generations to see and hear, unless God 
sends down such a gift again should be 
confined to bed, unable to act, and unable to 
sing! What a tragedy that he on whom money 
was showered like flowers of admiration and 
respect should depend on a gratuity from the 
government. 

Great musicians and actors (perhaps every 
great man) should quit this world at the height 
of their glory. Oh! there is Karma. 

Before the advent of the cinema, 
Maharashtrian stage music had reached its 
peak of popularity and perfection. Well - known 
classical musicians like Vinayakrao 
Patwardhan, Master Krishna Rao, Govindrao 
Tembe Pendharkar, Keshavarao Bhonsle, 
Master Dinanath Mangeshkar (father of Smt. 
Lata Mangeshkar) were all on the stage. Men 
used to play women’s roles and there was great 
art in it. Even after women appeared on the 
stage, they were classical musicians like 
Hirabai Barodekar, Jotsna Bhole, etc. 

Stage songs of Maharashtra were imitations 
of well - known classical Hindustani 
compositions. A few of them were imitations 
of classical Karnatic Kritis also. 

The harmonium and the organ enhanced 
the grandeur of the music of the stage. 
Balagandharwa had also the best Sarangi 
players like Khadar Bux on either side of the 
stage behind the sidewings. The organist and 
the tabla player sat in front of the stage. Ustad 
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Ahamadjan Tirakva, the celebrated 
Tabla player was for sometime in 
Balagandharwa's troupe. It was the sublime 
sound of the organ which imported grandeur 
to stage music. 

Hindustani musicians even outside the stage 
always preferred a good harmonium or organ 
accompaniment. Even today, except for a few 
orthodox ones, others give the first choice to a 
harmonium; you may have a sarangi or a violin 
in addition. The attractiveness of gramophone 


records with harmonium or organ 
accompaniment shows clearly how much 
poorer Hindustani music sounds by discarding 
the harmonium in the AIR. 

For Hindustani music, for reasons, which I 
discuss in detail in a later Chapter, the 
harmonium is the best accompaniment. It does 
not matter what its defects are. The harmonium 
in fact gives good support to the Sarangi and 
Violin when they are faced with certain 
unavoidable difficulties of their own. 


6. Chikka Rama Rao 


I do not know why he was called “Chikka” 
(small) Rama Rao. Although I knew him 
personally, I never got this point cleared. I have 
not heard of any musician who was called 
“Dodda” Rama Rao either by virtue of superior 
learning or seniority in age. “Chikka” may 
denote the place from which he hailed, if so I 
do not know where this is situated. It is possible 
that he was called Chikka Rama Rao on 
account of his diminutive stature. 

There is a proverb in Kannada ‘Murti 
Chikkadadaru Kirti Doddadu’, which means 
that although the person may be small in size, 
he may be great in fame. My friend Chikka 
Rama Rao was one such celebrity. 

How we became friends is like this. In 
Chitaldrug (now called Chitradurga) in 1907 
Sri Chegaiah Chetty, the Deputy Commissioner 
of the district, celebrated his daughter's 
wedding. There was a dinner for all the officers, 
advocates and other well - known persons of 


the town. After the lunch, at about 3 RM. there 
was to be music. The bridegroom's party had 
brought a Bhagavatar from Madras, a dark, 
short, stout man with a guttural voice to match 
his full neck. My father who was District Forest 
Officer was also among the guests. As soon as 
the Bhagavatar started singing, my father sent 
for me so that I might listen to the music. 
Bungalows of the Deputy Commissioner and 
the District Forest Officer were adjacent. I sat 
in front of the dais so that I may hear the 
music properly. The Bhagavatar was in high 
spirits. He thought Chitaldrug being a small 
place his performance would be highly 
appreciated. The audience had to bear the 
infliction and suppress its laughter, as the D.C. 
was nodding his head by way of courtesy 
appreciation of the Bhagavatar from Madras 
who belonged to the bridegroom's party. 

A few yards from me I noticed that a 
handsome boy of my age was engaging the 
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attention of not only the Bhagavatar but all 
others. He wore a white lace lungi, a close 
collared tweed coat and a felt cap. He was 
keeping time accurately and swayed in 
response to the sangathis of the kriti which was 
being sung. All of us were more interested in 
looking at and admiring the boy for his obvious 
love of music. As for myself I was thinking “If 
this beautiful boy can also sing how nice it 
would be!” I very much wished that he could 
sing. 

The Bhagavatar began Tyagaraja’s kriti 
“Rama Nee Samanamevaru” in Kharahara 
priya and had just finished the pallavi when 
an interval was announced for tea. After tea 
the Deputy Commissioner’s head clerk went 
to the Deputy Commissioner and requested his 
permission to make one of his relatives also 
sing a few songs. Everyone welcomed a change 
and was eager to know who was to sing next. 
How happy I was when the boy whom we had 
all noticed and admired was asked by the 
Deputy Commissioner's head clerk to entertain 
the audience. The head clerk introduced the 
young musician in a few words and disclosed 
that he was called Chikka Rama Rao and was 
learning music in Mysore. 

Chikka Rama Rao who took the place of 
the Bhagavatar from Madras, began where the 
Bhagavatar had left off before tea, the 
anupallavi of - “Rama Nee Samanamevaru”. 
What a lovely voice, what a lovely smile, what 
clear cut powerful sangathis! He took the 
audience by storm. He sang upto 7 p.m. It was 
announced that Chikka Rama Rao would sing 


on the following days also. We had a feast of 
his music. 

In 1909 Chikka Rama Rao and I happened 
to become class-mates in the V Form in the 
Wesleyan Mission High School, Mysore. He 
was an actor in the Chamundeshwari Dramatic 
Company. His best role used to be that of Gaya 
in ‘Gaya Charitra’ where we had his music in 
plenty. He would attend classes with some paint 
still sticking to his ears. He carried with him 
bits of paper on which songs were scribbled. 
He would go on ruminating on these. He would 
go out of the classroom frequently for this 
purpose. I would also follow him. As he used 
to hum in an inarticulate manner I was not very 
much benefitted musically by neglecting my 
studies. I gave up the game. 

As I went away to Nagpur for my studies in 
Agriculture in 1914 and entered service in 
Madhya Pradesh (the old Central Provinces and 
Berar), I did not meet him till 1925. By then he 
had completely changed. Sunken cheeks, bony 
jaws, big moustaches, a long neck in which 
you could see the different muscles at work 
when he uttered notes at different pitches and 
a voice which was good but under great strain. 
The body looked emaciated. But there was a 
glow in his eyes. The kriti “Broava Bharama” 
in the raga Bahudari had just been imported 
to Mysore and he sang this in one of his 
concerts. 

I sang before Chikka Rama Rao in 1936, 
my composition, ‘Navaratna Raga Malika’ in 
Hindi and Hindustani ragas in praise of 
Sri Krishnaraja Wodeyar. He was very much 
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pleased with it. He too had composed a few 
pieces, one of them a Varnam in Adi Tala in 
the raga Nagaswaravali. One of his disciples 
was asked to write it down for me with notation 
and send it by post to Nagpur. As it was not 
very legible I could not assimilate it. I would 
like musicians who were his disciples to sing 
their guru's compositions. There is a demand 
today for compositions left by great Vidwans. 

Vidwan Madurai Subbramani Iyer, the well- 
known violinist of Madras, narrated to me the 
following incident relating to Chikka Rama 
Rao. It happened in Chidambaram when 
Sangita Kalanidhi Tiger Varadachar was the 
Principal of the Music College. 

Chikka Rama Rao, during his pilgrimage in 
South India went to Chidambaram also. Tiger 
Varadachar arranged for a performance by 
Chikka Rama Rao. Because of his unimposing 
personality, people did not expect much from 
him. The accompanists, particularly the 
mridangist, thought he would score over Chikka 


Rama Rao in the very first song. He played 
solo as it were and did not care to follow. After 
two songs good natured Rama Rao told the 
mridangist within hearing of the audience 
including Tiger Varadachar and my friend 
Madurai Subbramani Iyer very politely. “We 
have just commenced the concert. Let us give 
the listeners some good music for some time. 
There will be plenty of time for a battle later on.” 

Gradually Chikka Rama Rao gained 
momentum and began to trouble mridangist. 
When the pallavi started he chose for his pallavi 
a very small tala and added such 
complications that the mridangist was floored. 
Chikka Rama Rao said to the mridangist “Now 
let us fight if you like.” The mridangist hung 
his head in shame. Tiger Varadachar in his 
speech of thanks said “I did not want to say 
much about Chikka Rama Rao at the 
beginning. Now you have seen for yourselves 
how ‘big’ (Dodda Rama Rao) this ‘small’ 
Chikka Rama Rao is!” 


7. Bidaram Krishnappa 


It was in 1903. I was then studying in the 
Marimallappa's High School, Mysore. My 
uncle, Raja Shilpi Visarada, Rao Bahadur B. 
Subba Rao, Chief Engineer, Mysore, celebrated 
the wedding of one of his daughters in the 
Nanjaraja Bahadur Choultry near the Railway 
Station. In those days weddings would last for 
a week and everyday during the dinner there 
would be scope for reciting Bhojana Kala 
Slokas, with or without music. As I knew music, 


my uncle would ask me to sing a sloka every 
day. 

On the very first day of the wedding, Vidwan 
Bidaram Krishnappa was to sing at 4 PM. 
Owing to some delay in the marriage rites, the 
lunch was also late. I was singing a sloka, when 
Bidaram Krishnappa and party arrived. After 
lunch Krishnappa enquired from my uncle who 
was the boy who was singing slokas when he 
arrived. My uncle told him all about me. 
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Bidaram Krishnappa knew my father quite well. 
He called me and said a few encouraging 
words and added “Come to me. I shall gladly 
teach you.” I thanked him and touched his feet. 
I was very much impressed by his personality. 
He looked exactly like his portrait on the cover 
page of the Sudha journal which has been 
recently issued. I did go to Krishnappa's house 
in the evenings for a few days. No lessons could 
be given as he was very busy. As my desire for 
music was not yet so strong as to wean me 
away from cricket and football, I did not go to 
the great master again. I used to listen to his 
music often before I left for Nagpur in 1914. I 
heard him next perhaps in 1926 when the Sree 
Rama Mandiram was still in Shivaramapet. I 
had come on leave from Nagpur. I was 
accompanied by Dr. K.R. Ramaswamy, Head 
Master, Sarada Vilas High School and some 
other relatives. When we reached the Bhajan 
Mandiram, Krishnappa had commenced an 
alapana in Shankarabharana. His disciple, 
Chowdaiah, was still experimenting with his 
seven-stringed violin. The two companion 
strings of the three double wires were not of 
the correct diameter. Hence it was not possible 
either to tune them properly or to play in proper 
tune. This is a great difficulty which I have also 
experienced with the seven stringed violin. 
Krishnappa could not go on with his alapana 
as every now and then Chowdaiah would have 
to re-tune his violin. Krishnappa got disgusted 
and told Chowdaiah “Throw away your seven¬ 
stringed violin.” But Chowdaiah would not 
listen. For more than an hour this went on. 


Although I was interested in listening to 
Chowdaiah and the newly invented seven¬ 
stringed violin, we had to leave the concert, as 
it was very late already. 

After an year I listened to Krishanppa’s 
music at the second floor of some influential 
gentleman’s residence in Shivarampet. He had 
just returned from a South Indian tour. He was 
accompanied on the violin by Vidwan B. 
Devendrappa. Vidwan A.K. Subba Rao was 
giving vocal support. Unfortunately Krishnappa 
was complaining of pain in the ear and could 
not exert much but his disciples gave a good 
account of themselves. 

Bidaram Krishnappa and his disciples were 
on a tour collecting funds for the then proposed 
Rama Mandiram. I read in the papers glowing 
accounts of their performances in Bombay. I 
invited Bidaram to pay a visit to Nagpur and 
assured him that I and my South Indian friends 
would do our best and collect a reasonable 
sum. He sent his agent or secretary, call him 
what you like, a tall dark person to settle terms 
with me. After bargaining it was settled that 
we should pay them Rs. 1000 for 
performances, one by Krishnpapa and another 
by Chowdaiah. Krishnappa’s representative 
gave me twenty five large posters, portraits of 
Bidaram Krishnappa to be put up in different 
parts of the City. The actual dates of the 
performances had to be settled after the agent 
returned to Bombay and consulted Krishnappa. 
In the meanwhile we lost no time on getting a 
ladder, a bucket, brushes and paste for pasting 
the posters. An active young man went round 
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the town with the equipment and in two days 
Bidaram Krishnappa could be seen in every 
important place. Arrangements were being 
made for printing of handbills and erection of 
a pandal. A week later a disappointing letter 
arrived. Krishnappa regretted his inability to 
go to Nagpur as his health was not satisfactory. 
He wanted the posters to be returned as they 
were valuable. I replied sympathizing with him 
for his indifferent health but regretted that we 
were unable to return the posters as they were 
firmly pasted up already and any attempt to lift 
them would only result in mutilating all the 
Bidaram Krishnappas. 

Bidaram Krishnappa had a powerful voice. 
I cannot say that it was melodious. His 
Devaranamams could be appreciated easily as 
the language of these compositions was 
Kannada. He sang these with great feeling. Of 
course he was a master in mathematical music, 
the Pallavi. 

He was also on the stage when A.V. 
Varadachar was at his zenith. Krishnappa's 
stage music was insipid compared with 
Varadachar’s scintillating verses and songs. In 
fact, Varadachar was a class by himself and 
no one could approach him. 

I have with me a few gramophone records 
of Bidaram Krishnappa's music. The most 
popular songs were “Vatapi Ganapati” in 
Hamsadhwani and “Sringara Lahari” in 
Neelambari. 

I may be permitted to point out here that 
‘Sringara Lahari’ is a complete imitation of 
Swati Tirunal's composition “Anandavalli” in 


Neelambari including the Chitteswaram. I knew 
that Anandavalli was printed with notation in 
a book in Malayalam. When I drew the 
attention of Prof. R. Sreenivasan to this fact, 
he ransacked his library and found the book 
which contained “Anandavalli” in raga 
Neelambari with notation. More about it later 
on. 

Krishnappa was not noted as a great 
composer. One of his compositions in Poorvi 
Kalyani used to be sung by all his disciples in 
chorus on bhajan days. His Ragamalika 
“Dharmapatni Yuvaraju” composed on the 
occasion of the wedding of Prince 
Narasimharaj Wodeyar has been recorded. 1 
possess a record of it. 

One particular record, his ragalapana in 
Kalyani is a good demonstration of sadhana 
in mandra sthayee. When I play this record with 
a lot of admiration and enthusiasm, the 
response by many is that I should break it to 
pieces! Even his other records command 
respect from me but not admiration for the 
music. Music today is very much more refined 
and all the pieces rendered by him are 
outmoded by present-day refined style. 

Bidaram Krishnappa made a great name 
in South India by his own music and greater 
still as the guru of the celebrated violinist 
T. Chowdaiah, whom every noted vocalist 
wanted for accompaniment. 

Krishnappa has to his credit a larger number 
of disciples of the first magnitude than other 
musicians. Though not so well - known as 
T. Chowdaiah in the South, Vidwan 
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B. Devendrappa who is not only a vocalist but 
an adept on many musical instruments and 
Vidwan A.K. Subba Rao, a flutist, Vidwan 
Gururajappa, Violinist, are among 
Krishnappa’s able disciples. 

Sree Prasanna Sitarama Mandiram stands 
as a monument for his religious bent of mind 
and music. 

I cannot forget the sincerity with which 


B.K. Padmanabha Rao shouldered the task of 
managing the Mandiram and held music 
conferences and concerts in. To Chowdaiah 
the Mandiram was almost a personal 
achievement. With the demise of these two 
stalwarts doubts have arisen regarding the 
future musical activities of the Mandiram. Let 
us hope that it will continue to be managed 
properly so that it will inspire and fulfil the 
ambition of the founder. 


8. B. Vasudevachar 


B. Vasudevachar stands out clearly before 
me from 1908. My father was Forest Working 
Plans Officer, Mysore District. We were living 
in advocate Ranga Iyengar's house in 
Chamarajapuram. This bungalow to-day is 
exactly as it was in 1908. The present occupant 
is Sri Lingappa, advocate. The Mangalore - 
tiled room of the first floor, which I see everyday 
now as I pass in front of the house, was where 
Vidwan Vasudevachar was first received by us 
and where what I call our historic meeting took 
place. 

It was a warm day in May. My father 
attended a lunch in his friend Lakshminara- 
simharao’s house. Sri Lakshminarasimha Rao 
was then the Accountant General. While 
returning from the lunch my father requested 
Sri Vasudevacharya, to accompany him so that 
he may spend sometime in our house and we 
may display our musical talents before him and 
receive his blessings. 

The Acharya’s gold - lace - bordered green 


shawl, his gopichandana marks on the fore¬ 
head, his short well built body are still green in 
my memory. All of us touched his feet as my 
father introduced us one by one in order of 
seniority. 

After buttermilk and pan were offered to the 
Acharya, he was requested by my father to 
show us the gold medal which was presented 
to him a few days earlier at Srirangappattana. 
Taking out the medal from somewhere near his 
waist he said with tears in his eyes, “Shall I 
smile jubilant pride over the honour of this 
medal or shall I weep for my daughter who was 
drowned in a well just as I was receiving the 
medal?” It had happened like this. It had started 
raining. Women had placed in shallow 
bamboo baskets certain things for drying. 
These baskets were placed near a well which 
had almost no parapet. Acharya's daughter 
who went in a hurry to remove the baskets 
slipped and fell into the well and was drowned. 
This was a very sad news for all of us. My father 
and mother offered their heartfelt consolation 
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and sympathies to the Vidwan. 

My elder sister, Sow. R.V. Lakshammal, 
called affectionately at home and even outside 
as Gundamma, was well-known as a Veena 
player. I used to whistle along with my sister's 
Veena playing. My sister Chi. Thangamma who 
was nearly twelve also used to sing well. The 
Acharya appreciated our juvenile talents and 
blessed as. 

We expressed to our father aside that we 
were all eager to listen to the great Acharya. 
Acharya guessed the meaning of our whispers. 
Our tamboora, lent some days back to one of 
our relatives, had come back damaged. So he 
asked my sister to tune the wires of the Veena 
to serve as shruti. He sang, rather hummed, a 
number of tunes. They were all so melodious. 
His “Ajeena Danda Kamandala” and “Esu 
shastra”, punning on “E Sushastra” are still 
ringing in my ears. Vasudevacharya’s music 
was really charming, when he sang or hummed 
before a small gathering in a drawing room. 

He had a great liking for Hindustani ragas 
like Desh, Bihag and Mand. At the time of the 
Coronation of King George (after King Edward 
VII) he had composed a Ragamalika which 
had been printed and distributed. The 
ragamalika began in Mohanam with the words 
“Shri Satkirti Vibhushita” etc. In all his 
Ragamalikas the Chitteswarams are beautiful. 

Later he composed songs praying God to 
protect King George. I remember two of these 
“Shree George Prabhum” in raga 
Nagaswaravali and the other “Rama Pahi 
George Prabhum” in Mand, like an English 


note meant for the band. 

In 1911, H.H. Sri Krishnaraja Wodeyar, 
Maharaja of Mysore, deputed Vidwan 
Vasudevacharya to participate in the All-India 
Music Conference which was being held at 
Jallundar. Vasudevachar did not know either 
English or Hindi. He however decided to take 
his son Subbramanya with him. Subbramanya 
was of my age (17). One, Venkatakrishna 
Iyengar, who was our Sanskrit teacher in the 
Chitaldrug High School volunteered to 
accompany Vidwan Vasudevachar so that he 
might be of help to him with his Hindi and 
English. His knowledge of both was in fact 
negligible, and, instead of helping 
Vasudevachar, he landed him in trouble more 
than once. 

When the party reached Delhi, they boarded 
the train to Jallundar and occupied a Second 
Class compartment. A few moments later a 
gentleman clad in white, resembling one of the 
Halwais of North India wanted to enter the 
compartment. Venkatakrishna Iyengar did not 
want to allow him inside. So he said in Hindi 
that there was no room (Jaga Nahi Hai). The 
gentleman ignored the protest, got in and put 
his hand-bag on one of the seats. The train 
moved. The gentleman who had got in asked 
Venkatakrishna Iyengar politely “Who are 
you?” (ap log kaun hai?) Mr. Iyengar replied in 
Hindi ‘Ham log admi hai’ (we are men). Mr. 
Iyengar perhaps could not find words and the 
language to express what reply he wanted to 
give. The gentleman laughing replied in Hindi 
“It is evident that you are men but I wish to 
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know where you are going and what are your 
professions?” Mr. Iyengar replied “I am a 
Sanskrit professor and this gentleman a 
musician (Mai Sanskrit Vidwan Ye ganewala).” 
The gentleman then switched on to talking in 
Sanskrit to Mr. Iyengar. Mr. Iyengar could not 
reply in Sanskrit properly. When the 
conversation commenced in Sanskrit, 
Vasudevachar’s ears became alert. He realised 
that Iyengar's Hindi had failed and his Sanskrit 
was faring no better. So our Acharya, who was 
very learned in Sanskrit, went to Iyengar's 
rescue. He took charge of the conversation 
with the gentleman in Sanskrit and explained 
to him that he was on deputation by H.H. the 
Maharaja of Mysore to participate in the All- 
Indian Music Conference at Jallundar and that 
he would carry out the Maharaja's wishes by 
giving lectures in Sanskrit as he did not know 
either Hindi or English, demonstrating certain 
aspects of Karnatic music vocally. The 
gentleman was very much pleased with 
Vasudevachar’s Sanskrit and politeness. 

Vasudevachar then addressed the 
gentleman in beautiful Sanskrit, “I am eager to 
know with whom I am having the great pleasure 
of conversing?” (I forget the exact Sanskrit 
words which were used). The gentleman 
replied in Sanskrit “They call me Malaviya.” 

Malaviya! Our Iyengar broke out in a sweat! 
Vasudevachar was over-joyed and speechless. 
Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya ! 

Vasudevachar grew quiet and 
contemplative. After a silence of ten minutes, 
he sang extempore a sloka in Sanskrit 


expressing his good fortune to have had this 
unexpected pleasure of travelling and 
conversing with such a jewel of India! 

Pandit Malaviya was greatly pleased and 
saw to it that the Vidwan was well received at 
Jallundar. The Acharya’s lectures in Sanskrit 
and demonstrations were highly appreciated 
by the musicians and musicologists at the 
Conference. 

On his way back, Vasudevachar broke his 
journey at Bhopal and spent a month with my 
father who was then Chief Conservator of 
Forests, Bhopal State. 

The Acharya composed a Ragamalika in 
Sanskrit in praise of Her Highness the Begum 
of Bhopal. Three concerts were arranged 
including one in the palace. The Acharya was 
very well rewarded and appreciated. Begum 
Sahib knew classical Hindustani music and 
used to play on the tabla. She had 
accompanied my sister's Veena recital with 
tabla in the Bhopal Ladies Club and in her 
palace. 

In 1949 when I was about to retire from the 
Madhya Pradesh Agricultural Service, the 
Government of India had suggested to the 
Bhopal State that I may be appointed its 
Director of Agriculture. One of the ministers of 
Bhopal and Rao Bahadur Pillay, its Chief 
Conservator of Forests came to Nagpur to 
consult the Director of Agriculture, Madhya 
Pradesh who introduced me to the Minister and 
Chief Conservator of forests, Bhopal. The 
minister explained the object of the interview 
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and asked me if I would like to join Bhopal 
service after retiring from Madhya pradesh. The 
offer came as a surprise to me but I felt very 
glad. As my father had served in that State and 
as I was well acquainted with the agriculture 
of the State as it was bordering the Jabalpur 
division where I had worked for 7 years I 
accepted the offer with joy. 

When I mentioned my fathers' name they 
got more interested. I was very glad to learn 
from the Conservator of Forests that he was 
getting done (1949) things which were 
suggested by my father in 1910. Mr. Pillay 
asked me “I am told by an old Minister who is 
still alive that when your father Ramaswamy 
Iyer was in Bhopal, a musician from Mysore 
had visited Bhopal and composed songs in 
Sanskrit in praise of the Begum Sahib. Is that 
musician still alive?” I was thrilled. How happy 
I was to learn that there should still be alive a 
minister of my father’s days in Bhopal who 
remembered the compositions of 
Vasudevachar. I told Mr. Pillay that the 

musician whom he was referring to was the 
well-known Vidwan Vasudevacharya who was 

9. Sosale 

In 1906 Brahmashri Sosale Ramdas came 
to Chitaldrug and stayed with us for over six 
months. Handsome, fair, and possessing a 
high-pitched melodious voice, his Harikatha 
performances were very attractive. His method 
of delivery, introducing upakathas, use of 
quotations from different languages, and his 


still strong and was expecting the President's 
Award for music. I requested Mr. Pillay to 
convey to the old Minister my profound respects 
as the son of B. Ramaswamy Iyer and that God 
willing when I joined Bhopal Service I would 
try to get the old Vidwan to Bhopal again. 

As the integration of States took place very 
soon afterwards and I was retained by Madhya 
Pradesh Government for one year after I 
reached my age for retirement, I had no chance 
to join the Bhopal service as that state became 
a part of Madhya Pradesh. 

I related to Vidwan Vasudevachar this 
incident with great pride. He was very much 
pleased. 

His last years were happily spent at Adyar 
in the Kalakshetra. The vidwan himself and all 
his friends and admirers are indebted to Smt. 
Rukmini Devi for the daughterly way in which 
she took care of Vasudevacharya at Adyar. 

Whenever I went to Mysore I would call on 
our family Guru and receive his blessings. He 
was very fond of listening to my Navaratna 
Ragamalika and other compositions. 

May his great soul rest in Peace! 

Ramdas 

ready wit were praiseworthy. 

For his standard of music a good violinist 
was wanted. My father carried on 
correspondence with some one in Madras and 
got a good violinist by name Chellayya. 

As the District Forest Officers quarters in 
which we lived had a big hall and an extensive 
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verandah the Harikathas were held in our house 
twice or thrice a month depending on my 
father's stay in headquarters. I met Sri Sosale 
Ramdas sometime about 1940 in Bidaram 
Krishnappa's Rama Mandira. He was very old 
and like a sanyasi. He was very happy to meet 
me and remembered my parents and all others 
who were with us at Chitaldrug. He particularly 
remembered the “Cobra in veena” incident. 

Sosale Ramdas was a very good 
mridangam and Kanjira player also. 

One day Ramdas and my brother-in-law 
Mr. R Venkata Rao went to the famous hills 
near Chitaldrug on horseback. It became dark 
and they could not find their way back. They 
were forced to spend the night in one of the 
small temples in a jungle infested with tigers 
and leopards. We were all anxious the whole 
night and prayed to God for their safety. 

10. Cobra i 

One morning my father was listening to my 
sister on the Veena playing the seventy two 
melakarta Ragamalika of Maha Vaidyanatha 
Iyer. This was taught to her by our Guru Vidwan 
Vishwanatha Shastry who was a disciple of 
Maha Vaidyanatha Iyer. We considered this a 
great treasure. It took four hours to play the 
entire ragamalika. It is a pity that this famous 
Ragamalika is not practised today by even 
Vidwans. The beauties of the so called “Vivadi 
Dosha” ragas can be enjoyed only when they 


Chellayya was an excellent violinist. He used 
to get up at 5 every morning and play on the 
Violin till 7 or 8 A.M. What a treat it was for all 
of us! After Pooja and meals he would imbibe 
some opium and go to sleep. Sometimes he 
would not get up for his dinner. On Harikatha 
days however he would abstain from this 
narcotic. He would be quite self-possessed and 
very jovial. He would wear a perfectly clean white 
dhoti and shirt and a carefully ironed uparna as 
all professional musicians do in Madras. 

As my father was transferred to Mysore the 
Harikatha performer and Violinist were given 
a farewell party. Vidwan Ramdas and Vidwan 
Chellayya were handsomely rewarded by the 
public of Chitaldrug. When Sosale Ramdas and 
Chellayya were with us an incident which 1 
have described as “Cobra in the Veena” 
occurred. 

l the Veena 

are rendered on the Veena. For students who 
want to get the Vidwath Degree for proficiency 
in Veena the Seventy two Ragamalika should 
be compulsory. 

When my sister was going through the 
Ragamalika, she felt something soft rolling over 
her thigh below the rest gourd. She got 
frightened and told my father. My father merely 
chastised her and asked her to continue. My 
sister experienced the same sensation again 
and she would not continue to play. She hastily 
put the Veena down. 

By that time Violinist Chellayya had come 
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to listen to my sister's Veena. He told my father 
“Sir, who knows! Lord Subbramanya may be 
inside the gourd!” He asked others to quit the 
room. Then he gently lifted the Veena. From 
the bottom of the gourd the head of a cobra 
was seen as it tried to come out of the gourd. 
Chellayya at once put the veena flat so that the 
reptile may not come out. 

The ‘Forest Lodge’ as it was called was 
away from the town and surrounded by 
agricultural fields. In the compound itself there 
were many bushes and anthills. Many cobras 
had been killed in the past inside and outside 
the bungalow. That day the restgourd of the 
Veena was not covered by the bag meant for 
preventing insects, rats, and reptiles from getting 
into the gourd. Two or three Veenas were kept 
in a “sleeping” position in an attached room. 
There were holes in the walls near the floor to 
drain off water. A spadix of Ketaki (Tale Mote 
in Kanarese) with its strong smell which is said 
to attract cobras was kept in the room. A cobra 
got into the room through the hole and hid 
inside the rest gourd of the Veena after entering 
it through the uncovered hole in the bottom of 
the gourd. When my sister began to play the 
Veena, partly out of fear and partly due to the 
pleasing music the snake remained coiled 
without trying to come out. 

(It is believed that snakes have no external 
ears. They are supposed to “feel” music or any 
other sound for that matter, by the impact of 
the vibrations caused by them. A zoologist 
would be able to explain the phenomenon.) 

My sister however felt the contact of a soft 


moving body inside the gourd and kept the 
Veena down. It was God’s Grace that the cobra 
did not bite her thigh and try to come out but 
remained coiled inside the gourd. 

When it was discovered that a cobra was 
inside the gourd Chellayya cried out “Sir, as I 
suspected God Subbramanya is inside the 
gourd. Now leave things to me. I shall look after 
the whole thing. ” He called all the servants to 
come with some blankets. A blanket was 
carefully wrapped round the bottom of the 
gourd so that it may first close the hole of the 
gourd from below. Then another blanket was 
wound all round the gourd and tied securely at 
the top so that when the Veena was lifted the 
cobra could not come out by any means. 

The Veena was carried away about half a 
mile from the Forest Lodge. Chellayya 
performed Karpura Mangalarti to Lord 
Subbramanya. We were all standing at a safe 
distance with servants with lathis to protect us 
in case the cobra should run in our direction. 
Chellayya would not agree to the cobra being 
killed. The blanket was carefully removed and 
with a long bamboo with a hook, the blanket 
which was covering the hole was slowly pulled 
to a side. The huge cobra which was only 
waiting for a chance to escape suddenly shot 
out of the gourd. All of us could see the cobra 
move fast for about a hundred yards. 

That evening there was Harikatha. The 
news of ‘Cobra in the Veena’ had already 
spread in the town. All our friends came and 
congratulated my sister on her providential 
escape from sure death. One advice which no 
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one forgot to give was that the drain holes 
should all be plugged and the gourds should 
always be kept covered as a precautionary 
measure. Many thanks to Almighty. Brahmashri 
Sosale Ramdas in the preface to his Harikatha 
very artfully introduced the morning's incident 

11. Veena 

My father B. Ramaswamy Iyer, B.A. was 
generally called 'B.A. Ramaswamyya' as he 
was the first person in the Sanketi community 
to pass that examination. He was known to 
and respected by all musicians of his time for 
his love and patronage of music. No music 
parties were arranged without him. Either he 
had to postpone his tours for the sake of music 
or the music had to be postponed for his sake. 

Veena Sheshanna used to listen to my sister's 
Veena play and bless her. I remember his visit 
to us at Malur in 1900. We were living in the 
Chatram near the Railway Station. We had 
moved to Malur as there was plague in Kolar. 
It was a moonlit night and the weather was 
hot. So we all assembled on the terrace for 
music. What a feast of Music! It began with 
my sister accompanying our Guru on the 
Veena, then the Guru’s solo and finally, with 
the humble request of all, that of the great 
Vidwan Sheshanna. He had not brought his 
veena. But he said my sisters Veena was good 
enough. In fact his Veena had nothing special 
about it. Others had better Veenas. It was 


and described it in such a gripping way that 
this story for that evening became “Lord 
Subbramanya’s Darshana” “Cobra in the 
Veena” was long remembered by residents of 
Chitaldrug (now Chitradurga). Sosale Ramdas 
himself reminded me of this when I had the 
good fortune to meet him in Bidaram 
Krishnappa’s Mandiram four decades later. 

Sheshanna 

Sheshanna that counted, not the Veena. He 
entertained us for two hours. What silvery 
tones! My father would constantly tell my sister 
“Watch his fingers” - “try to do that” etc. 

An ugly incident happened in 1904. 
Sheshanna’s Veena performance was arranged 
at Bangalore in the Sanskrit College Hall. The 
Sanskrit College was situated opposite to the 
Tippu Sultan’s Palace in the Fort. Tippu 
Sultan’s palace was used as a Middle School 
in which I was studying. The Sanskrit College 
was demolished in due course and part of a 
big Maternity Hospital now stands on the site 
of the old Sanskrit College. 

My father, our Guru Vishwanatha Shastry, 
my sister and my brother went to listen to the 
performance. The great Vidwan had just 
finished playing the Atta Tala Varnam “Viri 
boni” in raga Bhairavi and was tuning properly 
for the next piece when a middle aged person 
poorly clad went and stood before Veena 
Sheshanna and asked him in Telugu “May I 
know who has given you the title of Vainika 
Shikhamani?” All were stunned. They thought 
he was a mad man. Some high official who 
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was sitting by stood up and told him that H.H. 
the Maharaja of Mysore had given him the title. 

He thought that the intruder would be 
satisfied and quit. He did not. The intruder 
wanted to know if the Maharaja had listened 
to all the Veena players and then selected Veena 
Sheshanna for the title. The situation became 
tense. Some people said “Yes, the Maharaja 
had heard all the best Veena players.” The 
intruder said “He has not heard me. You should 
all hear me today. I shall play.” Some people 
thought he was not sane and pacified him by 
saying that they would hear him later but not 
on that day. He left the hall. This challenge by 
a stranger took the colour off the performance. 

After a few months this stranger came with 
a small Veena to Mysore and began playing 
daily in one of the temples. People were very 
much attracted. He tried his best to get an 
opportunity to display his talents before the 
Maharaja, but could not succeed. My father 
heard him at Mysore and on his return to 
Bangalore he praised that arrogant person as 
a great Veena player who excelled Veene 
Sheshanna in certain kinds of technique. 

Veena Sheshanna was a good Jalatarang 
player also. 

12. Tiger 

Till about 1930 I had not heard Tiger 
Varadachar. I had heard of his tiger-like 
mannerisms when he sang and his undisputed 
monarchy in the fields of music like a tiger in 
his realm. The nickname or comparison 
assumed the importance of a title. 


For many years the only popular composition 
of his was his Tillana in Jinjoti raga (Dhirana 
Tana Dimta). Later on his beautiful tillana in 
Durbari Kanada was brought to light. The 
Sangeeta Kalabhivardhini Sabha of Mysore 
has, with Sangeeta Natak Akadamy’s aid 
brought out a collection of his compositions of 
Swarajatis, Tillanas and kritis with notation. 
This is a welcome publication. 

No doubt, books of this sort will be more 
useful to those who have already learnt the 
compositions from a proper Guru. The book 
will serve as a good reference book to keep the 
compositions fresh in one's memory. The 
Sangeeta Kalabhivardhini Sabha will do well 
to start a class to teach these compositions. 
Vidwans who know these compositions well 
should be requested to cooperate in this attempt 
to popularise Veena Sheshanna's compositions. 
As in the case of other composers, the compositions 
should live on lips and not only in books. 

Although facilities existed for recording 
music it is a pity that Veena Sheshanna's Veena 
could not be recorded. In those days many 
musicians from the North used to come to 
Mysore for the Maharaja's patronage and every 
North Indian musician had either heard 
Sheshanna or of his fame as a Vainika. 

Varadachar 

Tiger Varadachar was invited by the South 
Indian Club, Nagpur. Vidwan Subbramani Iyer 
came as his accompanist on the Violin. 1 do 
not remember the mridangam player's name. 
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We had to prepare handbills and canvas the 
sale of tickets. We asked Madura Subbramani 
Iyer whether Varadachar would take it amiss 
if we put him down as “Tiger Varadachar” in 
the handbills. Subbramani Iyer showed great 
surprise at the question and said “you must 
call him Tiger Varadachar. He will take it as 
an insult if you don’t.” 

In the handbills we put down his name as 
“Tiger Varadachar.” After the performance the 
local people assured us that they really saw a 
tiger. 

For that performance I had borrowed from 
Sri Dinkar Rao Patwardhan his tamboora 
which was considered to be the biggest in 
Central Provinces and Berar. The wires were 
thick and placed an inch apart. As no one else 
in the gathering could play this Tamboora I had 
to operate it for shruti for full four hours. 

Varadachar was not perfectly in shruti in 
the beginning. Madurai Subbramani Iyer was 
assuring me after every song that Tiger would 
come into tune. But he remained a fraction 
below the Shadja throughout. 

On the following day, in the evening, we 


went to see Tiger Varadachar. Madura 
Subbramani Iyer told us that tiger had gone to 
Maharaja Bagh to see his friend. Maharaja 
Bagh had a zoo in which tigers are kept. 
Actually he had gone to see the manager of the 
zoo who was a South Indian. He and Tiger 
Varadachar had something of interest to share. 

On the day of Tiger's departure to Madras I 
went to the Railway Station to give the 
musician a send - off. 

We entered the compartment and the 
musicians occupied their seats. As there was 
still some time left for the train to leave, some 
talk pertaining to music began. We all became 
so much engrossed in it that I did not notice 
that the train had not only moved but gained 
speed also. There was no go. I thought of getting 
down at Wardha. But as we approached 
Wardha the talk had grown more interesting 
and important. I borrowed money from a friend, 
wrote a letter to the Principal of the College of 
Agriculture to grant me three days' casual leave. 
I travelled with Tiger upto Madras and returned 
to Nagpur the following day. My friends 
chastised me for my madness for music 
but it is when I am music mad that I am most 
happy. 


13. Palladam Sanjiva Rao 

It was about the year 1930 (I am not sure of For Violin accompaniment he brought Madura 
the year) that the great flutist Palladam Subbramani Iyer who was then noted as an 
Sanjeeva Rao, the disciple of the famous accompanist in Madras. Doreraja Iyegnar, I 
Sharabha Sastry, was invited by the South think, was the mridangist. 

Indian Community of Nagpur to give a recital. Vigorous canvassing was done by all of us. 

We collected nearly Rs. 1,500, an amount 
considered fabulous in those days. We had 
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extracted donations from our friends telling 
them that Sanjiva Rao was avatar of Lord 
Krishna. My friend RD. Nair dumped about Rs. 
100 worth of tickets on his officer a Parsee 
gentleman and his friends who went in the front 
row. 

In those days for shruti all professionals used 
a ‘shruti box’ harmonium. It fell to my lot to do 
the job of keeping the shruti. So I had to sit on 
the dais just behind the flutist. 

After the first song, the front row people who 
were mostly Parsees began laughing. Vidwan 
Sanjiva Rao turned to me and asked in 
Kanarese “why are they laughing?” I replied 
that they were delighted and were appreciating 
his flute. In those days flute and violin were not 
common in Northern India. Sanjiva Rao was 
pleased with my explanation and became more 
vigorous. After the second song the Parsees 
made him a very courteous bow and left the 
hall. Sanjiva Rao asked me “How is it they 
have all left?” I told him that they had to leave 
abruptly as they had to attend a party at the 
Government House. But they had assured 
Mr. RD. Nair that they had enjoyed the two 
songs very much. 

The performance was a grand one. Next day 
RD. Nair met his officer Mr. Dastur and asked 
him how he and his friends had liked the 
performance. Mr. Dastur had the following to 
say. The flutist was blowing hard and could be 
heard very well. The violinist was very soft and 
perhaps the back benchers may not have heard 
the violin. The drummer was quite good. The 
best of the party was the one who played on 


the harmonium. The sound was pleasing and 
continuous. Mr. RD. Nair could not contain his 
laughter. He told Mr. Dastur “Sir, the person 
with the harmonium was doing nothing. He 
was merely keeping the shruti. It was our Subba 
Rao who was doing it.” Mr. Dastur said ‘Was 
it Subba Rao? Tell him that we all liked his 
harmonium.” 

As we all knew that on the day of the 
performance we would not be able to listen to 
the music but would be too busy receiving 
guests, we requested Vidwan Sanjiva Rao to 
entertain us for an hour or two the previous 
day. He put forward some excuse and 
promised to give us a special treat with his flute 
after the performance. Two days after the 
performance when we reminded him of his 
promise, he said “After a performance I keep 
the instrument before the God in the pooja 
room and worship the instrument till the next 
performance. Arrange for a second 
performance I shall play to your hearts 
content.” There was no question of a second 
performance. It was made clear to him. 

There was one Mr. Durga Shankar (brother 
of Chief Justice Sri Bhavani Shankar Niyogi) 
who was a great lover of music. Sanjiva Rao 
went to his house and admired his hall saying 
“What a fine hall! I felt like giving a 
performance here.” Mr. Durga Shankar took 
the hint. A subscription list came to us under 
his signature. About Rs. 200 was collected and 
the flute was taken out of the pooja room. 

Sanjiva Rao now wanted to try his luck in 
a different way. He called on Mr. Naidoo, 
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proprietor of the Buldi Picture House. He 
suggested to Naidoo that he would be glad to 
give a performance on a fifty-fifty basis. Naidoo 
was given to understand by Sanjiva Rao that 
the South Indians were all very eager to hear 
him again. Naidoo knew the fame of the flutist. 
So he cancelled the second show of an English 
picture and advertised Palladam’s flute recital 
from 9.30 PM. 

Myself, P.D. Nair, Lakshmana Iyer, 
Venkataram Panthulu (brother of Madura 
Subbramani Iyer) and N. Krishnaswamy 
Iyengar went to the theatre at 9 PM. as Mr. 
Naidoo was a great friend of ours. No one 
turned up. It began to rain. We told Naidoo 
that two performances of Palladam Sanjiva Rao 
had already been given and people may not 
come at all even in small numbers not to speak 
of flocking in large numbers. It was quickly 
announced that due to rain the flute recital was 
cancelled. Poor Naidoo instead of the fifty-fifty 
profit lost a complete show. 

Mr. Sanjiva Rao had told us in a very 
humble way that he had started a bank. But 
unfortunately after a few years we were very 
sorry to learn that the bank had burst. 

Vidwan Madurai Subbramani Iyer was not 
only a violinist. He used to sing excellently in a 
fine melodious voice. As he belonged to 
Tyagaraja Vamsha, his rendering of Tyagaraja 


kritis were charming. We wanted to hear him 
sing these to the accompaniment of only a 
Tamboora. We met one afternoon at 
Mr. Pannikars bungalow. He was an Assisant 
Accountant General. He had invited Sanjeeva 
Rao also. The mridangist had left for 
Madras. 

After tea Madurai Subbramani Iyer started 
singing. Sri Sanjiva Rao asked Pannikar if he 
had a violin. Mr. Pannikar said he had a violin 
but Mr. Subbramani Iyer’s voice did not require 
any accompaniment. Mr. Sanjiva Rao insisted 
that he would accompany him on the violin. 
He said “you do not know that I began as a 
violinist but took to the flute later on.” 
Mr. Pannikar brought the violin. Mr. Palladam 
Sanjiva Rao began to accompany 
Subbramani Iyer. He had not perhaps handled 
a violin for years. Hence his playing was 
hopeless. But no one could ask him to stop. 
His accompaniment became an impediment. 
Madurai Subbramani Iyer could not sing as well 
as he wanted to. 

It is true that Sanjiva Rao began with the 
violin but switched over to the flute. Vidwan 
Govindaswamy began with the flute but 
switched over to the violin. To those who have 
heard Sanjiva Rao at his best the modern trend 
or technique has no appeal. The few records 
like Giripainela in Sahana that are still with us 
bring out clearly the bhava, the smoothness and 
the flashy nature of his playing. 


14. Shree Krishna Ratan Jankar 

I had heard of Shree Krishna Ratan Jankar as a great disciple of Pandit Vishnu Narayan 

Bhatkhande. He came to Nagpur in 1930 or 
31 to give a recital. He was against the 
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harmonium not only in lectures and writings 
but also as his accompaniment in concerts. 
There are equally great Hindustani musicians 
who condemn the harmonium in their speeches 
and writings but prefer the harmonium to any 
other instrument for their accompaniment in 
concerts. 

In those days there were only two Violinists 
in Nagpur. Myself and my friend and relative 
Sri R.S. Krishnamurthy. Both of us knew 
Karnatic music. Krishnamurthy played a few 
Maharashtra stage songs very well but had not 
studied classical Hindustani Sangeet. 1 had the 
advantage of having studied classical 
Hindustani Sangeet and hence for 
accompanying classical musicians I used to be 
invited. 

I was away at Betul in charge of a batch of 
students of the College of Agriculture who were 
on study tour. The tour was almost complete 
when I received a telegram from one of my 
friends at Nagpur that my violin 
accompaniment for Ratan Jankar’s 
performance was needed on the following day. 
I left the students in charge of the other lecturers 
and took the next train to Nagpur. 

Prof. Ratan Jankar was very much 
impressed by the ease with which I 
accompanied him. 

After the performance Prof. Ratan Jankar 
asked me if I knew the Karnataka Varnam 
“Vanajakshi” in Kalyani set to Adi Tala. I said 
yes. He had already tried to introduce Varnam 
singing in Hindustani music. With this purpose 
he had Sanskritised the Telugu text retaining 


the Euttugade and Chitte swarams of the 
original. 

Mrs. Sumati Mutatkar, disciple of Prof. 
Ratan Jankar was also present. She had, with 
the help of a Karnataka musician at Lucknow, 
learnt singing the Sanskritised version of this 
varnam in the correct South Indian style. Mrs. 
Sumati Mutatkar and I sang the varnam 
together, she the Sanskritised version and I the 
Telugu original. It was a great surprise to the 
audience to find that we sang together as if we 
had practised the piece together for a year. 

The importance of Varnams in Karnatak 
Abhyasa gana for both vocalists and 
instrumentalists was explained. I then played 
the varnam on the violin and Smt. Sumati 
Mutatkar sang it. The exactness could impress 
the listeners greatly. 

I have had the pleasure of accompanying 
Prof. Ratan Jankar on the Violin a number of 
times at Nagpur and Jabalpur. 

Prof. Ratan Jankar has published a book 
containing varnams. These are prescribed for 
the Sangeet Visharad Examination of 
Bhatkhande University. I cannot say that they 
are learnt by many or rendered properly. 

When I went to Jabalpur in 1959 I taught 
some students of the Bhatkhande College of 
music a few varnams. 

Prof. Ratan Jankar’s important contribution 
to the literature of Hindustani Sangeet is his 
Abhinava Raga Manjari which contains (with 
notation) his own compositions. 

He had associated himself with two journals 
which were called Sangeetha (Not sangeet) 
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and Lakshya Sangeet, both of which were 
unfortunately, short - lived. 

One evening Prof. Ratan Jankar got out of 
a car which stopped in front of my residence 
in Ambajheri Extension in Nagpur. He had 
been honoured with a “Padmabhushana” a few 
days earlier. I congratulated him heartily on the 
honour conferred on him which he so richly 
deserved. 

He asked me if I had received any letter from 
Rev. Bright from some hill-station in South 
India (Pashumalai) regarding ragas. I said I had 
not. He then explained to me that one Rev. 
Bright was interested in the study of a hundred 
ragas of the North and South with their 
equivalents etc., as in my Raganidhi. He had 
sent the lists to Ratan Jankar and Prof. 
Sambamoorthy. Prof. Ratan Jankar gave the 
required information regarding the Hindustani 
ragas only. Prof. Sambamoorthy had dealt only 
with the Karantic ragas. Prof. Ratan Jankar 
had suggested to Rev. Bright that he should write 
to me regarding the equivalent ragas etc. As all 
the correspondence had been through a third 
party, a Mission at Lucknow, it was quite likely 
that I was not approached. By that time Vol. I 
of Raganidhi had been published. 


Prof. Ratan Jankar and 1 used to meet at 
Delhi in connection with the AIR Central 
Advisory Board meetings and as members of 
the panel of judges for final Competitions in 
Hindustani music. 

Although I played Violin and Vichitra Veena 
I was one of the few persons who championed 
the cause of the harmonium, clarionet, and 
guitar, in the Central Advisory Board. The 
harmonium could not be reinstated, but the 
“dismissal” of the clarionet and the guitar was 
averted. 

On the occasion of the opening ceremony 
of the Madras Music Academy’s auditorium, 
Shree Krishna Ratan Jankar had sent his best 
wishes in the form of a composition in Sanskrit 
set to notation in the raga Abhogi and in 
Rupaka tala. I was requested by Dr. V. 
Raghavan to decipher the notation and sing 
the composition on the last day of the Experts 
Committee's meeting. It was well received. 

On the January, 1, 1967, on the day of the 
Sadas of the 40th Music Conference of the 
Music Academy, when a special certificate of 
merit was given to me by the Music Academy 
Prof. Ratan Jankar spoke of our acquaintance 
extending for over twentyfive years and referred 
to my having accompanied him on the 
Violin. 


15. Vishnu Digambar Paluskar 


I first heard Vishnu Digambar Paluskar at 
Bombay at the Maha Gandharva Vidyalaya 
founded by him in Sandhurst Road. The institution 
had made a great name for itself. In 1915 along 


with my brother I attended a concert given by the 
students of the Maha Gandharva Vidyalalya. There 
were boys and girls. On that day there were three 
Maharajas and Yuvarajas present to listen to the 
Concert. One of them was the Yurvaraja of 
Mysore, brother of H.H. Sri Krishnaraja Wodeyar. 
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The boys were all in uniform consisting of a 
yellow turban, white shirt and white pants or 
shorts. Pandit Vishnu Digambar also wore a 
turban of the same colour, a white Coat and 
Dhoti. Everything was done in a prompt and 
orderly way. Music, both vocal and 
instrumental, was very good. 

I also listened to Panditji's Pravachan on 
musical recital of Tulsi Das Ramayana. It was 
enchanting. How I wish there were such 
Pravachans and Harikathas by noted 
musicians today! They would be very helpful 
in inculcating finer qualities among the younger 
generation. 

In 1920 the National Congress was held in 
Nagpur in the Craddock Park. For the Congress 
delegates, huts were erected by the side of the 
railway line. This locality is now called the 
Congress Nagar. Pandit Vishnu Digambar 
Paluskar was expected to attend the session 
and sing the Vandemataram. He arrived a 
couple of days before the opening and stayed 
in one of the huts. As one interested in listening 
to his music I used to stand near the hut in the 
evenings. He practised nothing but singing 
clearly the notes of the mandra saptak (Kharaj). 
This kharaj practice was the secret of his 
magnificently rich voice. 


The Vandemataram which he sang in the 
Congress pandal was clearly heard by the 
people outside. Of course there were no 
microphones in those days. 

It was a great pity that the Gandharva Maha 
Vidyalaya at Bombay fell on evil days and 
Pandit Vishnu Digambar Paluskar retired and 
went to Nasik. It is however encouraging to 
note that the branches of the Gandharva 
Mahavidyalaya at Poona, Kanpur, Delhi etc., 
are running well to perpetuate the memory of 
Vishnu Digambar Paluskar who did so much 
to popularize classical Hindustani music 
among the educated masses. 

Vishnu Digambar Paluskar’s son proved a 
worthy son (D.V. Paluskar). It was a calamity 
to the music world that he was snatched away 
from our midst when he was barely thirty. 

Among his disciples Prof. Narayan Rao 
Vyas, Pandit Vinayakrao Patwardhan, Pandit 
Onkarnath Thakur and the late Pandit 
Vamanrao Padhye are well known and enjoy 
all India fame. Through the efforts of these noted 
musicians and their disciples Vishnu Digambar 
School torch is kept burning. 


16. A guest 


I was the warden of the Agricultural College 
Hostel, Nagpur for ten years-1930 to 1940. The 
hostel is only a hundred yards from the College. 

Of the three rooms in the quarters one room 


used to be frequently occupied by the musician 
guests, both Hindustani and Karnataka. 
Newcomers would go to the South Indian Hotel 
and other hotels and make enquiries regarding 
persons interested in music. They would at once 
be directed to my place. On their arrival the 
Chowkedar of the Hostel, good old Ramsingh 



MUSINGS OF A MUSICIAN 


39 


would come and stand near the window of the 
classroom in which I would be lecturing. His 
presence meant, in majority of cases that some 
musician had arrived and that my presence 
was needed at home after the lecture was over. 
The hostel quarters had heard the 
complimentary name of “hospitable quarters” 
on that account. Good old days of plenty. It 
was not a burden but a great pleasure. 

I was transferred to Hoshangabad in 1940 
as Additional Assistant Director of Agriculture. 
I left behind all my belongings to be sent later 
in a truck. Messers K.S. Iyer and 
M. Ramaswamy very kindly packed them all 
and sent them. But the musical instruments? I 
had to take them with me by train- Tamboora, 
Veena, Gottuvadya, Violins, Harmoniums and 
Tablas. You can imagine how people looked at 
this paraphernalia of mine. When I reached 
Hoshangabad in the evening there was a 
procession of these musical instruments to the 
newly arrived Khetiwala Saheb's (Agricultural 
Officer's) house. Many people had already 
heard about my musical activities from my 
predecessor, Sri Maniram Singh Barkar who 
had retired. I was posted to fill that vacancy. 

As I had to tour more than twenty days in a 
month, there was no possibility of musicians 
coming to me, particularly South Indian 
musicians, as Hoshangabad was a small place 
and there were only two or three South Indian 
families. But one guest there was, quite an 
interesting one. How it came about is like this. 

I was to leave Khandwa for Burhanpur. My 


luggage was sent to the Railway station with 
my servant. As the Railway station is within a 
stone's throw from the rest house, I was relaxing 
in the verandah so that I may, after learning if 
the train was running on time or not, could go 
to the station. In those days trains were not 
running according to schedule. They were 
several hours late sometimes. Information was 
received that the train was running late. 

I had neither a novel nor a newspaper to 
read. So I was watching the newly recruited 
youths for the police constabulary getting their 
first lessons without uniform and not being able 
to mark time. The Police Parade Ground was 
right opposite to the rest house. 

1 noticed that one who looked like a 
musician was going along the road. He had a 
big turban and a long coat. He wore an achkan. 
He also carried a big tamboora. I asked the 
Khansama to call the musician. 

The musician said he was going to the 
Deputy Commissioner's bungalow to meet the 
Deputy Commissioner who was a great lover 
of music. The Khansama told the Ustad “This 
Saheb is also a great musician himself.” The 
musician then volunteered to sing. He sang a 
song in Todi. It was good. It was getting time 
for me to leave for the station. The train was 
already steaming in. 

I handed my visiting card to the Ustad and 
asked him to meet me at Hoshangabad after a 
month. 

I returned to Hoshangabad, my 
headquarters, after a fortnight. When I reached 
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home my wife was in rage and reproached me 
for having sent a guest who was a musician. I 
asked her who the guest was. She said it was 
the musician I had sent from Khandwa. He 
arrived three days after you left for Khandwa 
and said “Saheb has asked me to stay in his 
house till he returned. He produced your visiting 
card.” My wife did not know what to do. She 
could not entertain a guest at home during my 
absence. She sent for my clerk Mr. Bhirsule and 
office peon Chunnilal and asked them to 
arrange for his stay in the office building. There 
were a number of unused lumber rooms. My 
wife took care to see that he was supplied with 


17. Lai 

The Saturday meeting of the Manhar 
Gayana Samaj, Nagpur had ended at 9 RM. 
and the members were about to disperse when 
Dr. Phanshikar walked in with two persons who 
by their turbans and long coats appeared to be 
musicians. Dr. Phanshikar introduced them as 
Lai Khan of the Bhuj State Durbar and his 
brother (I forget his name) a Tabla player in 
the service of the Gwalior Durbar. 

Dr. Phanshikar requested the members of 
the Samaj to listen to Ustad Lai Khan and his 
brother for half an hour. My friend Sri M.V. 
Athawle the great painter of Nagpur was also 
an excellent Vocalist and harmonium player. 
He was requested to accompany Lai Khan on 


tea, good food and tiffin. The musician however 
thought that he was a great man and would 
find fault with the preparations etc. My wife 
got disgusted. All our friends in Hoshangabad 
came to know about my guest who was 
parading in the streets of Hoshangabad as Rao 
Saheb's guest. 

As soon as I heard from my wife that the 
musician had taken advantage of my Visiting 
Card and arrived a fortnight ago and put my 
wife to a lot of trouble, I sent word with my 
servant that he should quit immediately and 
that I did not want to meet him. He made his 
exit immediately. I went to the Club in the 

evening. All my friends began to make anxious 
enquiries as to how my honoured guest was 
doing! It was a big joke for some time. 

Khan 

the harmonium. As I had already kept my violin 
in the box and locked it I was not keen on taking 
it out again. I had played for three hours 
already. Mr. Athawle somehow felt that I should 
also be requested to play and asked Lai Khan 
if he would like a violin accompaniment also. 
Prof. Lai Khan very curtly said, “No, No, I want 
only harmonium, I do not want a violin 
accompaniment.” Everyone was surprised but 
I did not mind it at all. Lai Khan had a beautiful 
voice and sang very well. He could sing only 
one song as the members were eager to 
disperse. His brother played well on Tabla. 

Next day, although it was not a Samaj day, 
we had met to listen to Sri Ranade (I forget his 
full name) of Akola. He had a beautiful high 
pitched voice. His sruti was white fourth, a very 
good sruti for a violinist as he can create a good 
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impression. He sang for a couple of hours. His 
last song was in raga Bahar. When he was half 
way through this piece we were surprised to 
see Ustad Lai Khan and his brother coming in. 
They came and quietly sat in front of me and 
grew very much interested in my violin also. 

Pandit Ranade concluded his recital and 
requested Prof. Lai Khan to sing one song for 
his benefit. Lai Khan readily agreed and took 
Ranade’s place. Meanwhile I had put my Violin 
back into the box and was about to go and sit 
near the pillar for support, when Ustad Lai Khan 
with folded hands to all said. “Gentlemen, you 
might have been surprised yesterday when I 
did not want a violin accompaniment. Just a 
week ago I gave a performance at Jhansi. One 
gentleman volunteered to accompany me on 
the violin. He played so badly that my 
performance was a failure. So I was afraid of 
a violin. Yesterday I had not heard Rao Saheb's 
Violin. Today I have heard him. I apologise for 
my yesterday's remarks. Today I will not sing 
without his violin accompaniment.” I was also 
eager to accompany a musician like Lai Khan. 
That night we went on till midnight. 

We arranged a number of concerts for Lai 


18. D.V. 

Sri D.V. Paluskar, worthy son of the great 
Pandit Vishnu Digambar Paluskar had come 
to Jabalpur in 1946. He gave a Vocal recital. 


Khan. He would not like to sing without 
Athawle's harmonium and my Violin. We had 
almost formed a sort of combination. His music 
was arranged in one landlord's house. Athawle 
and myself were unwilling to accompany him 
at such places. A local Sarangi player was 
engaged by the landlord. Lai Khan complained 
the following day that the Sarangi player was 
as bad as the violinist at Jhansi. 

During our talks I was glad to learn that my 
friend, the celebrated Western Indian Tennis 
champion U.D. Ranga Rao was Private 
Secretary to the Nawab of Bhuj State. 1 knew 
U.D. Ranga Rao was interested in music. I was 
glad to learn that he had received lessons in 
Hindustani music from Lai Khan. 

Lai Khan was a very sociable fellow. He did 
not care for money. He wanted appreciation. 
He knew many Maharashtra Stage songs and 
rendered them very attractively. 

When I came to Mysore in 1959, I was told 
that U.D. Ranga Rao was in Mysore with one leg 
amputated. How pathetic that a tennis star had 
to be pushed from place to place in a wheel chair. 
He used to attend music performances all the 
same. We used to talk about Lai Khan. 
Oncewhen I had gone to Delhi for the Central 
Advisory Board meeting, my friend U.D. Ranga 
Rao expired. I also learnt that Lai Khan was no 
more. 

Paluskar 

I accompanied him on the Violin. No 
harmonium was used as a good harmonium 
player was not available. He was very much 
pleased with my Violin accompaniment, and 
we hoped to meet often after my retirement. 
Unfortunately, I did not have the pleasure of 
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meeting him at all due to his untimely demise. 

I had taken D.V. Paluskar in my car to the 
Marble Rocks. On the return journey the car 
broke down. Many cars passed that way but 
no one gave us a lift to Jabalpur although my 
driver was there to take care of the car till a 
mechanic from Jabalpur could be sent to repair 
it. However, when I saw a jeep going towards 
Jabalpur I stood in the middle of the road. The 
occupant was a military officer, an European. 
He stopped the jeep. I explained to him that 
my friend was to give a music recital at 9 RM. 
and that it was very urgent that we should reach 
Jabalpur in an hour's time. He very kindly 
agreed to reach us there. Not only that he asked 
my driver to tie my car to his jeep with a long 
thick rope which we had with us as I kept one 
for such emergencies during my tours. He left 
us at my place and my car at the Ford Company 
for repairs. I can never forget this gentleman's 
kindness. 

The following morning I went to the Railway 
Station on my bicycle to see Sri D.V. Paluskar 
board the train for Bombay. While returning 
from the Station the front wheel of my bicycle 
gave way and I landed on my head and was 
stunned. Some people lifted me and took me to 
their house. 


I recovered consciousness after ten or fifteen 
minutes. They took me home in a tonga. As 
a lot of dust had entered my eyes Dr. R.P. 
Chari, Civil Surgeon, who came to see me said 
that it was not possible then that my eyes 
were not damaged. I spent a restless night 
more due to anxiety regarding my eyes than 
the injuries. My palms were severely abraded 
and my wrists swollen. In the morning after 
my eyes were cleaned, Dr. Chari asked me if I 
could see the light. I said yes, he then assured 
me that my eyes were safe. I was moved to the 
hospital for ten days for treatment. A 
permanent disability caused by this accident 
is that my wrists are weak. Therefore, I cannot 
play the Violin or the Vichitra Veena fast. That 
does not matter. 1 am happy that I can play 
and enjoy my leisure hours. When the All India 
Radio Station at Nagpur was started I was 
requested by the Station Director to give Violin 
recitals. As quick and jerky bowing 
continuously is necessary while playing 
Hindustani music on the Violin, I decided to 
give Vichitra Veena recitals as the right hand 
which was more damaged would pain less 
while playing this instrument than violin. 


19. G.N. Joshi 


I know Sri G.N. Joshi, B.A., L.L.B., since 
he was a student of the Morris College, Nagpur. 
I have had the pleasure of accompanying him 
on the Violin many number of times. He plays 
the harmonium himself when he sings. He has 
an excellent Voice. 


He was the inventor of Bhavageet singing 
in Maharashtra. His gramophone records sold 
like hot cakes and in one year His Master's 
Voice Company rewarded him with a 
gramophone as his individual records had the 
largest sale that year. 

After his musical tour in Africa when he 



MUSINGS OF A MUSICIAN 


43 


came to Nagpur he had a number of 
programmes. People were very eager to meet 
the Africa returned G.N.Joshi. There were no 
microphones and still people were able to hear 
his voice and the strings. Joshi was staying with 
me. Streams of people coming to meet him 
and streams of coffee and tea to please them. 
Good old days. It was all a pleasure. 

In one performance somehow his voice 
began to get hoarse. I was accompanying him 
on the violin. He suggested that I should sing 
with him, doing some alaps, tans, etc. He knew 
I could sing well. People liked it. They said it 
helped G.N. as Joshi was popularly called. A 
few days later there was a Concert in the City 
College maidan. After an hour someone sent 
a chit to G.N. Joshi suggesting that the person 
who sang with you the other day may “Kindly 
be asked to sing.” Unfortunately my voice was 
hoarse that day and I continued on the Violin. 
It was some satisfaction for me that my voice 
was also liked by the public. 

The same day an incident happened. Our 
common loveable friend S. Ramaratnam, who 
was our indispensable companion during these 
performances was complaining of a headache 
and did not want to accompany us. G.N. Joshi 
said that he would not give a performance 
unless Ramaratnam came. He was sitting just 
behind G.N. with his Jubba spread invitingly 
on the ground. After the performance 
Ramaratnam thrust his hands into the pocket 
of his jubba to take out cigarettes. Cigarettes, 
match box and fifty rupees had all disappeared. 


It was very easy for the culprit to relieve 
Ramaratnam of these things. We all felt very 
sad. We wanted to get into the conveyance 
which was waiting outside. We began to step 
into our shoes. Our friend Ramaratnam found 
that his pair of shoes which were quite new 
had also been stolen. Joshi wanted to make 
good the losses. But Ramaratnam would not 
agree. 

Later G.N. and his wife were on their way 
to Bangalore. At Madras they went to a picture 
house. When G.N. put his hand into his coat 
pocket he found that his purse had been picked. 
He was without money for anything. 
Fortunately a Maharashtrian gentleman was 
passing that way. Every Maharashtrian from 
Kashmere to Cape Camorin had heard of G.N. 
Joshi. He very readily lent G.N. some money. 

When G.N. met us next time he said, 
“Ramaratnam paid Nagpur and I have paid 
Madras.” 

How ephemeral or of passing interest are 
these gramophone records! Nobody now cares 
to play G.N. Joshi's records although for a 
couple of years his records were heard 
everywhere. That applies to records of many 
other musicians also. 

G.N.Joshi published a book “Majhi Gane” 
(My Songs) in Marathi with notation. The fate 
of this book was also like the fate of many other 
publications of this kind. Who will learn these 
songs now? Although this is depressing, I do 
think that all those who have composed songs 
should publish them. Songs may come to 
lifeby rotation. So books must be there properly 
preserved in at least all libraries containing 
books on music. 
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20. J. L. Ranade 


It was about the year 1932 that Sri J.L. 
Ranade a classical cum light music singer came 
to Nagpur to give a performance in the Law 
College, on the occasion of its Social Gathering. 
He was working for the Railways at Ahamad- 
Nagar. He was about thirty five. He used to 
accompany himself on the harmonium. The 
Principal of the Law College who was known 
to me requested me to accompany him on the 
Violin. 

The Law College students were noted for 
hooting down the musicians. Many a musician 
had left the hall in disgust. 1 remember they 
had tried to do the same with Sri Mallikarjun 
Mansur also. But he did not care. I was 
accompanying Mallikarjun Mansur also on the 
Violin along with my friend Sri M. V. Athawle 
on the harmonium. 

With the catcalls, cooing and jeering that 
started with the first song J.L. Ranade began 
to grow nervous. He had distributed printed 
copies of the full texts of the songs he was going 
to sing along with his photograph. It was quite 
an attractive booklet. After the third song the 
disturbance became so great that he felt like 
stopping his programme, foregoing his 
remuneration and quit the Hall. There was an 
appeal from the Principal to the students to 
behave properly but it was of no avail. Some 
of the students suggested that I should play solo. 
I replied, “Today it is not my funeral.” There was 
laughter. I requested the Principal to 


announce that the performance was over. 
All the rowdy elements considered 
themselves victorious and left the Hall 
clapping and shouting. 

I then suggested to Ranade that he should 
not feel nervous as this was usual in Nagpur. 
We took tea and then resumed the programme 
with Durbari Kanada. Those who stayed on 
were all very interested. There was perfect 
silence. The rest of the performance was a great 
success. Later Mr. J.L. Ranade told me “ Mr. 
Rao, I do not know what 1 would have done 
today without your encouraging presence.” 

A couple of years later he came to Nagpur 
at the invitation of the Model High School of 
which my friend Sri Padhye was Head Master 
and Sri Sabharatnam a lecturer. It was about 
11 PM. when I heard someone calling me. It 
was Sri Sabharatnam. I was surprised and 
anxious. He explained to me that “one J.L. 
Ranade had come to give a music recital in 
their High School. He wants you to 
accompany him on the Violin. He will not 
begin till I go back to him with your reply.” I 
accompanied Ranade on the Violin. Next day 
during the prize distribution I was surprised to 
receive a cup from Justice Puranik for my “able 
Violin accompaniment.” 

The following year the Morris College was 
celebrating its Golden Jubilee and had 
requested J.L. Ranade to sing. Ranade sent a 
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telegram to the Principal of the Morris College 
which read “Accepting invitation if Prof. Subba 
Rao will accompany Violin.” 

Prof. Sen Gupta sent one of his staff Prof. 
Guha to contact me. Guha and I were football 
players. He came to me with Ranade’s 
telegram. I agreed to accompany him on the 
Violin. On the night of the performance, by 
the time I was picked up from my house the 


21. Gururao 

Gururao Deshponde sang in the University 
Hall, Nagpur. I was invited to listen to his music. 
During the tea interval I was introduced to him. 
To our delight we discovered that we were both 
Kannadigas. He was told by our friend 
Athawle M.V. that I knew both Hindustani and 
Karnatic systems of music and that I played 
the Violin. The reason for my not having 
accompanied him that day on my Violin was 
that it was under repairs. He said he also knew 
Karnatic music and would like to sing Karnatic 
music at my place. We fixed an engagement 
two days later. I went to my Violin 
repairer next morning and was glad to find that 
it was ready. I got the strings of my Violin 
replaced. 

Gururao Deshponde was staying 
with an advocate who was treasurer of the 
Nagpur 


programme had already started. A young 
Violinist was accompanying Ranade. So 1 
wanted to excuse myself. But Ranade said 
“Rao Saheb, you must play. I have brought 
this boy to receive blessings from you.” There 
were two Violins. Ranade sang very well and 
the Violinist Jog played excellently. Sri Jog is 
now in the service of the All India Radio and 
he is one of the best Violinists in Northern 
India. There are two Violinists having the name 
Jog. This is the Junior Jog. 

I have not met J.L. Ranade since. 

Deshponde 

University. He came to my house at 9 A.M. 
along with the younger people of the family of 
the host. By Karnatic music others had thought 
that what we knew may be some hybrid music. 
That is all. He was confident that he knew 
pure Karnatic music and so did I think of my 
own attainments. 

The tamboora and the Violin were tuned. 
Deshponde's friends asked us “What about 
Tabla?” Deshponde told them “Tabla is not 
indispensable when we sing Karnatic Sangeet.” 
Deshponde told them that he would sing only 
Karnatic music that day. I was glad. 

He sang Hamsadhwani, Kalyani, Todi, 
Madhyamavati etc. He could not remember 
the texts of the Kritis fully as he had not sung 
them for several years. His alapanas, nervals, 
and swaram singing were completely Karnatic. 
Friends of Sri Deshponde were surprised that 
he knew Karnatic music so well. They were 
very pleased with our combination of Vocal 
and Violin. Deshponde revealed that he first 
learnt Karnatic music in Bangalore, but 
switched over to Hindustani later. 
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22. Krishna Sastry 


Sri Durga Shankar Niyogi of Dhantoli, 
Nagpur was a patron of musicians of both the 
North and the South. It was in 1923. He sent 
round a subscription list and also handbills 
inviting us to a Violin concert by Vidwan 
Krishna Sastry of Bombay, a disciple of the 
famous Violinist Tayappa of Bangalore. The 
performance was arranged in the South Indian 
School building. The gathering consisted 
mostly of South Indians as the shishya’s and 
guru’s names promised only Karnatic music. 

To our surprise Sastry began his Violin 
recital in pucca Hindustani style. He rendered 
it very well. It was creditable that he had 
mastered Hindustani music on the Violin. He 
was one of the two or three violinists of Bombay 
who were well - known. He behaved also like 
a Maharashtra musician. After every song he 
and his tabalji enjoyed smoking a bidi as was 
the custom in those days. 

As the audience was a mixed one of North 
and South, we thought he would treat us to 
Karnatic music after playing Hindustani for 
sometime. I went to him after the fourth bidi 
-rather after the fourth song- and reminded 
him 


that most of the audience consisted of South 
Indians and that they were very eager to hear 
from him what he had learnt from his guru 
Vidwan Tayappa. I told him that I knew 
Vidwan Tayappa well. Sastry was sorry to tell 
me that it was several years since he had 
played Karnatic music as he had switched over 
to Hindustani music. I suggested that he need 
not play Kritis. Even ragams would do. He 
consented. 

He played Kharaharapriya ragam and 
tanam and also the kriti “Rama Nee 
Samanamevaru.” How grand it was! He 
played ragas Todi, Anandabhairavi etc. We 
were all satisfied that he was not a bogus 
Shishya of Tayappa but a worthy disciple who 
was forced by circumstances to turn to good 
use his knowledge of Karnatic Violin and enrich 
Hindustani music. 

Karnatic musicians can learn Hindustani 
music very well if they only apply themselves to 
the task. They need not be diffident that their 
Hindustani music will not be “pucca” and their 
Karnatic music may get affected. No such fear 
need exist. You can render both with perfect 
purity. 


23. Dewan Bahadur Varadachar. R. 


It was in the year 1939. I wanted to board 
the Grand Trunk Express at Nagpur to 
Hoshangabad. I entered a Second Class 
compartment. There were three or four 
people there. One of them said there was 
no room and that I should go to some 
other 


compartment. I told him that I would search 
for accommodation in some other 
compartment but in the event of my failure to 
find one I would have to travel with them. As I 
was getting down at Hoshangabad before dusk 
they would not be inconvenienced. I could not 
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succeed in securing accommodation in any 
other compartment. 

I got my things in, mostly musical 
instruments veena, gottuvadyam, tamboora, 
tabla, harmonium and violin. There were many 
friends at the Railway Station to bid me 
farewell as I was transferred to Hoshangabad 
after having served in the College at Nagpur 
from 1920 to 1939. The musical instruments 
which I took with me served as an index of my 
popularity and my propensities. 

The train moved. I began to arrange my 
things. When thus engaged I began to whistle 
something as I was wont to do. After a little 
while perhaps responding to the tune, the 
gentleman who appeared to be a respectable 
Iyengar, suddenly asked me “What part of India 
do you belong to?” I said I belonged to Mysore 
but was in the Agricultural Service in C.P and 
Berar. He said, “That is why I asked you. You 
whistled something Karnatic and suddenly 
switched over to something outlandish” 
(referring to the Hindustani raga). That was 
the beginning of a talk. Sri Varadachar was 
also interested in music. As I always do I took 
the opportunity of explaining several things 
pertaining to Karnatic and Hindustani systems 
of music. I sang some of my compositions. As 
there was plenty of time from 9 A.M. till 6 RM. 

I did things leisurely and to my complete 
satisfaction. There was a Punjabi who also 
became interested in our conversation. He 
peered over from his upper berth to listen 
to our talk. Mr. Varadachar particularly 
showed his appreciation of my Kriti 
“Madhava 


Madhusudana” in raga Hindola. At that time 
I had composed only twenty five pieces. 
He suggested that I should give 
some demonstrations in the Madras Music 
Academy. It was not till 1959 that I 
could attend conferences of the Madras 
Music Academy and participate in the 
discussions and demonstrations. 

We were nearing Hoshangabad when one 
of the other occupants of the compartment who 
had neither spoken a word with us nor showed 
any interest in music suddenly got up and said 
“Mr. Subba Rao, when you wanted to get into 
this compartment Mr. Varadachar did not want 
you to come in. But somehow you got in. From 
the time you entered the compartment you have 
been talking about music only. When are you 
going to stop it?” Mr. Varadachar quickly said 
“Hoshangabad is already in sight and Mr. 
Subba Rao has to get off there. So the talk will 
be over. God willing we hope to resume it when 
we meet again. I hope you will also be with 
us.” That gentleman was silent, but the Punjabi 
gentleman shouted “I would like to be there 
again. It has been such a treat.” 

I wanted to contact Mr. Varadachar later, 
but I was unable to trace him as I had forgotten 
to take down his address. 

In December 1965 I was attending the 
Music Conference at Madras. I was in the front 
row of the seats as a member of the Experts 
Committee to listen to the discussions and 
demonstrations in the morning. A gentleman 
came to me and said “Good morning, Mr. 
Subba Rao, I am Varadachar. You remember 
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you travelled from Nagpur to Hoshangabad Conferences regularly and participating fully in 
in our compartment and we talked a lot about the activities of the Music Academy”. What a 
music. I am glad to meet you here and I am glad great pleasure it was for me to meet Dewan 
to learn that you have been attending these Bahadur Varadachar! His daughter sang 

beautifully that morning a few Dikshitar's 
Kritis. 

24. Sawai Gandharwa* 


Sawai means 1 Vi. His admirers called him 
by this mathematical comparative compliment 
as if in their opinion he was superior to 
Balangadharwa, his renowned contemporary 
on the Maharashtra stage by 25%. Like 
Balagandharwa whose real name 
Rajahams, Sawai Gandharwa's name was 
Kundagolkar. 

Sawai Gandharwa was more a gawai than 
an actor. He knew Kannada fairly well and 
whenever he came to me he took great pleasure 
in talking to me in Kannada. 

One thing which used to cause laughter is 
that with his bald head and a round face he 
looked as if he was going to burst into tears 
when he sang. This applies to many musicians 
and they are better heard than seen. 


Sawai Gandharwa was a great musician. I 
have listened to only four or five concerts of 
his. One of them was held in the morning to 
give us an opportunity to listen to morning 
ragas like Bilawal, Bibhas etc. The renderings 
were superb. 

One night he was singing Mia Malhar. When 
he was exhibiting some Gamaka Tanas I felt 
as if my intestines were wriggling. I consulted 
my friend who was sitting next to me. He was 
a doctor. He said he was also feeling the same 
sensation. Some others also experienced this 
effect of the Gamaka Tanas of Mia Malhar. 

Once Sawai Gandharwa visited Nagpur 
when my friend Violin Vidwan Madurai 
Subbramani Iyer was also there. Sawai 
Gandharwa heard his violin and was full 
of praise for his mastery over the 
difficult instrument. 


25. Dilipchandra Vedi 


People in Bangalore used to speak very 
highly of this North Indian musician from 
Punjab. He had stayed in Bangalore for two 
or three years and had collected quite a 
number of admirers. He was an excellent 
harmonium 


player. He used to accompany Pandit 
Bhaskar Rao Bukle of Poona on the 
harmonium and had developed his vocal 
music also. 

I met him at Nagpur when he was invited by 
the Manhar Gayan Samaj to give a concert. 


* Ram Bhavu Kundagolkar 
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He stayed with my friend Sri M.V. Athawle, 
secretary of the Samaj. The performance was 
grand. For sometime he accompanied himself 
on the harmonium and there was something 
divine in his pressing two or three keys 
simultaneously. His Shanakra raga that day 
was excellent. 

The day after the Concert some of my 
friends met at Athawle's place and sang. I sang 
my raga Dwigandharabhushini which I had 
recently composed. When he listened to the 
Alapana Dilipchandra Vedi said “This is my 
raga Ratka Lalit.” I told him that I had not heard 
his raga at all. On comparing the two ragas it was 
found that his Ratka Lalit makes use of Prati 
Madhyama and only one variety of 

26. A Bhajan 

I was Additional Assistant Director, 
Hoshangabad Range in 1943. A scheme called 
Mixed Farming was to be started in all 
Provinces. This was a Central Government 
scheme. The object of this scheme was to prove 
to the agriculturists that maintaining milch 
cattle helped them. 

To me this experiment was like carrying coal 
to Newcastle. Every cultivator in India knows 
the value of having cows and buffaloes in 
addition to the bullocks necessary for traction. 
When diseases, famines, want of fodder and 
the necessity to sell them to raise money for 
marriages, litigations, etc., leave the cultivators 
short of even bullocks. To advise them to own 
cows and buffaloes would be like advising a 


Dhaivata. In my raga Dwigandharabhushini, 
Madhyama is not used at all and both Komal 
and Tivra Dhaivata are used. The discussion 
was very interesting and he liked my raga and 
the Kriti “Inta Tamasa Melara” (Telugu) in the 
same raga. 

When I published my book Raganidhi I 
wrote to Pandit Dilipchandra Vedi requesting 
him to give detailed information on his raga 
Ratka Lalit. He promised to send me the 
information. As I did not receive it even when 
the appendix was being printed in the last 
volume, I really felt sorry that Pandit Dilip- 
chandra Vedi's raga Ratka-Lalit could not be 
incorporated in my Raganidhi. 

does the trick 

starving beggar to eat well from his empty 
bowl. Schemes after schemes used to be 
forwarded to me as a matter of routine for 
immediate action and I used to take out 
copies of these and forward them to my 
assistants in all tahsils with similar instructions. 

I wrote to my Deputy Director that this 
scheme would not be enthusiastically received 
by the cultivators and I gave the reasons already 
stated. As I was the only EAD in the whole 
province who did not like to start the experiment 
in my range, my immediate superior officer, 
the Deputy Director of Agriculture was very 
much upset. His other EAD was very 
enthusiastic. My report was sent to the 
Director of Agriculture. But he did 
not send any comments. 
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As expected, with all my efforts I could not 
induce the cultivators to take up the scheme. 
The Deputy Director thought I was shirking the 
responsibility of starting the scheme. He himself 
planned to tour with me. He also arranged to 
take with us an agricultural assistant who 
belonged to the particular tahsil so that he may 
use his personal influence. We toured for nearly 
fifteen days but it was of no use. We were then 
halting at the rest house of Gadarwara, a tahsil 
headquarters and a railway station between 
Itarsi and Jubalpur. The agricultural assistant 
was sent back and the Deputy Director wanted 
to return to Jubalpur, highly disappointed, the 
next day. 

In the evening the Deputy Director took out 
the office files. I was very tired and wanted some 
rest and recreation. I said I would go to the 
town to meet a friend who was an advocate. 
The Deputy Director then changed his mind 
and said he would also like to meet my friend. 
We went to my friend Sri Shiva Satya 
Narayan’s house. He was very happy to meet 
us. He suggested that we should dine with him. 
We agreed. 

Shiva Satya Narayan was very fond of 
music. He had heard me sing at Hoshangabad 
on several occasions. He wished that his son 
and daughter should learn music. To have a 
good teacher for them he had taken the trouble 
of sending a young musician who was related 
to him to Bombay for an year for receiving 
training. This young musician who was totally 
blind had returned from Bombay only a week 


before. Shiva Satya Narayan was eager that I 
should listen to his music. It was quite good. 

I wanted to hear our friend's children sing. 
Although they had been trained by some other 
teacher, the progress was not satisfactory. The 
children did not have the talent. Just as good 
seeds and manure are both necessary for plants 
to grow, gift and training are both necessary 
for music. 

We had a fine dinner. After dinner Shiva 
Satya Narayan wished that I should sing a few 
Bhajans. I do not require much coaxing or 
make a fuss about my bad throat, tired 
condition etc. The blind musician accompanied 
me on the harmonium. I sang four or five 
Bhajans. 

Later when we were about to take leave of 
our host, he expressed the hope that we would 
give our company frequently at Gadarwara. I 
had something on my mind already. So I told 
him that perhaps we may not visit Gadarwara 
at all as there was nothing pertaining to 
agriculture which required our presence. I 
explained to him that the agriculturists in 
certain villages whom we wanted to cooperate 
with the Government of India scheme had 
showed their unwillingness. Shiva Satya 
Narayan wanted to know which particular 
village I was referring to. I mentioned the name 
of the village which was about six or seven 
miles from Gadarwara. I knew the cultivators 
of all the villages round about Gadarwara were 
his clients and he had a lot of influence. He asked 
us to postpone our departure from Gadarwara for 
a few days. 
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After two days at about 8 A.M. two horse- 
drawn-country vehicles with mattresses and 
pillows drew up in front of the rest house. A 
message was delivered to us by one of the 
drivers of the “Chakada” that the cultivators 
of the village (mentioned by me to Sri Shiva 
Satya Narayan) were eager to meet us. I was 
expecting this to happen and had already 
prepared the Deputy Director for such good 
news. 

We reached the village at 11 A.M. It was 
hot weather. The Chief Cultivator and others 
were waiting for us. We were conducted to his 
guest's hall and treated to quantities of lemon 
sharabat. As soon as we felt comfortable some 
one brought a harmonium and placed it before 
me. We had not come to entertain them with 
my music. I apologised to them for not being 
able to devote time to our music. We had to 
explain to them the details of the scheme which 
they were now ready to join. I said “I shall have 
plenty of opportunities to come and sing when the 
scheme starts. Now kindly listen to the 


Deputy Director of Agriculture who will tell 
you all about the scheme.” 

The Deputy Director explained to them the 
objects of the scheme. We had another large 
glass of sharabat. Somehow we came to know 
that there was plague in that village. So we 
managed to beat a hasty retreat. 

While we were returning my Deputy Director 
said, “So your Bhajans did the trick.” Owing 
to many other reasons the mixed farming 
scheme was not tried in the Hoshangabad 
range. 

Although the Director of Agriculture had not 
made any comments for a long time regarding 
the unsuitability of my range for the Scheme 
as reported by me, in a discussion that had 
taken place with the Deputy Directors, he had 
remarked that I was perhaps right and that it 
should be left for the EAD to decide. 

Other ranges in which the scheme was started 
by the EAD's came to grief and the Government 
lost some money. 


27. In company with Kabulis 


March 1920.1 was on my way to Bangalore 
from Amraoti for my wedding. With me was a 
relative, a stunted fellow who was a Clerk in 
PWD Amraoti and my guru, Pandit Khandkar. 

We were in a third class compartment. 
Leaving Mr. Iyer and Mr. Khandkar in charge 
of our luggage I went to buy tickets. There was 
some delay as the “Ticket Master” was not in 
his seat. When I returned I found that the 
whole 


compartment was filled from floor to roof with 
huge bundles of beddings and other 
paraphernalia which Kabulis who wander from 
place to place carry with them. Iyer began to 
grumble. There was only a girl of about twenty 
in the compartment. She said “Baba Kya bolta 
hai?” (Babu what do you say?) and caught hold of 
Iyer's wrists. Iyer who was grumbling felt his wrist 
crumbling. When I rushed to his 
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rescue and very politely requested her to 
relax the grip she said “turn accha hai, ye 
kharab hai” (you are good, this one is bad). 

In a railway journey generally friendship 
begins with a quarrel over accommodation 
when you want to enter and friendship after 
association when you want to depart. When 
you enter you feel like tearing each other in 
anger. When you leave you feel like shedding 
tears for each other. 

The brother of the Kabuli girl came into the 
compartment with some more beddings and 
the train started for Badnera junction. 

I began to talk with the Kabulis. I learnt that 
they were horse dealers chiefly. They also sold 
cutlery. They said there was not a village 
throughout the length and breadth of India 
which they had not seen. I was surprised, and 
to put them to test I asked them if they had 
seen Mysore and Bangalore. The girl said 
“What of Mysore and Bangalore which are big 
towns and which we see frequently. We know 
all the villages in that ‘Riasat’ (Native State). It 
is a beautiful country.” They mentioned villages 
like Basavapatna (my ancestral village), 
Ramanathpur etc. 


The young man said “Saheb, they were good 
old days. The villagers out of sheer fear (we 
did not do any harm) would give us hens, goats, 
eggs, milk etc. Even the Tahsildar could not 
command so much convenience. Nowadays 
no one cares for us. They are all educated and 
have no fear.” 

The outer signal was not down. The train 
had to stop near Badnera. The young man 
began to sing a Tumri in Hindustani raga 
Bhairavi. What! This Kabuli wanderer singing! 
And singing so well! I could not suppress my 
admiration for his voice, the sweetness and the 
appeal. I praised him. He replied “Saheb, I 
have been singing in the open air every night 
during the last eight days and my voice is 
hoarse. People used to come and listen.” 

How 1 wish I had known about this young 
Kabuli's music! I would have gone too, every 
night to listen to him. Although they were 
leading a nomadic life how happy they were 

and how happy music was with them! Goddess 
Saraswati perhaps prefers for her home 
adversity rather than opulent prosperity. 


28. Ustad Bade Gulam Ali Khan 

It was in 1954 in Calcutta. I had gone to talking it was announced that Khan Saheb 
Dwarkin Bros, for buying some strings for Bade Gulam Ali had come. Every one left every 
gottuvadyam and violins - four stringed and job and went to receive him. He walked in. 

seven stringed. The shop assistant was This Dwarkin Bros, is a shop which is very 

interested in stringed instruments, particularly long at right angles to the road but only a few 
Vichitra Veena or gottuvadyam. When we feet wide. I was introduced to the great 

were musician. We talked for some time about the 
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music of the North and the South. I knew 
that Bade Gulam Ali was very much 
appreciated in the South. It was even 
rumoured that he wanted to settle down in 
Madras. 

Khan Saheb Gulam Ali suddenly turned to 
the Dwarkin Bros. Assistant and told him “I 
want something to be urgently done and that 
is the tuning of the hand harmonium which I 
have brought with me. I am doing my recording 
tomorrow with His Master's Voice.” 


I asked the great singer politely “Khan 
Saheb, do you use the harmonium for your 
accompaniment?” 

He looked surprised and asked “Why not?” 

“I am asking because harmonium is 
tabooed by the All India Radio. ” 

He replied almost contemptuously, “Radio! 
Leave the radio alone. I use, not only one, but 
two harmoniums at the time of recording.” 

Here is something to ponder by those who 
condemn the harmonium. 


29. Onkarnath Thakur 


When I think of this great disciple of Vishnu 
Digambar Paluskar, his gramophone record 
“Mitava” in Neelambari begins to ring in my 
ear. Hindustani Neelambari is entirely different 
from Karnatic raga Neelambari. 

I have seen Onkarnath with two faces - one 
with the beard and the other without it. I do 
not know if some people grow the beard thinking 
that they look more respectable or venerable 
with it or the daily shave is a bother. His guru 
Pandit Vishnu Digambar decided to grow a 
beard and did not remove it. Pandit Onkarnath 
looked grand without the beard. You can judge 
this from a photograph taken at Madras while we 
were chatting in the open after my demonstration 
of the Kalyani Ragas of the 


North and the South, Vocally and on 
the instrument Chitravatl Veena. 

Thakur Saheb was full of appreciation for 
my attempts to bring together the two systems 
of Indian music. 

After my demonstration he enlightened the 
audience on Deepak Kalyan. 

He had invited me to go to Banaras to give 
a talk in the Banaras Hindu University Music 
Department. I was very sorry to learn later that 
he was bedridden. I pray God that Panditji 
may recover quickly. A grand personality with 
or without beard, grand voice with which he 
would roar if wanted with Gamak Tanas or 
make it as fine as a tamboora sruti itself. A 
great orator, he likes innovations. 


30. Nawab’s wife 


In 1942, I was Extra Assistant Director of 
Agriculture, Hoshangabad Range. I had halted 

in the rest house at Khandwa and used to 
inspect surrounding villages. One such village 
had a Vidya Mandir which I had to inspect. 


In those days there was what was called the 
Vidya Mandir Scheme. Briefly, the scheme was 
intended to get, as gift, from big land owners a 
sufficiently large area of land, the produce from 
which could support the teacher of an 
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elementary school. The teacher with the 
assistance of and under the supervision of the 
Agriculture Department had to take care of the 
plot. Students would be drawn from the 
surrounding villages. There would be a school 
building, a teacher's quarters and a shed for 
bullocks and implements. They were all kutcha 
and erected partly by public donation and partly 
at Government cost. The idea was a laudable 
one. It was conceived by late Pandit Ravi 
Shankar Shukla. The actual working was in 
most cases a failure. It was difficult to attract 
students from the villages and the teacher had 
no time to attend to both the duties - 
educational and agricultural. The Vidya 
Mandir did not succeed either as an 
educational institution or as a plot on which 
improved methods of agriculture could be 
demonstrated to the public. When I was about 
to retire there were very few of those Vidya 
Mandirs in a “good way.” 

After inspecting the Vidya Mandir I had to 
come to Bir Railway station to catch a train 
for Hoshangabad. I had instructed my servant 
Nermada Prasad to put my luggage in my 
compartment at Khandwa and meet me at Bir. 
He purchased for me at Khandwa the daily 
newspaper also. 

Nermada Prasad was a grand fellow and 
the envy of many officers. Tall, well - built, 
handsome, scrupulously clean. In his green 
livery with the shining brass office badge he 
was an impressive figure. 

In the compartment in which I had to 
travel from there, three were others, all 
Muslims, two 


men and a woman. They were all very 
much taken by my servant and expected his 
master too to be a grand person. The train 
was about to leave Khandwa but there was no 
sign of the Extra Assistant Director of 
Agriculture as the badge of the servant's livery 
and my name and designation in white on 
my long black trunk disclosed. They asked 
my servant, “Where is your Saheb?” He told 
them that I would join them at Bir. 

At Bir I got into the compartment and took 
my seat. I began to read my newspaper. I did 
not want to talk to the people in the 
compartment yet. The train gained speed. 
Looking towards the window I began to whistle 
some raga. I used to whistle very well and my 
whistling made for me many good friends as 
in the present instance. The lady got interested 
in my whistling. She seemed to be fond of 
music. I could overhear the lady tell one of the 
gentleman in Urdu, “The gentleman sings 
(whistles) very well. He must be knowing 
music. Please talk to him.” After a few minutes 
he came and sat by me and said “ Good 
morning Mr. Rao. ” I returned the courtesy and 
began to talk. They knew already who I was. 
He told me that he was Dr. Wali Muraj, Dentist, 
Bhopal. As my father was for three years Chief 
Conservator of Forests in Bhopal and I had also 
travelled throughout the State with him, the 
conversation became homely. The lady got 
interested and joined us in the conversation. 

She complimented me on my good whistling. 
She said that she was very much interested in 
music, but was prevented from learning music 
by the rules of the community 
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she belonged to. Not only that, her 
daughter now twelve or thirteen had a 
beautiful voice but the rules of the 
community prevented her too from learning 
music. 

She was interested in knowing all about our 
family and was very glad to learn that my wife 
shared my enthusiasm for music and that she 
could play, Veena, Harmonium and Tabla. 

She invited me to Bhopal with my wife. She 
said, “Mr. Rao, you should consider me as your 
sister, I shall give you all facilities to have your 
Brahmin cook, kitchen etc. But let us have 
music. I want my daughter to learn from you 
some classical music.” I promised to go to 
Bhopal. 

When Hoshangabad came and I was about 
to get off the train she told me, “ We have spent 
such a good time talking of music. When I go 
back to Bhopal, what of music, I cannot show 
my face. I must wear this Burki.” She picked 
up the Burki and threw it aside 
contemptuously. 

After some months there was a cattle show 
at Bhopal. I had to go there. There was no 
time for me to write to Dr. Wali Muraj about 
my intended visit. From the Bhopal Railway 
Station 1 went straight to the place where the 
cattle fair was being held. I had also to see Mr. 
Venkoba Rao who was Nawab of Bhopal's 
Private Secretary. After finishing all these I 
telephoned to Dr. Wali Muraj that I had arrived 
at Bhopal. He at once asked me “Why did you not 
come to us?” I said there was no time to think at 
all. I had put up with a friend of 


mine in the city. I made an appointment 
with him for the following morning at 9 to call 
at his place. 

I called on him the following morning at 9. He 
was waiting for me. I was very much impressed 
by the fashionable house, equipment and his dental 
clinic, which was up to date. We had tea. 

I remembered the lady who travelled with 
us. I told Dr. Wali Muraj that I would like to 
meet his wife. He said she would come in a 
minute. After a few minutes a door opened and 
a huge lady in European dress entered and 
said, “Good morning, I am sorry I could not 
receive you as I was bathing the children.” I 
stood up and wished her Good Morning. I 
expressed my great joy at being able to meet 
her. She said her husband Wali Muraj had 
already told her all about me. 

Surely this was not the lady whom I had 
met in the train and who had invited me to 
come to Bhopal. Then I began to explain to 
myself as polygamy was permissible among 
Muslims, Wali Muraj being a wealthy man may 
be having wives of different nationalities. I 
remember his telling me at the time of 
introducing her to me that she was a Russian. 
She stayed with us only for a few minutes and 
excused herself and went inside. I asked my 
friend Wali Muraj “Where is your wife whom I 
met the other day in the train and who was so 
much interested in music.” He replied “Oh! Mr. 
Rao I am sorry I did not introduce her to you 

in the train. She is not my wife. She is the 
wife of one of the Nawabs in Bhopal. I had 
accompanied her to Bombay for her dental 
treatment as I did not possess certain 
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equipments that were necessary. After 
meeting you in the train we have both started 
learning Sitar.” He pointed to a Sitar in a 
corner of the drawing room. 

Dr. Wali Muraj told me that he had telephoned 
to her that I had come to Bhopal. It was 
arranged by them that we should meet at the 
races that afternoon. I was told that 


according to the custom of the community 
she would talk to me only in burka on. 

As I had to return immediately to 
Hoshangabad I could not go to the races. I 
lost contact with them as I was transferred to 
Jabalpur. Later on I was told that they had 
gone away to Pakistan - the dentist and the 
Nawab's wife. 


31. Fair at Runavimochan 


It was in 1919. There is a village called 
Runavimochan about fifteen miles from 
Amraoti. It is situated on the banks of a small 
river. There is a temple and an eight day 
religious fair is held there every year. Drama 
companies, Circus troupes and other 
attractions all come there. Chakada races 
(bullocks - drawn light carts) are also held. Mr. 
Deshponde, an advocate of Amraoti, who was 
the president of the Co-operative Dairy at 
Amraoti to organize which I was deputed by 
the Central Provinces Agricultural Dept, took 
a lot of interest in these Chakada races. That 
year one of the wheels of a Chakada broke off, 
yet the Chakada was dragged with only one 
wheel to the winning post and won the first 
prize. Such accidents are said to be very 
common. 

During the fair, different departments of the 
Government arrange for lectures and 
demonstrations. A cattle show is held and 
prizes given for bullocks, cows and buffaloes. I 
was asked to go to the Runavimochan fair to 
help in the judging of cattle. 


I was very well acquainted with a Bhide 
family in Amraoti. One of the Bhide’s was a 
colleague of mine in the Agricultural College. 
They were agriculturists and owned lands near 
Amraoti. The Bhide brothers wanted that I 
should accompany them on their Chakada to 
Runavimochan. We had a pleasant journey 
and reached Runavimochan by about 6 RM. 

The Revenue Department used to arrange 
for tents, meals, tea and tiffin in plenty for all 
those who were deputed by the Government 
Departments. 

The next day there were lectures in the big 
pandal. Officers of the Co-operative, 
Veterinary, Health and Agricultural 
Departments spoke and delivered their advice. 
The Deputy Commissioner presided over these 
lectures and added his advice also. 

It was nearly 1 P.M. when the 
Senior Agricultural Assistant even 
after nearly an hour not finished his 
subject, “The necessity for sowing 
good seed.” People including the 
Deputy Commissioner got bored. The 
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policemen would not allow the people to get 
out. There were a few more speeches yet to 
follow. The Deputy Commissioner knew that I 
could sing. To break the monotony he 
suggested that I should give them a bhajan. The 
Tahsilder at once went to the next tent where 
some wandering minstrels were staying and 
brought a harmonium. I sang a bhajan. It 
was well received and there was a request for 
one more song. The D.C. said, “Go on.” I sang 
another. All were pleased (on a similar occasion 
several years later I sang my song 

“1^ ^Tir^T” (Sow Good Seed). The 
president of the meeting had remarked, “Mr. 
Rao has described in five minutes in beautiful 
music what his predecessor laboured for an 
hour to do.” Later that day I entertained my 
friends with my music in our tent.) 

Next day at 5 RM. we left for Amraoti. We 
had covered nearly half the distance when 
clouds began to gather. After a short while 
mountainous black clouds covered the sky on 
all sides. First it drizzled, then there was a 
downpour. As it was a cart track and not a 
metalled road, when the black cotton soil 
became wet the wheels of our Chakada got 
stuck in the mud. Whipping, tails twisting, and 
the usual scoldings could not induce the 
bullocks to move. As by now there was water 
every where, the track too could not be seen. 
The rain did not stop although the intensity 
abated. There was no alternative but to halt 
where we were halted by the rain. It was getting 
dark. What about the night? We were shivering 
in the cold and were wet to the skin. 


When we were in this helpless condition we 
observed a light at a distance. We were eager 
to know in what direction the light would be 
moving. It did not move but seemed to be 
steady. The rain had stopped. We decided to 
walk and leave the bullocks to pull the empty 
Chakada towards the light inch by inch. We 
had struggled on for half an hour when we came 
very near the light. The light was kept in a 
niche in what looked like a mud wall. It was 
really a mud fort wall. So we thought the best 
thing was to go round the fort wall. There must 
be an opening somewhere, we thought. 

We went clockwise keeping close to the mud 
wall. We had perhaps reached a point 
diametrically opposite the light when we found 
a gate. We passed through the gate. There 
seemed to be an inner fort and a gate through 
which we could see the light of a gas lantern 
(Kitson light as it used to be called). We entered 
through the gate. The path was cobbled and 
our Chakada rattled as it rolled on it. We 
thanked God that we had come to some village 
for the night. 

When the people heard the vehicle they all 
became active. They were awaiting some one. 
Some of them shouted in Marathi, 'ifpq q 

3TTU (They have come, they have come.) 

Some of the leading persons came to meet 
us and told us that owing to the rain they had 
thought we may not be able to come and that 
they were feeling disappointed. We were given a 
hearty reception and were taken to a house 
where they lighted a fire for us to warm 
ourselves first after changing our wet clothes. 
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The clothes inside our hold-alls were in no 
way better. They were dried over the fire. We 
were then asked to have our meals. 

We were supplied with rich food, poori, 
halwa, kesari bhath, laddus, etc. 

I asked Bhide privately, “For whom is all 
this meant? Do you know these people well?” 
He said, “These are all meant for you. Your 
fame as a musician had already reached this 
village and they were evidently expecting you 
here.” I felt flattered. 

After a hearty meal we were taken upstairs 
for pansupari. It was a very big hall with good 
carpets. There was a small platform on which 
a leg harmonium and a pair of tabla and dugga 
were kept. People assembled. After we had 
finished pan chewing the host came and stood 
before Mr. Bhide with folded hands and said, 
“Now you may begin the Katha.” 

Bhide was surprised and asked “Katha? 
What Katha? I am not a Kahta performer.” 

“Then who are you?” asked the host. The 
conversation took place in Marathi and the 
hosts, asking Bhide cIT 3TFnr 3TT% 

(Then who are you?) was very interesting. 

Bhide felt embarrassed. It was clear to me 
that the reception was not in my honour. All 
those who had assembled began to laugh and 
whisper that hospitality was showered on 
unknown persons. Something had gone wrong 
somewhere. 

We came to know that a Harikatha performer 
who had visited Runavimochan had sent word to 
people of this village (I forget the name of the 
village although I should write the 


name of the village in Gold and keep it in 
my drawing room) that he would perform a 
Katha on that night. He had also sent his 
harmonium and tabla in advance. They were 
there on the platform. But the Katha 
performer and his accompanists could not 
leave Runavimochan on account of the rain. 
When we arrived and the Bhide brothers 
looked like Katha performers the people of the 
village had no doubt that we were the 
expected party. 

After having enjoyed such hospitality by 
God’s grace, I thought we should show our 
gratitude to the villagers in some concrete 
manner. 

I asked Bhide to find out if there was a good 
tabla player in the village. There was one. As 
I could play the leg harmonium and sing I 
volunteered to sing. My voice was good. I sang 
Bhajans and Balagandharwa’s stage songs. 
The people were immensely pleased. As we 
were dead tired, I could not sing for more than 
two hours. The host gave a fine speech in 
Marathi and said that my music had pleased 
them much more than the Katha would have 
done. We were provided with cots, mattresses 
and blankets and we slept in the hall. 

Next morning it was not before 9 A.M. that 
we could leave our beds. Tea, halwa and fruits 
were offered in plenty. As our bullocks were 
tired we were supplied with good carts and 
bullocks. 

The people followed us up to the main 
road and requested that I should visit the 
village every year when I went to 
Runavimochan. I was 
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transferred to Nagpur after six months 
and I never went to Runavimochan again. 

In 1947, when I was Deputy Director of 
Agriculture, Berar division, I happened to be 
camping in a rest house in the interior. One 
morning I was told that some cultivators wanted 
to meet me. I thought they had come for 
taccavi loans etc. They asked me if I 
remembered the village near 
Runavimochan in which I had to spend 
the night due to rain and entertained 
the villagers with my music. Of course, 

I remembered the incident, which took 
place twenty eight years ago. 

32. Token of 

Betul is a district headquarter in Madhya 
Pradesh. It is about eighty miles from Nagpur 
on the railway route to Delhi. It is one of the 
Centres of agricultural education and research. 
A batch of students of the College of 
Agriculture, Nagpur, visit Betul during their 
instructional tours every year. 

Sri Sunder Lai, a landlord in a neighbouring 
village, used to invite the students and lecturers 
in charge of the party for an evening 
entertainment. He was very much interested 
in music and had organized a bhajan party in 
the village. After refreshments there would be 
music by the villagers, the students of the College, 
the host and myself. 

One year - year of the Tripuri National 
Congress, I sang my Navaratna Raga Malika 
composed in praise of His Highness Sri 
Krishnaraja Wodeyar, Maharaja of Mysore. The 
text is in Hindi and the ragas of Hindustani 


They said that they were from that village 
and on learning that I was now Deputy Director 
of Agriculture, Amraoti, they had come to take 
me to their village. How happy I felt! As I had 
to return to Amraoti immediately I could not 
accompany them. I promised to visit their 
village as early as possible and sing again in 
that very hall. 

As soon as I reached Amraoti I received by 
telegram orders of transfer to Nagpur. I could 
not fulfil my promise. But I can never forget, 
rTT 3TTTJT ? 

(Then who are you?) 

appreciation 

Sangeet. The accompanists on the harmonium 
and tabla played very well. My composition 
was highly praised. 

The following morning at 5, I prepared my 
coffee, had a shave and was preparing to leave 
for the railway station to catch the train when 
I was told by my servant that someone wanted 
to see me. 

It was the month of January and hence very 
cold. I came out to the verandah to meet the 
person. He saluted me and asked me if I 
recognized him. I could not as he had wrapped 
up his head with a shawl. He reminded me 
that he was the tabla player who had 
accompanied me the previous evening when I 
sang at Sri Sunder Lais' house. 

He said he was very much pleased with my 
music and had come to do some service for 
me ( Tt 3TT4T ) by way of 

appreciation. I was very glad that he admired 
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my music but could not understand what 
he meant by doing some service to me. 

He then explained that he was a barber and 
wanted to have the pleasure of shaving my 
beard. He knew that we would be leaving Betul 
in the morning and had therefore wanted to meet 
me early. 

I thanked him for his appreciation of my music 
and the sincerity with which he had come all the 
way in the cold to offer me his token of 
appreciation - a shave. Unfortunately I could not 
enjoy that great pleasure of an affectionate 
tonsorial operation from my admirer as I had 


already finished my shave that 
morning. I promised him this mutual 
pleasure during my next visit. 

I wanted to reciprocate in some way my 
admiration for the barber’s good nature and 
his agile tabla playing. I offered him a present 
of a few rupees. He would not accept it as he 
had not come to receive any money from me. 
I somehow persuaded him to purchase sweets 
for his children with my blessings. 

As I was transferred from Nagpur after a 
few months I could not go to Betul again. I 
missed that affectionate shave. 


33. Shankara & Shankarabharana 


It was in 1960. I had just then moved from 
Nagpur to Mysore finally. I was not acquainted 
with many Mysore musicians. 

I entered a No.3 bus near Ballal Hotel. The 
driver and the conductor had gone into the hotel 
for coffee. A Veena Vidwan whom I knew 
entered the bus a few minutes later. He 
introduced me to another friend of his who was 
also a Sangeet Vidwan saying, “ Mr. R meet 
Mr. Nagpur Subba Rao who knows both 
Karnatic and Hindustani music.” 

A few seconds after the introduction Mr. 
R said, “Your Shankara and 
our Shankarabharana are identical ragas.” 
As they are entirely different ragas I could 
neither agree with him nor ignore his 
statement and keep quiet as my new friend's 
statement had drawn the attention of some 
passengers already. 1 was placed in an 
embarrassing situation. 


I told Mr. R in an undertone meant for him 
only that they were entirely different ragas. But 
Mr. R maintained that they were identical ragas. 
More people got interested in this discussion 
as the driver and the conductor had not 
returned from the Hotel. There was no 
alternative left for me but to sing both ragas 
and show their differences. I welcomed this 
opportunity to prove that I did possess a fairly 
good knowledge of ragas of both North and 
South. 

I rendered an alapana of Karnatak raga 
Shankarabharana first and asked Mr R if that 
was Shankarabharana. He said it was. Then I 
rendered a brief alapana of Hindustani raga 
Shankara and asked if it was not different from 
Shankarabharana. He said it sounded quite 
different. I then rendered the aroha and avaroha 
of Hindustani raga Shankara and 
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explained how Shankara differed from 
Hamsadhwani. Mr. R said that he was told by 
someone that Shankara and 
Shankarabharana were identical ragas but 
now he could see that they were not. He 
expressed his wish that we should meet 
often and discuss Hindustani and Karnatic 
ragas. 

The two vidwans got off the bus near the 
Telephone Exchange. The bus stopped at 
the bus terminus and the passengers began 
to get down. 

A ticket checking official stood near the exit 


and demanded tickets. I searched my pocket 
for the ticket, but could not find one. I was 
puzzled. When the discussion regarding 
Shankara and Shankarabharana ragas started 

I forgot to purchase a ticket. I explained this to 
the checking official. Other passengers who 
had listened to my demonstration testified to 
the veracity of my statement. Not only that, 
the conductor too had become absorbed in my 
music and forgot to issue the ticket. After 
listening to this the checking official also forgot 
to insist that I should purchase a ticket. 


34. I try the Clarionet 


I liked the Nadaswaram very much no 
doubt. But after hearing the Clarionet in 1904 
I became more interested in this instrument as 
its sound was mellow. 

In those days (1911) passing the 
Matriculation examination of the Madras 
University was not easy. Out of thirty two who 
had appeared from the Chitaldrug High School 
only three of us passed, and it was considered 
a good year as in some years none passed from 
this high school. Whole of the Mysore Sate in 
some years produced no first classes and only 
a few second classes. 

After sitting for the Matriculation 
examination in March 1911 I went to Bhopal 
to spend the summer holidays awaiting the 
result of the examination. My father was the 
Chief Conservator of Forests, Bhopal State. 

In May the results were announced. I had 
secured a third class pass. As I had put in very 


little effort (most of my time was diverted for 
music, dramas and games) a third class pass, 
in my very first attempt, from a third-rate high 
school was considered encouraging though not 
creditable. 

During my stay in Bhopal I used to sing 
every night, when my father was in 
headquarter, the slokas from 
Uttararamacharita which I had set to music in 
different ragas. He was very much pleased. 
Even if I had failed in the examination I would 
have been excused and consoled with best 
wishes for success in my next attempt. My 
success convinced him that I could give a better 
account of myself with a little more 
determination and concentration. He said he 
was proud of my many- sided activities and 
hoped that I would attain distinction in all of 
them. 1 can, with reverence to his memory, 
humbly claim that I have not disappointed his 
expectations. 
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My father’s motto was “ Honesty and 
Industry” j 1 h H. They have 

remained mine also to the letter. 

It was decided that I should join the Central 
College at Bangalore for higher studies. It was 
easy to get admission into any of the Colleges 
even for a third class matriculate. 

My father presented me fifty rupees for 
buying anything I was interested in. I decided. 
We went to Bangalore via Bombay and Poona. 
In Bombay I purchased a medium size 
Clarionet from Messers Rose & Co who were 
the noted dealers in musical instruments. 

I joined the Junior Intermediate Class of the 
Central College, Bangalore in July 1911. Having 
settled down for a month I took out the 
Clarionet for trial. I closed the doors and 
windows of my room in the Hostel so that the 
sound of the Clarionet may not be heard 
outside. Do what I may it was not possible to 
make the sound inaudible outside. It would 

35. Bagpipe and 

The picture house in Mysore now named 
Opera was formerly called Krishna Talkies. 
Picture going people or fans were not as many 
then as at present. Queues for buying tickets 
were unheard of. Although there were only one 
fifth the present number of picture houses no 
house used to be full. Hence the picture houses 
had to attract people by advertisements in 
newspapers, distributions of handbills, 
parading of big posters in the streets carried 
by urchins etc. 

The Krishna Talkies wanted to attract people to 
the theatre by providing music for half an 


attract every one in the vicinity and disturb 
the inmates of the neighbouring rooms. 

Dr. C.R. Narayana Rao, our Zoology 
Professor was the warden of the hostel. During 
his rounds he was attracted by the sound of 
my instrument (by the sound or noise only, 
because there was no music yet in what I was 
playing). He ignored the nuisance for a few 
days. One evening when I was busy blowing 
the instrument he gently tapped the door. I 
opened the door and was surprised to find the 
warden. He said, “Mr Subba Rao, if you want 
to practice this instrument you should go some 
miles away and blow as hard as you want. I do 
not want you to do it inside the hostel as you will 
be disturbing other inmates.” My Clarionet 
practice ended immediately afterwards. 

A cousin of mine who came to Bangalore 
promised to get the instrument sold at a profit. 
What of profit! I lost the capital also. He did 
not return the instrument. 

Nadaswaram duets 

hour before the commencement of the show at 
6 P.M. The music provided was by a 
combination of Nadaswaram and the Bagpipe 
commonly known as the Highlander’s Bagpipe. 

I had seen the Bagpipe being used in some 
of the Punjabi bands in Northern India. It used to 
be a continuous, monotonous repetition of a few 
notes which cannot be called music. But the 
Bagpipe and Nadaswaram played in front of the 
Krishna Talkies was a highly musical combination. 
They played together different forms of Karnatic 
music, Varnams, Svarajatis, Kritis, etc. The duets 
were so very interesting 
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and pleasing that they really attracted crowds 
of people on the lawn facing the theatre. But, 
very few of the lovers of music patronised the 
pictures. The performers would play three 
pieces, get their daily remuneration and go 
away for a peg. 


Proprietor of Krishna Talkies was not 
benefitted by free catering of this novel and 
attractive music. After three or four months the 
music suddenly stopped. The melodious 
combination of these two wind instruments still 
lingers in my ears. 


36. Prayer in the class room 


When I joined the Central College, Bangalore 
in 1911 it used to be the routine to devote the 
first few minutes of the first period commencing 
at 11 A.M. for a prayer in every class room. 

The prayer consisted of five or six selected 
Sanskrit slokas. A copy of the prayer was hung 
in every class room so that even without 
memorising it any student could read it. One 
of my class- mates was particularly fond of 
reading it. So he was nicknamed “Poojari.” 

My friends who knew that I was a musician 
wished that I should break the monotony of a 
plain recitation by singing the prayer like a 
ragamalika. Surprisingly one day our Poojari 
did not come. So my friends took this 
opportunity and suggested that I should recite 
the prayer. Dr. C.R. Narayana Rao who was 
our Professor said to me “Come on, you do it.” 


As I used to repeat the prayer several times 
a day at home in different ragas it was very 
easy for me to do it that day without consulting 
the prayer sheet. Instead of taking only two or 
three minutes I entertained the class with my 
musical recitation for over ten minutes. My 
recital was heard in the adjacent class rooms 
also. After I finished the students clapped as a 
mark of appreciation. Our professor also 
joined them. After the cheering stopped Dr. 
C.R.N said, “ We have listened to good 
music no doubt, but you should never take 
more than two or three minutes, and never 
sing so loud.” 

A next chance did not present itself as I had 
to leave the college shortly afterwards as I was 
seriously injured in a football match. 


37. Panditji and the Harmonium 


It has become the fashion among some to 
consider the harmonium as unsuited for Indian 
music. In support of their prejudiced opinion 
they mention Pandit Jawahar Lai Nehru, 
Mahatma Gandhi and others as having disliked 
the harmonium. Incidents quoted below however 
prove that they liked this instrument which was 


very popular but has fallen on evil days as it 
has been banned by the All India Radio in its 
broadcasts. 

Thirty five years ago the Congress Working 
Committee met at Nagpur. It was a vacation 
time for the Agricultural College and hence the 
Congress Committee was permitted by the 
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Government to use the college hostel 
for accommodating the members. 
Pandit Jawahar Lai Nehru, Babu 
Rajendra Prasad and others were put up in 
the hostel rooms. 

I was the warden of the hostel and I felt it a 
great honour and matter of great pride to serve 
them as best as possible. They were all very 
much pleased. 

The Manhar Gayan Samaj of which I was 
the president wanted to celebrate its fifth 
anniversary. I wanted that the distinguished 
sons and daughters of India who had 
assembled in Nagpur should grace the 
occasion and bless the Samaj. I approached 
Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru and Babu Rajendra 
Prasad and requested them to accept our 
humble invitation to be our Chief Guests. 
They readily agreed. The date for the 
celebration of the anniversary was fixed to 
suit the convenience of our Chief guests. 
Sri Jagarao Naidu, proprietor of the Regent 
Theatre was very glad to spare the theatre 
for this great event. 

Manhar Gayan Samaj was the name 
given to this association after Manhar Barve 

38. Gandhiji and 

Mahatma Gandhi had returned from 
London after attending the Round Table 
Conference. I had accompanied some students 
of the Nagpur Agricultural College to Wardha 
for seeing the Village Industries Training Centre 
at Maganwadi near Wardha. We wanted to have 
darshan of Gandhiji and also have a look 


the boy prodigy so well-known throughout the 
length and breadth of India had given a benefit 
concert in aid of the Samaj. We sent a 
telegram to him regarding the anniversary 
celebration and requested him to be 
present and play a few instruments. He 
agreed with great pride. 

It was a great event in the history of Nagpur. 
Grand speeches by our guests and grand music 
by Master Manhar Barve. 

Barve first sang to his own accompaniment 
on the harmonium. He concluded his concert 
with his “musical submarine” instrument held 
with his left hand for being blown with his lips 
to the accompaniment of the leg harmonium 
played with his right hand. How sublime the 
harmony between the instruments! How grand 
the Hindustani raga Todi looked. 

After Barve concluded his concert Pandit 
Jawaharlal Nehru, Babu Rajendra Prasad and 
others praised Master Manhar Barve and 
expressed their admiration for his harmonium 
which lent grandeur to his voice and his 
musical Submarine. 

Was this “Disliking” or “Great liking” for 
the harmonium? 

the Harmonium 

at the she goat which had accompanied him 
to London for supplying him milk as Mahatmaji 
was very particular to have only goat's milk. 

When we approached Sevagram in the evening 
Mahatmaji had come out for his evening walk 
and we met him on the road. We all shouted 
“Mahatma Gandhijiki Jai.” He stopped. I told 
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him we formed a batch of students and 
staff of the Agricultural College Nagpur and 
that we had visited the Village Industries 
Training Centre at Maganwadi and had come 
to Sevagram to pay our respects to him. He 
gave some very valuable words to us and drew 
our attention to duties to the nation 

One wandering minstrel came there with a 
harmonium slung over his shoulders. When we 
were about to take leave of Gandhiji the singer 


began to sing a bhajan to the accompaniment 
of the harmonium which he played. All of us 
stood still as Gandhiji became interested and 
wanted to listen. The musician finished his 
bhajan kept the harmonium on the ground and 
prostrated before Gandhiji who blessed him and 
said, “See, how inspiring the bhajan is !What a 
grand voice! What harmony between his voice 
and the harmonium! I hope all of you have 
enjoyed it. You should also sing bhajans like 
this.” 


39. A Vainika admires Harmonium 


A few years ago, during the Music 
Conference of the Madras Music Adacdemy, 
Vidwan Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar who is 
not only a Gayaka but a Vainika also put 
forward an unexpected proposal before Dr. V. 
Raghavan, Secretary, that he would like to 
introduce his friend Vidwan Shankunni Nair 
of Travancore who was a harmonium player. 
Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar also said that it 
was very urgent as his friend whom he met by 
sheer chance was to leave Madras by the 
afternoon train. 

Harmonium! Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar 
to introduce a harmonium player! That it was 
urgent! All this sounded strange. Kalyana 
Krishna Bhagavatar was very earnest. So Dr. 
Raghavan agreed. 

Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar immediately 
went to his friend, the harmonium player, and 
brought him with his leg-harmonium to the 
conference at 11 A.M. 


How Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar became 
an admirer of the harmonium music of Vidwan 
Shankunni Nair is like this, as related by 
Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar in his words of 
introduction of his friend. 

Many years ago Kalyana Krishna 
Bhagavatar had to give a vocal recital in 
Trivandrum. The organizers had promised to 
engage the best accompanists available. When 
Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar was to begin his 
recital he found that there were a mridangist 
and a harmonist as accompanists. Kalyana 
Krishna Bhagavatar was a little upset. He 
grumbled and asked if a violinist was not 
available. The secretary of the Sabha told 
him that there were a number of them but 
the harmonium artist was better than any 
Violinist and hence they had specially 
brought him. In case Kalyana Krishna 
Bhagavatar did not find him suitable he 
would be replaced by a Violinist. 
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Although Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar had 
his own doubts, in the very first song they fared 
so well together that he did not find any need 
for a violinist and the performance was a grand 
one. He often wished to sing to the 
accompaniment of this harmonist but he could 
not meet him. 

That morning Vidwan Shankunni Nair 
recognized Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar and 


reminded him of their meeting nearly twenty 
years ago. Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar felt 
so happy to meet him and was eager to 
introduce him to the Academy. 

Shankunni Nair played the leg- harmonium 
and Kalyana Krishna Bhagavatar the Veena. 
What a grand display of the possibilities of the 
condemned harmonium. What a grand 
duet! 


40. Mysore T. Chowdaiah admires Harmonium 


It was some ten or twelve years ago. I 
attended for the first time the annual Music 
Conference which was being held in Bidaram 
Krishnappa's Sri Rama Mandiram. 

One morning, Dr. Seebayya, Ph.D. gave a 
talk on the twenty two shrutis of Karnatak 
music-a subject which is ever discussed but 
never solved. I like the possibilities of employing 
shruties - without limiting their number to twenty 
two only - in music to please the ear. But I do 
not feel much interest in understanding the 
mathematics involved in accepting some or 
rejecting others particularly as the scientists 
and Vidwans themselves are not unanimous 
in their theoretical findings and practical 
renderdings. Dr. Seebayya marshalled quite a 
lot of figures on the black board to prove his 
conclusions. When he was referring to the 
tempered scale he was very vehement in his 
condemnation of the harmonium which in his 
opinion had done a lot of “harm.” 

After the conclusion of his talk the president 
wanted the experts who had gathered to speak. 


As no one was willing to say a few words 
but were looking at me the president remarked 
“Mr. Subba Rao, every one is looking at you. 
Why not speak?” I agreed. 

I thanked the learned lecturer for his 
interesting talk on the difficult subject of twenty 
two shruties. I pointed out however that the 
harmonium had not received fair treatment in 
his hands. As one who is a vocalist and 
instrumentalist (both Karnatic and Hindustani) 
it was my conviction that the help which the 
harmonium gave, wherever it was used (by 
creating “harmony” not “harm” ) more than 
compensated the drawbacks ascribed to it 
either for “follow” or “solo”. This was 
particularly so in the case of Hindustani 
music. 

The president in his concluding remarks 
however said that as pointed by Dr. Seebayya, 
the harmonium was not suited for Karnatic music. 

In the afternoon from 4 P.M. to 5-30 P.M. there 
was a Violin (Vidwan Bhuvane-shwaraiah) and 
Harmonium (Vidwan Arunachalappa) duet. 
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Arunachalappa’s harmonium was 
highly applauded. Dr. Seebayya was 
sitting next to me in the verandah. 

From 6 P.M. to 9 P.M. Vidwan 
M.D. Ramanathan of Madras was to sing 
accompanied by Vidushi T. Rukmini on the 
Violin. Ramanathan did not arrive. The 

Managing Committee decided that Smt. T. 
Rukmini should sing. Vidwan 
Bhuvaneshwaraiah was on the spot already 
for Violin accompaniment when this change 
in programme was announced by the secretary. 
Vidwan Arunachalappa wanted to leave the 
platform but Vidwan Chowdaiah asked him 
also to stay and accompany on the 
harmonium. Smt. Rukmini welcomed the 
proposal. It was a grand performance. 
Arunachalappa's harmonium accompaniment 
was super and was applauded every time he 
played a solo avartana. 


After the conclusion of the programme 
Vidwan T. Chowdaiah thanked the artists and 
then said these words, “Ladies and Gentlemen, 
you have all listened today to the harmonium 
played by Vidwan Arunachalappa. What do 
you think of it? Is it not foolish to condemn the 
harmonium as not being suited for Indian Music? 
Those who agree with me please raise your hands 
in protest of the AIR discarding the harmonium.” 
All who were present raised their hands. 

Vidwan T. Chowdaiah had not attended the 
Conference in the morning and did not know 
that I had taken briefs for the harmonium. 




AMIDST SCHOLARS 

Narasimhamurthy Sastry 


Kannada Narration : BLChi. Jagannatb Jois 
English Translation : K. Sundara Raju 




AMIDST SCHOLARS* 


I am a Sankethi brahmin born in 
Lingadahalli**, Tarikere Taluk, 
Chikkamagalore District. The brahmins who 
live in this village are all Sankethis. There are 
quite a number of different groups among the 
Sankethis. Those who migrated from Tamil 
Nadu and settled in Bettadapura are called 
‘Bettadapura Sankethis’ and those settled in 
and around the village Kaushika are called 
‘Kaushika Sankethis’. Some of the families 
went and settled in Malenadu area and they 
came to be known as ‘Malenadu Sankethis’. 
Those who settled in Hosahalli and Mathoor 
identify themselves as ‘Kaushika Sankethis’. I 
belong to ‘Malenadu Sankethi’ group. 

Our elders say that their ancestors came 
from Hiriyangala in Kadur Taluk of 
Chikkamagalore dist. Most of the Sankethi 
groups had their settlements on the banks of 
river Kaveri, Hemavathi and Tunga but 
Hiriyangala had no river in its proximity. 
Nevertheless lands surrounding the village were 
fertile and there would be plenty of rains 
resulting in good crops. 


In those days torch-bearing dacoits would 
ransack the villages in their nocturnal attacks. 
They would even abduct pretty girls. It is said 
that one night the dacoits entered Hiriyangala. 
My great grandmother Mahalakshamma was 
then a very attractive young woman in her 
husband’s house. The dacoits had come with 
the purpose of abducting Mahalakshamma. 
Men of the house were not in the village and as 
such her aged mother-in-law was the only other 
person in the house. Sensing her precarious 
condition Mahalakshamma asked her mother- 
in-law to push her out through the small 
window situated above the loft so that she could 
escape from the dacoits. Thus 
Mahalakshamma’s escapade was successful. 
The dacoits went away disappointed. 
Mahalakshamma spent the whole night in the 
nearby forest and returned in the morning. 

In course of time Mahalakshamma came to 
Lingadahalli and settled there. Some ten or 
fifteen Sankethi families and hundreds of 
people belonging to other communities were 
living in that village. There was no fear of 
dacoits there. 


* 2003, "April 1912 
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A Sankethi of Bharadwaja Gothra was the 
shanbhog of Lingadahalli then. It seems he was 
commanding the entire Hobli. It is said that 
during the period of Shivappa Nayaka the 
brahmins of the village Basavani in Thirthahalli 
Taluk had been granted twenty four 
occupations to earn their livelihood. All those 
brahmins were our ancestors. As the size of 
their families grew bigger the shanbhog brought 
many of them to Lingadahalli and provided 
them houses to live in and lands to cultivate. 

My mother’s great grandfather Manja 
Bhatta was one such person who settled in 
Lingadahalli. The shanbhog accommodated 
him in his store-house (Panathada mane in 
Kannada). As Manja Bhatta had studied the 
Vedas and rendering his services as a Purohit 
(Priest) also he was nicknamed as ‘Panathada 
Mane Avadhani’. His son Venkatarama 
Avadhani had studied the Vedas in depth and 
was conducting Veda classes for all those 
interested in learning the Vedas. His students 
built a mud-house for him to live in. This house 
is still there providing shelter to his ensuing 
generations. 

My parents 

I was bom in Lingadahalli in the month of 
April 1912. Shyama Sastry was my father and 
Phaniamma was my mother. She was the 
daughter of Srinivasa Avadhani who was the 
son of the aforesaid Venkatarama Avadhani. 
My father was both a learned Vedic scholar 
and a well - versed musician. He was a truthful 
and honest man. He would never utter a lie 


under any circumstances. He considered the 
belongings of others as poison. He would keep 
his word at any cost. 

My mother was very kind-hearted. Helping 
others was her motto in life. She would bring 
destitute women who were carrying or sick and 
attend to their delivery and render medical aid 
in her own indigenous way. She would readily 
respond to any sort of difficulties faced by any 
village woman at any time of the day and try 
her best to initiate some remedial measures 
immediately. The whole village looked at her 
as a mother in need and deed. 1 had one elder 
sister Rajamma (also called Rajakkaiah), one 
younger sister Mahalakshmi and two younger 
brothers Srinivasa and Seetharama. My elder 
sister expired two years ago at a ripe age of 93 
years. Even my younger sister and younger 
brothers are no more. Of course their children 
are there. 

Sri Subrahmanya Dikshit 

I wish to write, rather briefly, about the living 
conditions of my ancestors in those days. The 
Sankethis settled in Basavani were all erudite 
scholars who had memorized the Vedas. 
Sankethis owe their origin mainly to the seven 
Gothras and they are Vadhulasa, Kaundinya, 
Athreya, Bharadwaja, Harithsa, Kaushika and 
Garga. The Sringeri Mutt extended invitation 
to some of our scholars to shift their families to 
Sringeri so that they could serve the Mutt in 
different capacities. Among them Sri 
Venkataramana Dikshit was well versed in 
Yajurveda and so he had the special duty of 
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reciting Yajurveda every night as part of 
‘Ashtavadhana Seva’ at the time of 
‘deeparadhane’ to Goddess Sharade, the 
presiding deity of the pilgrimage centre Sringeri. 
He had been provided with all the facilities to 
live there comfortably. He had two sons - 
Subrahmanya and Yajnanarayana. The latter 
came and settled in Lingadahalli whereas 
Subrahmanya stayed with his father attending 
to the affairs of the house and the garden. 
Neither did he attend the school nor learn 
Yajurveda. It was a mystery why his father did 
not pay attention to his son’s education. In 
course of time Subrahmanya married Basavani 
Puranik’s daughter. 

Some years later after Venkataramana 
Dikshit’s demise some one else was chosen for 
reciting Yajurveda. The Swamiji was well 
aware of Subrahmanya Dikshit’s nescience in 
the matter of Yajurveda. One evening in the 
hallowed presence of the Swamiji 
Astavadhana Seva’ to the Goddess Sharade 
began. After the recitation of Rigveda the 
Swamiji addressed Lakshamma, wife of 
Subrahmanya Dikshit, “Amma, your husband 
does not know anything of Yajurveda. At least 
you can recite it, isn’t it?” Lakshamma, who 
was constantly listening to the recitation of the 
Veda in her house prior to her marriage readily 
recited one ‘hanas’ (a small portion). 
Subrahmanya Dikshit felt ashamed from this 
incident. He took an oath saying that he would 
not return to Sringeri unless he learnt the Vedas 
and went away to Mathoor. He lived there for 
four or five years and learnt Yajurveda 


systematically. He returned to Sringeri and 
approached the Swamiji for blessings. But 
somehow the Swamiji had not that much of 
respect for the Vedic scholars who had not 
studied the related ‘shastras’ also. So the 
Swamiji said, “now you have acquired the 
merit to be invited for meals (brahmanaartha)”. 
Such a blessing from the Swamiji hurted his 
self-respect and once again Subrahmanya 
Dikshit took an oath saying that he would not 
return unless he learnt the ‘Shastras’ (scriptures) 
also and went to Kashi (Varanasi). He lived in 
Kashi for eight years and studied all the six 
‘Shastras’ in their entirety. In the august 
assembly of many learned pundits of Kashi he 
was honoured as a meritorious student and 
only then did he return to Sringeri. He had even 
surpassed the Swamiji in his scholarship. He 
did not go to the Swamiji soon after his return 
because he had devised a plan to counter 
Swamiji’s bitter remarks uttered when he had 
returned after learning the Veda in Mathoor. 
He chose the day on which Swamiji’s 
procession in a palanquin had been arranged. 
Tying only a short dhoti around his waist and 
holding a small brass pot in his hand indicating 

that he was proceeding to the river Tunga to 

✓ 

bathe, Dikshit peeped into the palanquin and 
looking at Swamiji said in Sanskrit, 
“Yanarudham yatim drshtwa sachelah 
snanamacharet.” After having said this he 
walked away in the direction of the river. The 
Swamiji felt glad and sent words to Dikshit 
inviting him to his presence in the Mutt. When- 
Dikshit stood before him the Swamiji said, 
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“Guruhu shishyatwamapannaha shishyascha 
guruthamayat.” Dikshit reacted to it saying 
“Shishyasshishyatwa evaste gururgurutaro 
bhavat.” It means, “Though the student has 
possessed higher scholarship he could not 
transgress his studentship because he could not 
have earned that scholarship if the guru had 
not scoffed at him. As such the status of the 
guru has now risen to a higher level.” The 
learned audience who were witnessing this 
highly interesting dramatic scene exclaimed “na 
bhooto na bhavishyati” (neither have we 
witnessed such a guru - shishya interaction in 
the past nor will we witness in future). The 
Swamiji who was greatly impressed tried to 
persuade Subrahmanya Dikshit to stay with 
him permanently. But Dikshit who had already 
given his word to the King of Indore went away 
to Indore to be the king’s court-scholar. 

Subrahmanya Dikshit’s son Bhargava 
Dikshit also became an illustrious scholar and 
followed his father’s footsteps in serving the 
king of Indore by donning the prestigious 
position of the court-scholar, But unfortunately 
as a result of his premature death his wife 
Kamakshamma and two little children came 
back to her native village Lingadahalli and 
settled there. Afore-said Kamakshamma’s 
younger son Sri Venkataramana Dikshit later 
became my father- in-law. Though we were not 
fortunate enough to see those two (father and 
son) scholars in person the books on logic and 
grammar that they studied are still with me. I 
feel as if I am seeing them in person whenever 
I look at those books. Some of those books are 


of a rare variety and cannot be found 
anywhere. 

My education 

If I remember correct I was studying in 
Primary second year during 1920 or so. Then I 
was interested only in reading and writing. I 
remember to have taken part in Kabbaddi and 
Wrestling once. In general I was not at all 
interested in sports. Some of my teachers were 
Keshava of Poomagame, M.M. Narasimhachar 
and G.M. Narasimhachar. Ramappa was the 
Head Master. One day all the students from 
second year to fifth year class were all mustered 
and given a Kannada dictation. It was a difficult 
passage from a Kannada Language Text. The 
mistakes that I had committed were minimum 
and as such 1 was given double promotion to 
the fourth year class. In 1925 I passed the 
Kannada Lower Secondary Examination from 
the Kannada Middle School of Lingadahalli and 
in 1927 passed the English Lower Secondary 
Examination from the Chikkmagalore National 
School. During summer holidays I went to 
Birur and learnt Kalidasa’s Raghuvamsha from 
my father’s younger brother Sri Ramakrishna 
Jois along with his son Chidambara and my 
aunt’s son Krishna Murthy. From then on I 
became more interested in the study of Sanskrit. 
All the three of us went to Sringeri and joined 
the Sanskrit Pathashala. We were given 
admission to the second year class. 

We had to attend classes in Veda from 
morning 7 to 11 and classes in Sanskrit from 2 
to 5 in the afternoon. It was the period of Sri 
Sri Chandrashekhara Bharathi Swamiji. The 
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Swamiji was an authority on all the shastras 
and the Vedas. He could deliver lectures in 
Kannada, Sanskrit, Tamil and Telugu very 
fluently. The Swamiji’s guru is said to be 
Virupaksha Sastry who happened to be the 
most eminent scholar famous in the whole of 
South India. The Swamiji’s hallowed 
personality would instantly evoke utmost 
honour and reverence in the onlooker. I have 
heard many of his discourses. They are 
comparable to the profound and dignified flow 
of the holy Ganga. His pronunciation was 
immaculate and the voice commanding and 
at the same time persuading. Every year in the 
month of Bhadrapada there used to be Sri 
Ganapathi Vidwanmaha Sabha for 21 days. 
Swamiji’s discourse would be scheduled for the 
last day. Many learned people from all parts of 
the country would assemble there to listen to 
Swamiji’s discourse in beautiful Sanskrit and 
they would sit spellbound from the beginning 
to the end. Very humbly do I admit that I have 
tried to follow closely and imbibe at least some 
of the qualities of his style in speech delivery. 

Everyday we had a very strict and time- 
bound schedule of the study of the Veda in the 
morning and Sanskrit in the afternoon. Swamiji 
would appear at any moment and test our 
progress in learning and so it had become 
imperative for us to have at the tip of our tongue 
whatever we had learnt. That is why even today 
I can reproduce from my memory what all I 
learnt atSringeri. We, the students, had formed 
groups among ourselves to play ‘anthyakshari’. 
In the beginning we would recite the ‘shlokas’ 


that we had already learnt but as the game 
progressed we had to compose the relevant 
‘Shlokas’ then and there thereby putting both 
our knowledge of Sanskrit language and our 
ability to compose shlokas to test. I wish to give 
here two of my compositions as examples. 

1. Shaaradaapaadapadmasya rajah patalikaa 
shubhaa 

Shoshayatwadhi maatrena mamaajnana 
mahahradam | 

(Let the dust under the feet of Goddess 
Sharada fill the pit of my ignorance.) 

2 Maa tastvadeeya tavanahi mukute 
tanuchandra yeshaha 
Shobhakrite sthitimeti kim thu 
Kaanteepsureva vasati svavivrddhi 
kaamaha 

Swaartherithassa khalu Kaanthine 
rmukhaatte || 

(The moon has adorned Shiva’s head, but 
O, Devi! The emaciated moon on your head is 
not there to give lustre to your face. Instead he 
is sitting there with the selfishness of absorbing 
the brilliance of your face to improve upon his 
emaciated state and grow to his full extent.) 

We were able to compose shlokas like this 
within a minute or two. 

My teachers 

Sri Kalle Sundara Sastry was the Head 
Master of the Sanskrit School in Sringeri. He 
was an expert teacher in ‘Alankara’ and 
‘Vedanta’ shastras. He could teach Sanskrit 
literature very well and his language was 
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flowery. His expertise in teaching Kalidasa’s 
drama ‘Shakunthala’ in the class would attract 
other teachers and students also. They would 
take temporary relief from their classes and 
assemble in the drama class. I too leamt much 
about Sanskrit dramas from him only. Mallikere 
Subrahmanya Shastry was a peerless teacher 
in ‘Tarka shastra’ (Logic) and it was my fortune 
to learn that subject from him. Sri 
Ramachandra Sastry taught us ‘Mimamsaa’, 
‘Vedanta’ and ‘Alankara’ Shastras. When 
Sundara Sastry had just completed one or two 
books on Alankara Shastra he died all of a 
sudden. So the rest of the portions had to be 
learnt from Ramachandra Sastry and I 
continued to be his favourite student till the end 
of my educational career. He loved me as his 
own son. 1 learnt Yajurveda from Kodathala 
Subbabhatta and Krishna Ghanapaathi. For the 
rest of the lessons in various Kaavyas Koduru 
Shyaama Bhatta and Bhandigadi Venkatarama 
Bhatta were the teachers. I could really 
understand very well however much the lessons 
might be difficult. So I had to bear the additional 
responsibility of teaching and clearing the doubts 
of my class-mates who treated me with respect 
more as a teacher than as their class-mate. 

When I was in ‘Champu class’ i.e. fourth 
year, birth anniversary of His Holiness Sri 
Chandrashekhara Bharathi Swamiji was 
celebrated. Some of the students spoke in 
veneration of the Swamiji. I had composed 25 
shlokas in ‘Shaardula Vicreeditha’ metrical 
form. I read it in the assembly and presented 
the manuscript to the Swamiji. The Swamiji 


felt glad and blessed me. From that day onwards 
Swamiji began showing some interest in me 
and also instructed my teachers to take some 
special care in my academic progress. Even 
today I feel sorry for not preserving a copy of 
my aforesaid compositions. 

Fifth year mainly comprised of classes in 
‘Nyshadha Kaavya’ (Poems). It is really very 
difficult to understand the poems but at the 
same time if properly understood they are very 
enjoyable. That is why it is given the title 
‘Nyshadham Vidvadoushadham’. Poems are 
full of puns which tax the brain for proper 
understanding. The Swamiji himself took 
interest to be present during this examination. 
I got the first rank and was presented a 
‘Nyshadha Kaavya’ book comprising twenty 
two ‘sargas’. By the year 1933 studies in 
‘Yajurveda’ and dramaturgy had been 
completed. 1 wanted to study Sanskrit 
Grammar in detail. There was a Middle School 
Teacher Sri Seetharamacharya who was also 
a very good grammarian. He had been 
appointed as our teacher also in the 
Pathashala. By the time he had taught us some 
lessons in ‘Laghu Kaumudi’ he was transferred 
to some other place. We went to Gokarna with 
the hope of being taught further by a famous 
grammarian. Unfortunately he had left 
Gokarna and settled in Belur working as a 
teacher. We went to Dharwad and got admitted 
to Sri Shankaracharya Sanskrit Pathashala. 
For the students of this Pathashala there were 
both boarding and lodging facilities in the 
Choultry attached to it. Sri Nagesha Sastry 
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was the head of that Institution. He was an 
acknowledged scholar in all the ‘Shastras’ and 
respected and loved by the people of that area 
because of his affectionate and modest 
behaviour. There was an expert grammarian 
Sri Mallarisastry who possessed consummate 
knowledge of grammar at the tip of his tongue. 
No body had seen him referring a text while 
teaching. There were some five or six students 
in his class and they had already been taught 
for one year. Sri Mallari Sastry examined all 
the five of us- Krishna Murthy, Chidambara 
Jois, Kasaragod Narayana Bhatta, Krishna 
Bhatta and myself and admitted us to the 
second year course which comprised lessons 
in ‘Yushmadasmat- prakriya’. The students 
who were already there in that class did not 
like us, the newcomers, joining their class 
directly. They seemed to be envious and they 
not only sat apart in the class but also disliked 
talking to us. They would form their own batch 
for discussion or revision and we five had to 
manage that session on our own. In such 
circumstances I was leading my group and we 
began to memorize the day’s lessons on the 
very same day. After two months when the first 
lesson in ‘Kaaraka Prakriye’ began I was able 
to grasp the content very well and helped my 
friends in learning it. But the native batch of 
students having failed to grasp it came to us 
leaving behind their prejudice and joined us in 
the process of learning. In course of time we 
became very good friends. 

For our final year examination an eminent 
grammarian from Poona Sri Gajendragadkar 


had been invited as an examiner. The Viva 
Voce examination began at 3.00 p.m. and the 
old students of the Pathashala were called first. 
Their performance was not satisfactory. After 
an hour’s time our group was called. 1 answered 
all the questions and I was quite competent and 
fully prepared to answer any question from the 
examiner. The examiner seemed to have been 
trying to browbeat me with questions from 
every nook and comer of the grammar syllabus. 
As he did not know Kannada I had to answer 
all his questions in Sanskrit only. I left no 
question unanswered. He really felt happy 
about my performance and patted my back. 
He personally took me to the President and said, 
“Please, take special care of this boy and he is 
sure to bring good name to your Institutions.” 
We were able to complete the five year course 
in just three years (1933 to 1936) and returned 
to Sringeri. 

Our erstwhile classmates Durgada 
Subbaraya, Pashchimavahini Mahadeva, 
Seetharama (Maanu), Koranakudige Ramu, 
Panyam Ramu and others were there. They 
had already completed the study of ‘Tarka 
Sangraha Deepika’ and had begun to learn 
‘Mukthavali Saadharmya - Vydharmya 
Prakriya’. We had to get admitted to the first 
year of ‘Tarka’ (Logic) class. Sri Sundara 
Sastry who was teaching the ‘Tarka’ classes 
had some special consideration for me in view 
of my academic excellence and so he permitted 
me and my batch-mates to sit along with the 
old students in that class. He asked us to cover 
the ‘Tarka Sangraha Deepika’ by self - study. 




78 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


But the old students did not bear with this 
situation and began to hate us. In course of 
time they were unable to follow the advanced 
lessons whereas I had no difficulty either in 
understanding those lessons or helping my 
friends to learn them. Realising their folly the 
old students too began coming to us for 
discussions and our friendship prospered. 

Sri Sri Abhinava Vidyatheertha Swamiji 
himself had set the question paper for our 
‘Tarka’ examination, Onikeri Narasimha 
Murthy who was being taught ‘Tarka’ by the 
Swamiji and myself had secured 96 percent 
marks. Afterwards I joined classes in ‘Alankara 
Shastra’ which was being taught by that 
illustrious erudite Sri Ramachandra Sastry. 

He taught us ‘Kuvalayananda’, 
‘Rasagangadhara’ and other texts. Some time 
later I appeared for the degree examination Viz 
‘Madras Sahitya Shiromani’ in Mangalore 
Examination Centre and passed. In the year 
1940 1 went to Bangalore to join Vedantha 
classes in Shankara Matha and successfully 
completed studies in ‘Mimamsa’ and 
‘Vedantha’. I wish to mention here that I had 
scored cent percent (100) Marks in the English 
Grammar Paper of the S.S.L.C. Examination. 

Touring and teaching the Vedas 

Sri Ramachandrananda Theertha Swamiji 
of Bhandigadi Shakatapura Matha invited me 
to accompany him on his tour programme of 
South India. The tour party would camp at 
certain places for 4,5,10 or 12 days depending 
on the demand and request of the devotees and 
at each place I took classes in Vedantha. We 


went up to Rameshwara and then returned. 
When we were camping at Gopichetty Paalya 
Sri Sri Chandrashekhara Bharathi Swamiji 
attained heavenly abode. The devotees of the 
village had arranged ‘Aaraadhana’ ceremony 
in reverence for the departed holy soul. I too 
went there at about 10.00 a.m. ‘Ashtottara 
pooja’ of Sri Shankaracharya was being 
performed at the time. One of the Ashtottara 
namas was, ‘Paapaagabhiduraakrthaye 
Namah'. Some of the Sanskrit Pundits who 
had assembled there were discussing about the 
inappropriateness of its meaning. They had 
split it as ‘Paapaagabhi’ and ‘duraakrthaye’. 
Recognising my presence they gave me the book 
and said, ‘Shastrinah chintyatamidam’. I 
thought over it and understood how that 
particular ‘ashtottara nama’ was to be split to 
get the correct version of its meaning. The 
splitting was to be ‘paapa-aga-bhidura-aakrti’ 
meaning ‘he’ is like the ‘vajraayudha’ to the 
mountain of sin.’ All the pundits wondered at 
my quick grasping power and complemented 
me. They even arranged for my discourses at 
different venues. In Madurai also I was 
eulogised by Sanskrit pundits for my 
interpretation of the ‘Shastras’. After I returned 
to Sringeri the Swamiji invited me to join him 
but some how I was not willing to join the 
band of Vidwans serving at the Mutt. Mulbaagal 
Swamiji also invited me to his Mutt but I didn’t 
go. 

In 1977 Sri Chandramouli Rao opened a 
Sanskrit College in Sringeri. There were five 
students both in ‘Alankaara’ and ‘Jyothishya’ 



AMIDST SCHOLARS 


79 


shastras sections. I joined as a teacher in 
‘alankaara’ at the instance of Sri Basavani 
Ramasharma. There I taught for four years and 
all the five students cleared their Vidwat 
examination in distinction. Facing some 
unforeseen circumstances the college was 
closed. Later on I taught literature, logic and 
grammar to the Swamiji of Bheemanakatte 
Mutt in Thirthahalli Taluk for five years. I 
accompanied the Swamiji in his tour of North 
India which included ‘Badarikaashrama’ also. 
Swamiji had camped at Varanasi (Kaashi) for 
10 days and I had the rare opportunity of 
participating in an assembly of learned pundits 
and scholars there. 

My next destination was Kedalasara 
Paathashala of Heggodu in Sagara Taluk 
where I rendered my services as a teacher of 
Sanskrit and Veda for five years. During this 
period Sri Haranatha Rao of Mattikoppa 
provided me both lodging and boarding 
facilities in his own house. Sri Haranatha Rao 
was a noble man ever ready to stretch his 
helping hand to any one in need. I can never 
forget this period of my homely stay with the 
members of his family. While staying there 1 
had the valuable acquaintance of Bheemana 
Kone Bhaskara Bhatta who was a great 
Sanskrit scholar and a poet of innumerable 
compositions. He was a retired High School 
teacher devoted to teaching Sanskrit and 
writing poetry. 1 took up my next job at 
Theerthahalli where I taught “Vedantha’ to the 
Swamiji of Mulbagal Mutt (Durvasa pura) for 
two years. My next assignment was at Shimoga 


where 1 taught the Swamiji of Koodali Mutt 
Sanskrit literature and Vedantha for some time. 
Since 1990 1 have settled in my native place 
and utilising my time fruitfully in teaching 
Sanskrit and Veda to the boys of the village. 
My purpose is to devote the rest of my life to 
the teaching and propagation of Sanskrit and 
Vedantha. 

My wealth 

My three daughters are inestimable jewels 
to me. The immaculate filial love that they 
spontaneously profess towards me as their 
beloved father amounts to a mountain of 
wealth for me. My sons-in-law and 
grandchildren have great concern and love for 
me. They are my life-breath. 

The sons of my younger brothers Dinamani, 
Sudhakara and Ananda treat me as their own 
father dispelling the feeling that 1 had not been 
gifted with my own son. My elder brother’s son 
Ananth has been my right hand in dealing with 
almost all of my commitments and 
responsibilities. He has occupied the place of 
a devoted son in my life. The daughters of my 
younger brothers Meenakshi, Radha, Leela, 
Prabha, Gayathri and Bharathi look after me 
with unselfish love and affection. Sons of 
Chidambara Jois also treat me with great 
respect and love. It is no exaggeration if I say 
that all my Sankethi relatives and friends treat 
me as an illustrious scholar and profess their 
affection and veneration whenever and 
wherever they happen to interact with me. 
Expressions fall short of my heartfelt gratitude 
to all of them. 
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I wish to pay my tributes to some of the 
distinguished personalities who respect me as 
one among them. Of them Sri Mathoor 
Krishnamurti stands tall by his erudition, 
oratory, humility and discourses on our epics. 
Apart from that he is also an able administrator 
which bears proof to his being the Executive 
Director of the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan’s 
Bangalore Centre ever since 1995. He has 
brought great credit to our motherland by 
establishing the B.V.B. Centre in London on 
par with international standards sacrificing the 
best part of his life. I stand before him with my 
head bent as a mark of great respect. I am very 
happy that he reciprocates my feelings of love 
and respect. I am specially fond of the most 
amicable and respectable people of Mathoor- 
Hosahalli. Some of those outstanding people 
are Veda Vidwan Sri Markandeya Avadhani, 
his brothers and the members of his family, Sri 
Ashwathanarayana Avadhani, Sri Keshava 
Avadhani and others. 1 am highly indebted to 
all the revered Swamijis of various institutions 
who very gracefully allowed me to be with them 
for certain periods of time allowing me to teach 
them, tour with them and to deliver discourses 
on Vedantha. They are still in contact with me 
and invite me on special occasions. This has 
enhanced many times my feeling of veneration 
for them. 

Great sorrow 

1 am recalling an interesting incident which 
took place in Sringeri Pathashala. A boy named 
Ramakrishna Sharma was a student of 
Matriculation class in a school in Mangalore. 


Once he happened to listen to a discourse on 
Bhagavadgeetha. He was so fascinated by the 
lecture that he decided to learn Sanskrit at any 
cost and came to Sringeri. He had to follow 
the rules of the Pathashala very strictly. So he 
grew a tuft on his head after getting the rest of 
the hairs completely shaved and began to dress 
in dhotis only. He bathed in the river and went 
to houses seeking alms for his food. Every day 
he would do ‘Gayathri Japa’ a thousand times. 
But in spite of all his efforts in leading a 
disciplined life of a student he was unable to 
pronounce the Sanskrit words correctly. He 
took one month just to leam ‘Rama Shabda’ 
but determined as he was he learnt ‘dhatu 
rupas’ and related grammar portions in a 
quicker pace. With his continued single- 
minded efforts he completed his learning of 
‘Dashakumara Charitha’, ‘Panchatantra’ etc., 
within a year. He began conversing in Sanskrit 
and would do so with me everyday at least for 
half an hour in order to perfect his fluency in 
that language. In about three years time he 
mastered the whole of Sanskrit literature and 
could even write prose works as well as poetry. 
His compositions would almost equal those of 
Baana and Dandi. None could point out even 
a single mistake in his writings. Once it so 
happened that in course of his conversation 
with a learned man from Tanjaavoor the latter 
pronounced & phrase wrongly as 
‘Chaturbhirbhittitibhihi’. It should have been 
‘Chatasrbhirbhittibhihi’. Our alert and cautious 
Ramakrishna Sharma, instead of correcting 
him then and there, used the correct form of 
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the phrase in his continued conversation and 
saved the learned man’s face. Having realised 
his mistake the learned man apologised. Later 
on Ramakrishna Sharma went to Kashi 
(Vaaranaasi) and learnt both advanced 
Grammar and Astrology. By the time I returned 
from Dharwad he too had returned to Sringeri. 
I have projected him as an ideal person to so 
many of my students. Unfortunately he met 
his death somehow when he had gone to 
Mangalore and I was really sorrowful grieving 
for his untimely death. 

Customs and rituals 

It is my nature to observe and analyse things 
in a critical manner and test it on the 
touchstone of truth. I follow that tested method 
in the study of the Vedas, Puranas and Dharma 
Shastra. So many incoherent traditions and 
customs have infiltrated into our practice of 
‘Shodasha Karmas’. I tried my level best to rid 
them from unnecessary and unwanted 
practices but soon 1 realised that it was 
impossible because 1 found that people would 
agree only for shortening the ordained rituals 
but not for abandoning even a bit of their 
meaningless customs. Here I wish to clarify this 
with an example. As part of the marriage 
celebrations among the Kaushika Sankethis 
needle and lemon must be kept ready at the 
time of ‘Varapooje’. This practice was not 
being followed by the people of Lingadahalli 
and surrounding areas. As the bridegroom was 
from Kuppalli and the bride was a native of 
Lingadahalli we had kept both needle and 


lemon ready. The Purohit demanded for 
coconut oil. 1 didn’t know that it was necessary 
but anyway it was also brought and placed 
before him. I tried to guess its immediate utility 
and it occurred to me that it may be used to 
minimise the pain while pricking with the 
needle. It would have been sufficient if three or 
four thorns were brought to enact the pricking 
ritual, I thought. I asked the purohit whether all 
these things were necessary. This irritated the 
purohit and he shot back glaring at me, “Don’t 
poke your nose in these matters. Everything 
must go on strictly in accordance with our age 
old practices.” Some time later the purohit 
conducted two different ‘Homas’ in the same 
Agnimukha’. When I questioned its propriety 
he simply brushed aside my question saying 
whatever he did was quite proper and it did 
not matter even if he had deviated from the 
prescribed rituals enjoined by the ‘shastras’. 
So in his view customs and practices were to 
be given highest priority. In my opinion one 
may have knowledge of the ‘shastras’, logical 
thinking capacity and mental proclivity to go 
by the ‘shastras’ but one should not go against 
the hoary customs as it may amount to 
thrusting one’s hand into the beehive. 

Persons to be remembered 

There was my uncle Subba Rao, who had 
studied up to Intermediate and working in the 
Marikanive dam site. It was the period of the 
struggle for freedom of our country. He was 
drawn to the freedom movement by Gandhiji’s 
line of thinking and action. He read the book 
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‘Nature Cure’ and began to follow it with 
imperturbable faith. He resigned his job and 
joined the freedom movement. 

Greatly influenced by the contents of the 
above book he took to growing fruits and nuts 
which he considered to be the natural food. 
He bought some lands coming under the 
jurisdiction of the village Munchatthevaru near 
Tanigebylu and having ploughed it with his own 
hands he planted seedlings of fruit bearing trees. 
He would always eat fruits and nuts. I too was 
with him for about two months and everyday 
he would read out chapters from the book 
‘Nature Cure’. Explaining it to me he would 
ask and persuade me to follow that system with 
faith and conviction. This has helped me a 
great deal in the preservation of my health in 
quite a good condition. Sri Subba Rao was 
following the footprints of Gandhiji in every 
possible way. He was weaving his own mats 
and also wove barns out of bamboos for storing 
paddy. He would dress in the same way as 
Gandhiji did and discuss with great interest 
the important points in ‘Nature Cure’ so that 
the people who came into his contact would 
follow them without any prejudice or wrong 
notion. 

Another interesting person who followed 
Gandhiji ardently was Sri Andekuli Manjaiah, 
the son of my paternal aunt. He lived in 
Basavani village of Thirthahalli Taluk. Coming 
under the influence of Gandhiji he too had 
dedicated his life to his motherland. He was a 


freedom fighter who had been to jail several 
times. His children also are following their father 
in leading a simple and clean life. 

Sri Ramakrishna Jois of Birur was a purohit 
cum astrologer. He was my father’s co-brother. 
He studied in Sringeri and became a Sanskrit 
pundit. He was a classmate of Sri Sri 
Chandrashekhara Bharathi Swamiji before he 
took to ‘sanyasaashram’. He was giving 
discourses on scriptures. His house was like a 
choultry offering all the facilities such as 
boarding and lodging. Though he had no extra 
source of income his generous nature seemed 
to have been running the affairs of the house. 
His son Chidambara Jois is also a scholar in 
both Kannada and Sanskrit languages. He is 
a poet capable of composing worthy poetry in 
both the languages. His children are also of 
the same calibre. 

Years ago there were no cultural 
associations or activities in my village but not 
so now. All the youths of the village have come 
together and dedicating their time and energy 
they have been conducting cultural 
programmes. Mention may be made of my eider 
brother's son Sri L.G. Ananth who is in the 
forefront of these activities. It is only due to his 
enthusiasm and dedicated work that the 
‘Rama Mandira’ could be built here. There is 
‘Aastika Vivardhini Sangha’ working for the 
betterment of the village people through 
educational, cultural and spiritual programmes. 
I wish and pray for the moral upliftment of our 
society as a whole and the country at large. 


MY LIFE 

Kannada Narration : R.N. Doreswamy 
English Translation : K Sundara Raju 



MY LIFE* 


I was born on 12.12.1916 into the Sankethi 
community well - known for its great musicians, 
litterateurs and Vedic scholars and the place 
of my birth is Rudrapatna of Arakalgud Taluk 
in Hassan District.** Rudrapatna is situated 
on the banks of the sacred river Kaveri. It is 
one among the eight villages exclusively of the 
Sankethi community settlements. Of these eight, 
Bettadapura and Kaushika are the two 
prominent villages of this community. With the 
passage of time some of the families settled in 
certain neighbouring villages and engaged 
themselves in agriculture for livelihood and at 
the same time practised music and astrology. 
They were engaged in Vedic studies and literary 
work also. As a whole the Sankethi people 
became famous for their attainments in various 
fields of life. These hard - working people were 
strong, healthy, courageous and adventurous. 
I have seen them swim across the floods in the 
Kaveri and reach the opposite bank safely. 
They would draw water from the wells, cut 
wood, dig earth in their gardens, plough their 
lands and carry the pots full of water all day 


long to water the various crops. They were 
adepts in cooking several tasty dishes and 
enjoyed relishing them to their heart’s content. 
Even now my mouth waters remembering all 
those traditionally cooked items. Sankethis are 
excellent hosts and treat their guests with love, 
affection and honour. They are known to have 
been endowed with commendable virtues such 
as honesty, amicability, sense of duty, open 
mindedness etc., by birth. 

My ancestors in Rudrapatna 

The grandeur of Rudrapatna that I was 
witness to in my younger days has made an 
indelible impression on my mind and I feel 
elated and thrilled whenever I tend to become 
nostalgic. There were some thirty to forty 
Sankethi families settled in Rudrapatna ever 
since the days of their ancestors who first settled 
there hundreds of years ago. My family was 
being called as ‘Nala family.’ The nickname 
‘Nala’ (meaning canal) might have been 
prefixed since almost all the wet lands of the 
family were by the side of the nala. My father 


* Rewritten : 2000 * Prof. R.N. Doreswamy: 12-12-1916 - 17-08-2002 
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Nala Venkataramaiah, my mother 
Savithramma and my grandfather Nala 
Venkatasubbaiah were the senior members of 
our Nala family. I really wonder why neither 
my father nor any other person informed me 
the details about my grandfather’s life. My father 
being the only child to my grandfather, had lost 
his mother at birth. Inevitably the child grew in 
the care of near and dear relatives. As my 
grandfather was said to be irascible and also a 
bit hard-hearted my father was deprived of the 
loving care even of his father. But his strong 
determination to get educated took him to 
Mysore. As he could not expect any financial 
support from his family he had to depend on 
some benevolent families for his subsistence 
and continuation of education. By his hard 
work and sincerity he successfully completed 
Madras Matriculation. At a time when there 
were only a very few matriculates in our 
community my father earned a prestigious 
place among Sankethis. 

Though my grandfather was a little boorish 
in his behaviour my father respected him 
instinctively. He even looked after his aged 
father day and night with loving care till his 
death. At that time our family was in 
Basavapatna. My maternal grandfather Sri 
Saligrama Ramashastri was also with us. Both 
my grandfathers breathed their last at 
Basavapatna. I was then nine or ten years old 
and these deaths of my grandfathers were very 
painful as well as a mysterious puzzle for me 
as both of them loved me so much. Some time 
later my younger sister Jayamma also died. I 
was very much disturbed with fear about the 


inscrutable nature of death. But the loving care 
of my parents and elder sister and the playful 
nature of my younger brother enabled me to 
overcome that state of puzzle and fear. 

To Mysore and then to Basavapatna 

About five years of my childhood were spent 
in Rudrapatna itself. In those days education 
of children was neither compulsory nor a matter 
of serious concern. Many children did not 
attend the school at all. I too was happy to be 
in their company playing all day long. By that 
time my father got an appointment as a 
personal assistant to the District Education 
Officer in Mysore. My father shifted the family 
to Mysore. Both myself and my brother Ramu 
joined a Primary School in Hale Agrahara. 
Spread of smallpox was rampant there. My 
elder sister Kamalamma, myself and my brother 
Ramu became victims of small pox. 
Unfortunately my brother succumbed. My sister 
and myself survived. After two years of stay in 
Mysore my father was transferred to 
Basavapatna as Head Master of the Middle 
School. It was the year 1925 and I had not 
completed even my primary education. I was 
just 9 years old. My father got me admitted 
directly to the Middle School on the basis of 
my success in the specially held merit 
examination. 

My father had earned a good name for his 
sincere work as a teacher. Under his tutelage 
and disciplined coaching I made satisfactory 
progress in my education and passed the L.S. 
Exam in first class. My parents were ecstatic 
about my result. 
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There were two more additions to our family 
during our stay in Basavapatna. One was my 
sister Jayamma and another my last brother 
Satya Murthy. Jayamma’s untimely death 
occurred here. Three years later two auspicious 
ceremonies took place in our family. Those 
were the days of exhilaration for the whole 
family. My sister Kamalamma was just 14 years 
old. As per the prevailing tradition of those days 
her marriage with Sri R.M. Narayana Rao of 
Rudrapatna was celebrated with all 
magnificence and grandeur. My father had 
spent Rs.1000 for the marriage. Those were 
the days of the silver rupee coins and Rs.1000 
meant a fortune. The people of our community 
showered heaps of praises on my father for 
having celebrated the marriage on such a grand 
scale. Another auspicious function was my 
Upanayanam (Thread Ceremony). This was 
also celebrated on a grand scale. I used to 
perform Sandhyavandana and Agnikarya 
regularly with all veneration and devotion. My 
parents were very happy and felt satisfied that 
I was treading the right path of Brahmana 
Karma as was expected of me. 

Aptitude for Music 

I am not aware whether there were any 
musicians among the ancestors of our family 
but my father possessed great love for music 
though not himself a musician. My mother was 
singing the traditional songs very sweetly. 
Though I knew nothing about music the feeling 
of ecstasy in my mind whenever I happened to 
listen to enthralling music was inexplicable. I 
too had a sweet voice. When we were in 


Rudrapatna the famous musician Vidwan 
Veena Venkata Rao had influenced my father 
towards making me a good musician. My 
father too was thinking on the same lines. So 
the seed had already been sown at Rudrapatna 
itself for me to nurse the seed of music to sprout 
in me and grow to become an artiste of 
recognition. I was initiated into the field of 
music by the then famous Vidwan 
Shatavadhani Venkataramaiah who was also 
a native of Rudrapatna. The cultural 
background and prevailing atmosphere of 
Rudrapatna with the continuous programmes 
of Bhajans, Harikathas, Gamaka and music 
through out the year gave me invaluable 
opportunities to listen to good music. Those 
were the days of many Utsavas such as 
Ramotsava, Ganeshotsava, Navarathri and 
Shivarathri etc. The whole population of the 
village would collectively celebrate these 
Utsavas with great enthusiasm and fervour. As 
an integral part of these Utsavas many cultural 
and entertainment programmes such as music, 
drama etc., were being arranged and all the 
people would revel in them. 

Rudrapatna 

Both my parents had neither brothers nor 
sisters. My grandfather had four younger 
brothers viz 1) Nala Ramaswamaiah 2) Nala 
Naranappa 3) Nala Kashaiah, and 4) Nala 
Krishnappa and their children were 

1) Jayamma and Chandrashekharaiah, 

2) Gamaki Gunduramaiah, 4) R.K. 
Ramaswamaiah, R.K. Thammanna and R.K. 
Srinivasaiah respectively. Nala Kashaiah had 
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no issues. Ancestral properties had been 
divided among the brothers. My father’s 
portion consisted of two acres of garden, 2Vz 
acres of wet land and considerably a big house. 
All the brothers loved and respected my father. 
All the functions and ceremonies were being 
conducted in the spacious hall of our house. 
Myself and my friends, mostly of my own age 
would work as volunteers during all the 
functions earning the admiration and 
appreciation of elders. The main items of 
attraction for us were varieties of prasadam 
such as Kobbari Sakkare, Kadlehittu, Panaka, 
Kosambari, Rasayana, Gojjavalakki etc. 
Today’s Rudrapatna has lost that glamour and 
taste for us. 

In the midst of transfers 

Our ancestral properties were in 
Rudrapatna and we were in Basavapatna. My 
father must have found it difficult to manage 
both his job and the properties simultaneously. 
Of course my mother was also giving suitable 
suggestions whenever occasions arose in 
domestic affairs, but my father was of very 
stubborn nature and would act as he thought 
fit. This would give rise to frequent frictions 
between them but as I was young these things 
were beyond my grasping power. 

My father sold all his properties and bought 
a garden in Basavapatna itself. Plantations of 
mango and coconut were already there. My 
father grew Nanjangud Rasabale (special 
variety) also. We were getting regular crops for 
about 2 or 3 years. But instead of deriving any 


income from the garden it all ended in eating 
and distributing the yield and thieves also were 
carrying away as much as they could. By the 
time my father was transferred to Banavara in 
1930 our garden was in ruinous condition. 
Meanwhile I had been admitted to IV form (VIII 
Std) in the Muncipal High School at 
Holenarasipur. In Holenaraispur I stayed for 
some time in my father’s childhood friend 
lawyer Srinivasaiah’s house. He had earned 
both name and money by being efficient in his 
profession. Just as he was rich he was also 
generous and kind-hearted. He had provided 
lodging and boarding for a number of poor 
students. All my teachers liked me as I was quite 
good in my studies. I worked hard and passed 
the IV form Examination in first class. By that 
time it was already a few months after our 
family also had settled in Holenarasipur. My 
father was transferred from Banavara to 
Saligrama. I enjoyed my summer holidays at 
Saligrama and came back to Holenarasipur 
to join V form. In those days teachers were very 
duty conscious and treated their students with 
affection and understanding. Students 
respected their teachers and had moral fear lest 
they would bring disgrace to the teachers as 
well as the school by their frivolous acts and 
low scholastic achievements. 

Father’s decision 

While still studying in the High School, I had 
no inkling of what I would do or what I would 
become. Never had the thought of my future 
life troubled my mind. Apart from that it was 



MY LIFE 


89 


far beyond even my wildest imagination that I 
would one day become an artiste. Neither had 
I any ancestral background for music nor had 
I grown in that atmosphere so that I could be 
influenced to follow that course. I had not 
undergone any formal training in music except 
attending some preliminary lessons that too due 
to my father’s insistence. But my father, 
somehow, had determined to make me a 
musician and this had really bewildered all the 
concerned in our family. My father wrote to me 
in a firm and decisive manner asking me to 
return to Saligrama immediately putting an end 
to my education so that he could send me to 
Tamil Nadu to learn music. This letter 
exasperated my teachers, well-wishers and 
mainly my caretaker lawyer Sri Srinivasaiah. 
All of them opposed my father’s decision 
strongly and wrote to him to change his 
decision. But my father was adamant and 
made it known to all of them that he did not 
want his son to study further just to become a 
government servant all his life and that he 
wanted his son to become a full - fledged 
Sangeetha Vidwan and lead an independent 
life commanding respect in the society. I could 
do nothing except obeying my father. 
Consequently bidding goodbye to my school I 
returned to Saligrama. 

Uncertainties of the future 

In this world future is an inscrutable mystery. 
Past is past and we do not know what the 
future holds for us. So it is imperative that we 
have got to live in the present. So many 
unexpected turns in my life bear witness to this. 


For my part I have always faced all the situations 
and circumstances in my own way with interest 
and commitment. Never have I gone against 
any situation that came my way and that’s why, 
I believe, even to this day I have guarded and 
sustained my equanimity and peace of mind. 

Discontinuation of education was bothering 
me often after I came back to Saligrama. But 
some inexpressible hazy dream had gripped my 
mind. It might be the respectable and exalted 
professional life of an artiste in comparison to 
other professionals. Travelling far and wide by 
trains, visiting new places and sight seeing 
along with regular music concerts, all seemed 
very attractive to me. Very happily I was 
anticipating further developments. After 
sufficient enquiries and consultations my father 
decided that I should join music classes in 
Annamalai University. He obtained all the 
necessary details pertaining to entrance 
examination, fees, term days, availability of 
accommodation and also train journey. He 
fixed the date of journey and asked me to get 
ready. I was looking forward to the day of my 
departure with both enthusiasm and anxiety. 

At Chidambaram 

My father and myself paid obeisance to our 
family deity Sri Venkataramana Swamy and 
started on our journey to Chidambaram. We 
left Saligrama by bus and went to Hosa 
Agrahara where we boarded the train to Mysore 
and then to Bangalore. Boarding the Madras 
Mail we went to Jolarpet and from there we 
travelled by different trains to Salem and finally 
to Chidambaram via Vriddhachalam and 
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Kadalur. Though the journey was quite tedious 
I did not get bored or tired because of my new 
found interest in both the sufficiently long train 
journey and the new places that I came across. 
My father was telling me interesting things, 
answering my questions and getting me 
eatables all along the journey. It was a journey 
of almost two days and at about 9 p.m. on the 
second day we reached Chidambaram, had 
our meals in a hotel and slept well in a (dharma 
chatra) Choultry. 

Chidambaram is a famous pilgrimage centre 
of South India, known to be the abode of that 
cosmic dancer Nataraja. The spacious ancient 
temple complex attracts thousands of pilgrims 
all round the year. The sanctum sanctorum of 
Lord Nataraja is understood to have 
incorporated in it a legendary mystery viz 
‘Chidambara Rahasya’. 

We went to the temple in the morning and 
had God Nataraja’s darshan. We prayed for 
the success of our mission. After breakfast we 
went to the Annamalai University Campus 
which was at about 3 kms on the outskirts of 
the city. We were new to the place and added 
to it we did not know Tamil. The people there 
were all new to us and they did not know 
Kannada. Still my father was able to make 
inquiries in English and gathered relevant 
information by referring to the Notice Board 
also. I wrote an examination on the same day. 
As there were only a few students the results 
were announced the very next day. I had passed 
but I had to take up Practical Examination also. 
Only students having melodious voice and with 


some knowledge of classical music were being 
accepted for entrance. Though I had a high 
pitched melodious voice I knew nothing about 
classical music. I had learnt only one song 
Adisidaleshoda’ from the gramophone record 
of the famous musician Sri B.S. Raja Iyengar 
and I was singing it playing harmonium as 
accompaniment. This song had become 
popular even in Tamil Nadu. I sang the same 
song. The examiner asked some questions on 
Karnataka Classical music. I plainly told them 
that I knew nothing about it. I was the youngest 
of the students who had attended the 
examination on that day. Any way I was refused 
admission. Later developments proved that it 
was a good thing for me. Had I been admitted 
to the music college I would have missed two 
golden opportunities of ‘Gurukulavasa’. We 
consoled ourselves thinking that all happenings 
were for good only. 

Srinivasa Iyer 

My father was worried because his efforts 
had failed to yield the desired fruit. I was also 
not in a position to suggest any other alternate 
way. Unexpectedly my father met an old 
acquaintance Sri Srinivasa Iyer who happened 
to be working as a violin teacher in that college. 
Somehow he convinced my father saying that 
he would take complete care of me and make 
me a musician in a short period of time as he 
had invented a new method of teaching music. 
Added to it he told that I would not have learnt 
music so well even if I had gained admission 
to the college. My father fell for it. He gave 
enough money in advance to Sri Iyer as 
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‘Gurudakshina’ (fees) and gave me also some 
amount for my expenses. Advising me to learn 
music well with devotion and dedication by 
being obedient to the (master) guru my father 
left me to Sri Iyer’s care and returned to 
Saligrama with complacency. 

I was just 14 years old and it was very 
difficult for me to spend the first few days in 
that unfamiliar atmosphere. The people around 
me, their language, their tradition and the 
temple town Chidambaram were all new to me 
and more often embarrassing also. Sometimes 
I would cry reminiscing my father, mother, 
sister, brother and friends. For me music lesson 
would be there only for half an hour at the most. 
My teacher Sri Iyer would spend all his day in 
the college and in the company of his friends. 
Music lessons did not have a regular time-table. 
He would not follow the traditional method in 
teaching but ask me to learn as much as 
possible the easy way. He would dictate the 
lyrics without giving ‘Swara Prastara’ (musical 
notation) for it and would ask me to follow his 
singing. I had to learn with just that kind of 
guidance. Evidently I was deprived of the 
opportunity of learning and singing music in 
the traditional way and it was all in 
contravention of my father’s fond hopes. After 
four or five months of my futile efforts at 
learning music perchance my elderly friend 
Srikanta who was learning violin in the 
university advised me to go to Salem and learn 
music from Vidwan Doreswamy Iyengar. He 
also told me that I must consider myself very 
fortunate if he would agree to accept me as his 


student. He insisted that I should put forth my 
efforts in that direction immediately. I wrote to 
my father giving a detailed account of the 
situation and in return my father wrote asking 
me to return to Saligrama forthwith. 

Of course, barring a few days in the 
beginning I had spent the days in 
Chidambaram very happily. I used to go to 
the Nataraja temple every day to have His 
darshan and then very joyously taste the Pongal 
Prasadam. I believed that it must have been 
the virtues of my previous birth that had 
bestowed on me this opportunity of having 
Nataraja’s darshan continuously for almost six 
months. It had given me courage and self- 
confidence. Though I had no idea of what 
should be my aim in life I somehow believed 
that my luck would lead me in the right 
direction. Ever since I have been optimistic 
and have never worried about my future. Never 
have I felt pessimistic even while facing 
extremely difficult situations in my life. 

In Salem 

I returned to Saligrama and spent some time 
happily in the midst of my family members and 
friends. In the meantime my father had made 
all arrangements for me to go to Salem. At 
Salem there was our well - wisher Dr. H. 
Sreenivasaiah who was running his own clinic. 
Very graciously he agreed to be my guardian 
in Salem. 

I went to Salem all alone. My father 
had given a letter of introduction to 
Dr. Sreenivasaiah. Alighting the train I went 
directly to the doctor’s dispensary and handed 
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over to him my father’s letter. He read it and 
felt very happy. He took me to his house for 
meals. The same evening he took me in his car 
to his dispensary and made all arrangements 
for my stay in the adjoining room. By about 
7.30 p.m. my guru Vidwan Salem Doreswamy 
Iyengar came to the dispensary. Our doctor 
introduced me to my guru and requested him 
to take me as his student. I was amazed on 
seeing my guru’s magnificent personality with 
his radiant face. I bowed down to him in 
veneration. He took me in his arms and blessed 
me. With love in his eyes he asked me to attend 
the music classes at his house from the very 
next day itself. Three daughters of our doctor 
were also Guruji’s students. 

Sri Doreswamy Iyengar 

The next morning after performing morning 
ablutions 1 prayed to God and went to my 
guru’s house carrying flowers and fruits as a 
mark of traditional respect and honour to the 
guru. It was an auspicious day. After 
worshipping Goddess (Saraswathi) Vagdevi 
guruji began giving introductory lessons. But 
before that he tested my knowledge of music 
by putting some questions and also tested my 
voice by asking me to sing. It seemed that he 
must have entertained the hope that I would 
prove to be his worthy student. Then he taught 
me the preliminaries beginning with sarales in 
accordance with the method of teaching 
classical music. I was really fortunate to learn 
music from such an eminent guru. 

Vidwan Salem Doreswamy Iyengar 
belonged to that great musician saint Sri. 


Thyagaraja’s student lineage. The famous 
Ariyakkudi Ramanuja Iyengar was his 
classmate. Vidwan Ramanad Srinivasa 
Iyengar, also called as ‘Puchi Iyengar’, was their 
guru: This ‘Puchi Iyengar’ was the student of 
Vidwan Patnam Subrahmanya Iyer who had 
learnt music from Vidwan Manambu Chavadi 
Venkatasubba Iyer, a direct disciple of the most 
revered repository of music Sri Thyagaraja. In 
this way I was glad, that I too belonged to the 
band of, Sri Thyagaraja’s Shishya Parampara’ 
(line of disciples). With my devotion and 
dedication I served my guru and earned his 
grace. Without any reservation he taught me 
all the secrets of musicology and its practical 
applications. He enriched my knowledge with 
all its details viz Raga, Laya, Shruthi, Swara 
etc., elaborating them with suitable examples 
of different Kritis. He would also tell me the life 
histories of famous Vaggeyakaras 
(Composers). He took me on a tour of 
Coimbatore, Thiruchur, Madras, Madurai etc., 
in connection with his concerts. He was 
encouraging me to sit with him on the dais and 
sing with him whenever he thought it fit. Both 
my theoretical and practical knowledge of 
music grew in the right direction. I too was 
putting maximum efforts to become a musician 
of some merit. 

My voice deceived me 

I crossed my 18th year on 12th Dec 1934. 
By that time I had already spent almost three 
years in Salem. I had also been to Saligrama 
two or three times. When I was working hard 
towards becoming a recognised musician my 
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bad luck gained upper hand. Gradually I lost 
my melodious voice and it became impossible 
for me to sing in high pitch. My voice went on 
becoming hoarse and I could not sing at all. I 
had become desperate. My health too was not 
satisfactory. Guruji also was worried and had 
to stop giving lessons to me. I was utterly 
disappointed and disgusted. 1 was greatly 
disturbed but somehow I spent six more months 
in Salem rendering my services in guru’s house. 
I did not know what my life would come to. 

One day, all of a sudden, my father appeared 
before me. He had stayed incognito in Salem 
for the past three days closely observing my 
daily routine and the change in my physique. 
He was greatly disappointed and decided to 
take me back to Saligrama. He took guruji’s 
permission telling him that it was only a 
temporary measure. So I came back to 
Saligrama with a dampened spirit. 

For sometime I forgot about music and felt 
free to while away my time either playing or 
roaming about with my friends. Later I began 
studying both Kannada and English books 
under my father’s guidance. Apart from that I 
was learning Sanskrit also from a teacher. It 
was my father’s intention that my knowledge 
should not suffer even though he had deprived 
me of my schooling. 

Though my voice had failed me in becoming 
a vocalist my father would not accept defeat 
so easily. He had decided firmly that I should 
remain in the field of music, grow as a musician 
and dedicate my life for the cause of music. If 
it was not possible for me to become a singer, 


my father thought, I could definitely try my hand 
at playing Veena, the most distinguished 
musical instrument of his choice. He decided 
that I should become a Veena Vidwan. It must 
have been the most auspicious moment when 
my father took that decision because God’s 
grace also willed that I should become a vainika 
of repute. As such I became a Veena Vidwan 
and dedicated my life to the cause of music. It 
is beyond my poor vocabulary to express my 
heartfelt gratitude to my father but for whose 
adamantine will-power I would not have 
become what I am today. My father began his 
efforts in this direction without further loss of 
time. 

Our relatives residing in the house opposite 
to ours had an old Veena with them. When my 
father asked for it they readily agreed and gave 
it to us expressing their happiness that the 
Veena would be very useful to me for learning. 
The Veena was in good condition. Now arose 
the question of searching for a ‘guru’ who 
would teach me well. In those days a senior 
Veena Vidwan of our own Sankethi community 
was Sri Veene Channakeshavaiah (also called 
as Pudashamanna). He lived in Mysore 
working as a Veena teacher in Maharani’s 
High School. He was the elder brother of my 
first teacher Shatavadhani Sri 
Venkataramaiah. I became his student. Every 
day after having my midday meals I would 
leave Saligrama by bus, reach Hosa Agrahara 
and from there go to Mysore by train. Reaching 
Mysore by evening I would directly go to 
guruji’s house located on Dewan’s road for my 
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lessons. Afterwards I would go to Vittla Rao’s 
Ramamandira in Shivarampet for sleeping. 
Getting up early in the morning I would go by 
walk to the Railway station to catch the 
Arasikere train scheduled to leave at 7 a.m., 
get down at Hosa Agrahara and reach 
Saligrama by bus at about lO.a.m. Once again 
I would be ready by 3.00 p.m. to go to Mysore. 
This was my routine for about 3 to 4 months. 
But the progress in learning Veena was not 
satisfactory. 

To Yesalurpet 

An unexpected turn of event in the family 
changed the very direction of my life. My father 
was transferred to Yesalurpet in Sakaleshpur 
Taluk. It was a village in Malnad area. Apropos 
to the then prevailing rules every Govt, servant 
had to compulsorily serve for one term (3 years) 
in Malnad area. My father shifted his family 
from Saligrama to Yesalurpet. It was an entirely 
different chapter in my life here because the 
place was far off from the music world. But, I 
am glad to say that the circumstances here 
turned out to be an experimental ground for 
my ability to adapt to whatever circumstances 
that life put me in. I feel proud that I was 
successful even in this. 

My father was of adventurous nature. He 
would face any challenge in life quite 
courageously. By nature Sankethis are very 
fond of gardening. Though the garden he had 
so lovingly raised in Basavapatna had gone to 
ruins because of his transfer he still had in him 
that love of the garden. So he sold the ruined 
garden at Basavapatna for a nominal price and 


purchased 10 acres of land full of trees 
surrounding the plane land and three acres of 
wet land, all for just Rs.500 in an auction. He 
got the lands cultivated and planted one 
thousand cardamom seedlings. Along with 
other trees there were big jack trees yielding 
rich fruits. My father arranged to plant coconut, 
mango, orange and some other fruit bearing 
trees. Plantains were also grown in large 
numbers. He built a small house also for 
temporary stay and to serve as watchman’s 
quarters. Wet land was also cultivated. 1 was 
my father’s right hand in all the works 
connected with the lands. All the members of 
the family would come there for a pleasant stay 
in the midst of bountiful nature. There was a 
small rivulet surrounding our lands. We took 
great pleasure in bathing in this rivulet. 

I was simply overwhelmed by the gamut of 
greenery in the whole of Malnad. Now we 
cannot even imagine the severity of the long 
drawn rainy season in Malnad. Heavy rains 
would pour and pour nonstop for three months. 
For weeks Sun would not show his face. I used 
to cover my head with a head-gear made of 
bamboo to shield me against the onslaught of 
heavy rains and hailstones while moving about 
in our lands. I had grown immune to both hot 
and inclement weather conditions. 

The cardamom plants were growing day by 
day. But monkeys were a menace to these 
plants. They would cut open the plants to eat 
the inside kernal. In order to control this menace 
a gun-man would be there in every estate. He 
would be roaming about in the estate and 
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wherever monkeys appeared he would fire just 
to scare them away. Sometimes the estate 
people would kill one or two monkeys and hang 
them outside the estate so that the scared 
monkeys would not enter. But those who 
thought it a sinful act would not kill monkeys. 
Once in a way I too would hold the gun and 
make rounds in our garden just for the fun 
of it. 

We were getting plenty of all the fruits from 
our garden and we began getting paddy crop 
also. In the very first round of cardamom crop 
we got about 20 maunds (approximately 225 
kgs) which made us all very happy. I took this 
to Sakaleshpur market and sold it at Rs.30 per 
maund. All the members of our family felt very 
happy when I handed over Rs.600/- to my 
father. If this trend had continued for some 
years I would have been a cardamom estate 
owner. But God had willed it the other way 
and spared me to achieve the goal of my life as 
determined by my father. 

Our life in Yeslurpet was replete with peace 
and plenty. We were not at all aware of the 
passing days. Working as the Head Master of 
the Middle School my father had earned the 
affection and goodwill of his students, 
colleagues and the villagers. He was not only 
an eminent teacher but also a good 
administrator. His old students who had 
already risen to high positions in their lives 
would pay their highest regard and respect to 
him. He always sympathised with and helped 
the poor people in difficulty. His love for his 
children was exemplary. He always wished that 


the hardships he suffered on account of his 
father’s quick temper should never visit his 
children on any account. 

My mother was very skillfully managing all 
the domestic affairs. She was our ‘Griha 
Lakshmi’. She loved her children very much 
and also affectionate towards all the relatives 
and well-wishers. My brother Sathya Murthy 
who was nine years younger to me was 
attending first year class of the middle school. 
My sister Kamalamma, though elder to me just 
by two years, was married and already had 
three children - two daughters and a son. My 
sister and her children would be with us for 
almost nine months in a year because my 
parents loved them so much. My brother-in- 
law R.M. Narayana Rao was a very nice 
person without any reservations normally 
attributed to a son-in-law. He was fondly looked 
upon as the eldest son in the family. He was a 
middle school teacher and was getting 
transferred from place to place. This was also 
a reason for my sister and her children to be 
with us for the greater part of a year. Many of 
our relatives also frequented our house. My 
mother would treat them all with affection and 
concern. She was Annapoorneswari’ of our 
house providing all the protection to us. 

Though I was fully engaged in looking after 
our lands I had not given up practising whatever 
music I had learnt at Salem. I had memorised 
all the 100 kritis (compositions) that I had learnt 
there. My voice also had changed for better, 
but still I was unable to sing in the higher pitch 
and also I could not continue singing for a long 
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time. I used to sing the kritis ; Ksheerasagara 
shayana, Nagumomu and Dinamanivamsha , 
in a low pitch and my father enjoyed listening 
to them. 

My father was taking pains to inspire me to 
sing. He would not keep quiet if I did not 
practice singing. Of course, the old veena was 
with me but I had not learnt to play it. On the 
other hand my father had induced in me the 
thirst for knowledge. I read the life histories of 
Mahatma Gandhi, Jawaharal Nehru, 
Ramakrishna Paramahamsa and Swami 
Vivekananda thereby improving my English 
language also. He taught me some important 
portions of Vedanta. I developed the habit of 
reading newspapers and to a certain extent 
tried to understand the political atmosphere of 
the country. My father taught me to follow 
regular schedules in my food habits and 
physical exercises also to ensure my all - round 
development. I ever feel fortunate in being the 
son of such a caring father. 

Life in the beautiful Malnad area for over 
four years had fascinated me. The bountiful 
nature of Malnad had cast its spell on me. I too 
had completely given up my aim of becoming 
a musician or veena vidwan and took it to be 
my fate to continue to live here indefinitely. 
And added to it, I loved to live the simple village 
life. 

In my younger days my father had taken 
me to Mysore two or three times during Dasara 
festival. I had seen the Palace, Zoo, Chamundi 
Hills and I had been happy and thrilled to 
witness ‘Jamboo Savari’. The grand sight of 


the procession in which the then Maharaja of 
Mysore His Highness Sri Nalwadi Krishnaraja 
Wodeyar Bahaddur sitting inside the golden 
‘howdah’ (ambari) tied on the back of a 
decorated huge elephant (pattada Ane) moving 
slowly and majestically had been the 
culmination of the Dasara festivies. The people 
living in Mysore must be very fortunate and 
blessed, I had thought. I could not even in my 
wildest imagination or dream entertain the 
thought of living in Mysore city. My joy knew 
no bounds when unexpected turn of events 
made my dream come true. 

My brother Sathya Murthy passed his L.S 
(Lower Secondary) Examination of 1938-39 
in first class. He had to join a High School at 
some other place. Discontinuing my education 
at the High School level itself had greatly 
disappointed my mother because she wanted 
me to become a graduate. In order to make 
good that loss in my case she persisted in her 
efforts to provide all possible facilities for my 
brother to continue his education. None in the 
family would agree to send him alone to some 
other place for that purpose. 

In Mysore 

So my mother took great pains to convince 
my father to shift the whole family to Mysore. It 
was only after debating the pros and cons of 
shifting to Mysore my father acceded. He must 
have realised the futility of his experiments in 
my case and that had made him take the 
decision which turned out to be most 
favourable for both of us. My mother felt very 
happy that at least her younger son would 
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definitely become a graduate. Though my 
father had fondly raised the cardamom estate 
and the garden for the welfare of the family he 
had to relinquish it in preference to his son’s 
education. There was also another intention 
of my father which he hoped would be fulfilled 
in Mysore and that was making me a musician. 
So with those dual purposes in mind he fully 
agreed to shift the family to Mysore. 

The year 1939 was an auspicious and a 
happy year for me. When my life was wavering 
in uncertainties Mysore provided a firm base 
for it. My brother Sathya Murthy was admitted 
to IV form (I Year) in the Banumaiah’s High 
School. But my father continued to work in 
Yesalurpet itself. He would come to Mysore 
now and then to see to the smooth running of 
the affairs of the family. I made acquaintance 
with some boys of my age and roaming about 
with them was my only pastime in the 
beginning. As days went by I began eating in 
hotels and visiting cinema houses with my 
friends. Climbing Chamundi hills once or twice 
a week by foot and attending gyms in the 
evenings were some of the other pastimes that 
I used to engage myself in the company of my 
friends. As I had no job or any other 
engagement I was enjoying life freely without 
any constraints. After all it was natural for a 
youth of my age. 

Though my progress in learning music had 
come to a temporary lull I had the opportunity 
of listening to good music in Mysore. Music 
concerts were being arranged at the palace. 
The then Maharaja of Mysore Sri Nalwadi 


Krishnaraja Wodeyar was a lover of music. 
Famous musicians from various places were 
being invited to the palace to give their concerts. 
Loud- speakers would be fixed at all the four 
main gates so that a large number of music 
lovers could enjoy listening to the music. Even 
reputed Hindustani classical musicians were 
also giving their concerts. It was a Godsent 
opportunity for me in Mysore which helped 
greatly in creating and developing higher 
aspirations in me to begin afresh my learning 
exercise and rise to a higher level in that field. 

The service rendered and encouragement 
given to musicians by the Mysore Royal family 
was unparalleled, peerless and exemplary. The 
combined periods of Mummadi Krishnaraja 
Wodeyar, Nalwadi Krishnaraja Wodeyar and 
Jayachamaraja Wodeyar was a golden age of 
Karnataka classical music. The stalwarts of 
Hindustani music who had adorned the durbar 
of Nalwadi Krishnaraja Wodeyar were 
Indubala, Goharjan, Kesaribai Kelkar, 
Abdulkarim Khan, Fiaz Khan, Barkathulla 
Khan, Vishnu Digambar Paluskar and others 
and the stalwarts of Karnataka classical music 
were Veena Kuppaiah, Sambaiah, Maha 
Vaidyanatha Iyer, Patnam Subrahmanya Iyer, 
M.S. Subbulakshmi, D.K Pattammal, Ramnad 
Srinivasa Iyengar, Ariyakkudi Ramanuja 
Iyengar, Musari Subrahmanya Iyer, Chambai 
Vaidyanatha Bhagvathar, Shemmangudi 
Srinivasa Iyer, Thirukkodikkaval Krishna Iyer, 
Govindaswami Pillai, Tiger Varadachar, 
Papam Venkataramaiah and Dwaram Venkata 
Swamy Naidu. All these great musicians had 
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given their concerts in the palace and were 
profusely honoured by the ruler. It was not easy 
for the musicians to satisfy Krishna Raja 
Prabhu, a highly knowledgeable person and 
a great connoisseur of music, with their 
concerts. Mysore Sadashiva Rao, Karigiri Rao, 
Veena Venkata Subbiah, Veena Dodda 
Sheshanna, Veena Sheshanna, Veena 
Chikkaramappa, Veena Subbanna, Bidaram 
Krishnappa, Vasudevacharya, Veena 
Padmanabhaiah, Veena Shivaramaiah, Veena 
Venkatagiriappa, Chikka Rama Rao, 
Devendrappa, R.S Keshava Murthy and 
Chowdaiah were the most eminent court 
musicians who had made the court of 
Sri Krishna Prabhu shine like the proverbial 
court of Bhoja Raja. 

The atmosphere of Mysore evoked in me 
the desire to continue learning music. Asthana 
Vidwan Sri Chikka Rama Rao graciously 
accepted me as his student and began teaching 
me vocal music. But it did not last long because 
my voice played truant once again. So I had to 
give up vocal practice but once again I began 
searching for a veena vidwan. By that time 
both Veena Sheshanna and Veena Subanna 
had retired. Veena Venkatagiriappa was then 
Sri Krishna Prabhu’s favourite vainik and very 
famous also. He was the favourite disciple of 
Veena Sheshanna. I decided that I should learn 
playing Veena from such a maestro 
Sri Venkatagiriappa. 

Marriage 

I was already twenty three and my parents 
were seriously thinking of getting me married. 


One fine day my mother disclosed to me the 
news of my marriage having already been 
fixed. The bride was eleven year old Lakshmi, 
the first daughter of Gangur Shanbhog 
Ramaswamaiah, a native of Rudrapatna. By 
the time Lakshmi was born we had left 
Rudrapatna. Though the difference in our ages 
was a whopping 12 years, it was quite 
common in those days and only the decision 
of the elders of the family that mattered. None 
could question it as they would take it for 
granted that all others including the bride and 
the bridegroom have given their unconditional 
consent. Anyway the little girl whom I 
remembered to have seen long back in 
Rudrapatna once was to become my life 
partner. The marriage was celebrated with all 
grandeur in the prevalent traditional manner 
in June 1939. The celebrations continued for 
almost a week. In the midst of varied rituals 
and customs connected with the marriage, I 
enjoyed looking surreptitiously at the innocent 
face of my bride. The next time I saw her 
happened to be during the Deepavali festival 
at my father-in law’s house. Every one in the 
family took special care of me lovingly by 
attending to my requirements with immediate 
effect. I too was very much attracted to their 
simple and unostentatious life. 

Marriage was over but I was not yet 
prepared to assume the responsiblities of a 
married man. Neither was I educated nor 
properly trained as a musician. I had not 
acquired the ability to stand on my own feet as 
I did not know any profession to depend on. 
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Of course, I could have made a living as an 
agriculturist, but I had left the village and come 
to settle in Mysore. I did not know what my 
future would be. My father’s salary was Rs 50 
per month. In those days Rs 30 was enough 
for the maintenance of a middle class family 
like ours. My father was used to a very simple 
life and the family was no burden for him. But 
I thought that 1 too must get prepared to 
shoulder the responsibilities of the family and 
lend support to my father in the days to come. 
Eventually my father decided to test my luck 
by admitting me to the Gurukula of the great 
Veena maestro Sri Venkatagiriappa. 

Veena Venkatagiriappa 

One auspicious day I went with my father 
to meet Sri Veena Venkatagiriappa at his 
residence in Hosakeri. We had taken with us 
flowers and fruits as a token of our reverence 
for him. Some of his students were practising 
veena in a room which stood on the raised 
platform outside the house. We saw the veena 
maestro and placing the flowers and fruits at 
his feet we bowed to him in obeisance. With a 
cheerful face he inquired in detail about our 
whereabouts and the purpose of our visit. My 
father told him everything about our family and 
his futile efforts in making me a musician. Then 
he requested him saying, “Sir, please take him 
as your pupil and teach him to play veena so 
that it could guide him in the direction of 
earning his livelihood in his future life.” But 
the maestro put forth his varied engagements, 
health problems and responsibilities towards 
the palace in support of his helpless condition 


in taking me as his pupil. I appealed to him 
saying, “Sir, it is enough if you can just permit 
me to be your pupil. I take pleasure in serving 
you and consider myself very fortunate if you 
allow me to listen to your veena playing. 
Whatever you teach me, however little it be, I 
take it as ‘Guruprasada’.” I prostrated before 
him with all humbleness. The meastro must 
have pitied me. He said, “You seem to be an 
intelligent and obedient student. Mine is a strictly 
disciplined method of teaching. You must work 
hard and your learning depends largely on your 
practice sessions. Come in the morning. I will 
begin my lessons after testing how much have 
you retained from your previous attempts at 
learning both vocal and veena.” We felt 
extremely happy as if we could taste the nectar 
of music in the coming days. 

The next day getting up early in the morning 
I got ready and presented myself before my 
‘guru’ at his house. I worshipped the veena 
brought at the behest of guruji and prostrated 
at his feet. He put my basic knowledge to test. 
He felt happy at my performance in both vocal 
and veena, though preliminary in character. He 
asked me to practice whatever I had learnt 
about varase, alankaras and geethe and began 
his lessons with swarajati in the raga Mohana. 
He taught me all the techniques of playing 
veena. He was happy about my grasping power 
and devoted practice. I would get up at 5'o clock 
early in the morning and practice playing veena 
up to 7'o clock regularly. I never absented from 
going to Guruji’s house every day for further 
lessons which he taught so affectionately. It 
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must be the virtues of my previous birth that 
had given me the fortune of learning from such 
a pre-eminent and selfless guruji who always 
wished all the best to his pupils and taught them 
so lovingly. Within a year I learnt four 
swarajathis, four varnas and about 20 
compositions. 

By nature guruji was very kind- hearted. He 
used to inquire about the social as well as 
financial status of our family. He would lend 
his helping hand to the needy even before they 
asked for it. As he knew how my father was 
struggling to run the family with his meagre 
income he must have thought that I should be 
able to support myself and if possible the family 
also with my own earnings. He arranged some 
tuitions for me in some well-to-do families. I 
could give tuitions both in vocal and veena 
playing. This was an advantage for me to earn 
some money on my own. The tuition fee ranged 
from Rs 10 to Rs 25. To begin with guruji had 
fixed students from four officers' houses for my 
tuition and I began earning Rs 100 per month. 
Gradually with the increase in the number of 
tuitions my earning also swelled up to Rs 250 
per month. My parents were very happy when 
I gave them my first month’s earning. Their 
happiness knew no bounds when I continued 
to do so in the subsequent months also. In those 
days the salary of a college lecturer was just Rs 
75 and it was a matter of pride for my parents 
that I had become capable of earning far more 
than that. They felt greatly relieved and became 
confident seeing me progressing in the path of 
self-reliance. My father heaved a sigh of relief 


seeing that I had fulfilled his life’s ambition of 
making me a musician and fondly hoped that I 
would definitely acquire the knowledge and skill 
of an accomplished vainik in my later years. 
Fortunately with the blessings of Goddess 
Veenapani my later attainments proved true my 
father’s expectations. 

My co-learners and friends 

By the time I had begun attending veena 
classes at guruji’s house many students had 
already progressed to higher levels of learning. 
Most prominent among them was Sri Veena 
Doreswamy Iyengar. Almost everyday we were 
meeting at guruji’s house and as such became 
very close friends. Sri Doreswamy Iyengar had 
already become very famous all over the 
country as an expert veena player. Naturally 
guruji felt proud of him. Apart from that guruji 
considered both of us as his own eyes and 
would tell everyone that we were his most 
favourite students. Both of us had the fortune 
of rendering our reverential services to our 
guruji till his departure from this physical world. 
We had maintained that mutual friendship, 
love and affection for quite a long time. But 
when Sri Doreswamy Iyengar left this world I 
suffered a great loss in my life. 

Veena Doreswamy Iyengar’s father Sri 
Venkatesha Iyengar was a senior disciple of 
our guruji. He was an excellent veena player 
and also a popular flutist. He was a court 
musician in the court of Nalwadi Krishnaraja 
Wodeyar. His second son Sri V. Deshikachar 
learnt the preliminary lessons in playing both 
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the veena and the flute from his father and then 
learnt advanced lessons from our guruji. In 
course of time he became an accomplished 
flutist and earned name and fame. Another 
expert veena player, Sri M. Chaluvaraya 
Swamy also was one of the distinguished 
disciples of our guruji. He was a musicologist 
and also had learned vedanta. He was very 
famous as a musicologist through his 
discourses. Another famous veena player Sri 
M.J Srinivasa Iyengar was also a disciple of 
our guruji. 

I was a witness to the last only one year of 
the Maharaja Nalwadi Krishnaraja Wodeyar’s 
rule. During that one year I had the rare 
opportunity of seeing the king several times from 
very close quarters as I was accompanying 
guruji to the palace. Our guruji had been 
appointed by the king as Veena Bakshi after 
the death of Veene Sheshanna and Veene 
Subbanna. Consequently he had to go to the 
palace frequently for giving or arranging and 
managing the music concerts at the royal court. 
The king had enjoyed heavenly concerts of 
Veene Sheshanna many times and had 
honoured him with special titles and gifts. Our 
guruji also had imbibed the style of his guru 
Veene Sheshanna to a great extent and the king 
loved to invite our guruji to the palace whenever 
he felt like listening to the Veena recital or when 
ever there was a royal guest wishing to enjoy 
guruji’s Veena concert. The king would even 
take our guruji with the entourage whenever 
he went on tours. Having earned so much of 
recognition, affection and respect our guruji 


was wholly dedicated in his unflinching services 
to the palace and the king. 

Loss of lives 

All of us in the family were happy that 
Mysore had given my rocking life a stability 
which seemed to have paved the way for my 
future in the world of music. My brother was 
successfully moving forward in his educational 
career. Even in Mysore my sister and her 
children continued to be with us most of the 
time. My daily routine would begin with veena 
practice and then going to guruji’s house for 
advanced lessons, attending house tuitions and 
Hindi classes. I was really happy to be engaged 
in all these and other activities which were 
dearest to my heart. 

Two unexpected deaths during the year 
1940 gave a severe jolt to my otherwise active 
life. My mother-in-law who was just 35 years 
old died of typhoid on the first day of Sravana 
at Rudrapatna. On the previous day itself i.e 
newmoon day of Ashada our popular king of 
Mysore Sri Nalwadi Krishnaraja Wodeyar had 
attained heavenly abode. When the death of 
my mother-in-law had caused deep sorrow in 
our family, the death of our king had immersed 
the whole kingdom of Mysore in great sorrow. 
Anyway life has to continue irrespective 
of whatever happens in this world. 
Sri Jayachamaraja Wodeyer ascended the 
throne as the king as he was the heir. But in 
our family my mother-in law’s place had 
remained vacant for sometime. My father took 
the initiative in getting my father-in-law married 
for the second time. Consequently my young 
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wife along with her two younger sisters came 
to stay in our house. In course of time my 
father-in-law’s second wife gave birth to three 
sons and three daughters. Now all of them are 
well settled in life with their children and grand 
children. 

Court Musician 

During the period of King Nalwadi 
Krishnaraja Wodeyar I too was going to the 
palace with my guruji but it was only 
occasional. It was only during the Dasara 
festival of 1945 that I had the fortune of being 
appointed as the ‘Asthana vidwan’ and I 
entered the palace for the first time in the 
capacity of a ‘Court musician’. The first few 
years of King Jayachamaraja Wodeyer’s rule 
was the golden period for court musicians as 
they were being honoured with munificent 
remunerations. Himself being a musicologist, 
well versed both in Western and Karnataka 
classical music, he has so many kritis 
(Composition) to his credit. His kritis have 
gained popularity and even today they are sung 
in concerts by musicians of great repute. He 
shines like a pole star in the cultural sky of 
Mysore. 

Buffaloes instead of the garden 

Meanwhile my father had been transferred 
from Yeslurpet to Mugur in T. Narsipur taluk 
and it was just about 25 miles from Mysore. 
My father used to stay at Mugur making 
weekend trips to Mysore. He had entrusted the 
responsibility of looking after the garden to a 
caretaker. Had he sold it then itself it would 


have fetched him a good price. But he trusted 
the caretaker who brought the garden to ruins 
within two years. His well considered intention 
of preserving the garden for the sake of his 
children had met with great disappointment. 
Eventually he sold it just for Rs 3000. In those 
days Rs 3000 was not a small amount. He 
could have purchased two houses in Mysore 
for that amount. But as ill-luck would have it 
he bought seven or eight buffaloes and let all of 
them to the care of a farmer in a nearby village. 
My father had fully relied on somebody’s advice 
that he could make huge profits by selling the 
milk produced by those animals. Unfortunately 
he had become the victim of gullibility. All the 
animals died of one or the other disease within 
a year. 

He had lost all his money in that 
misadventure. He repented for what he did 
because he was deeply annoyed thinking that 
he had failed in his efforts to preserve some 
property for his children. My mother too was 
deeply hurt. My father was not at all receptive 
to any of my mother’s timely suggestions. All 
these things did not deter me from being 
engaged in my duties. My determination to 
come up in life by my own efforts had given 
me the required strength to face any situation. 

My brother had joined the intermediate 
college after passing SSLC Examination in first 
class. He was intelligent and hard working. After 
his successful completion of Intermediate 
Examination he joined the B.Sc. degree class 
in Bangalore Central College. After completing 
B.Sc. he joined the Visweswaraya Engineering 
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College and completed B.E in Mechanical 
Engineering in the year 1949. Unfortunately my 
father was no more to see his son becoming 
an engineer. All of us in the family were very 
happy and felt proud of him for having achieved 
the rare distinction of becoming an Engineering 
Graduate in those days. But financing his 
education in Bangalore for six years had cost 
us very dearly. Meanwhile we had conducted 
his marriage though he was still attending the 
college. My earnings from Veena tuitions had 
come in very handy for supporting him in his 
achievement. I too had the satisfaction of 
having done my duty. Though my mother was 
still grieving over the sad demise of my father 
which occurred on the 1st of December 1948 
expressed her happiness and blessed her 
engineer son. 

Personal assistant 

During my learning period under guruji, 
I was adorned with the prestigious title of 
Asthana Vidwan’. I owed it to guruji’s kind 
blessings. Guruji had already allowed me to 
accompany him in playing Veena during his 
many concerts at all functions including those 
in the palace. He had begun taking me with 
him wherever he went on tours to give concerts 
ever since 1942. He had great affection for me 
and was entrusting me all his day to day affairs 
for carrying them out in the way he wished to 
be done. I had earned both his confidence and 
admiration. Like a personal assistant I had 
organised about seven or eight of his music 
concert tours spreading over places in both 
South and North India. I was taking care of all 


his personal matters while on tour with 
reverence and concern. I was accompanying 
him on my Veena in all his concerts. Thus I 
had the satisfaction of having served guruji in 
all possible ways. Guruji lived like a king in the 
domain of music. He had inherited a 
fascinating and dignified personality endowed 
with a magnanimous heart. He was being given 
royal treatment wherever he went. He was very 
popular among the music lovers of the country. 

To Thiruchanapalli 

In 1940s guruji was an A’ grade artist of All 
India Radio. Radio Stations in Madras and 
Thiruchanapalli were broadcasting his Veena 
programmes now and then from 7.30 p.m. to 
9 p.m. Once I accompanied guruji to 
Thiruchanapalli for his programme in the Radio 
Station. As there was no direct train from 
Mysore we had to change trains at Bangalore, 
Jolarpet and Erode to reach Thiruchanapalli. 
Starting on the previous day of the programme 
we reached Bangalore and from there went to 
Jolarpet by Madras train in the night, from 
Jolarpet we boarded the Madras- 
Mettupalayam train and continued our journey. 
Just before daybreak the train was stopped 
mid-way because of a derailed goods train. 
After a few hours of waiting the Railways 
arranged a special train from the other side of 
the derailed goods train. Though we continued 
our journey there was no hope of reaching 
Thiruchanapalli Radio Station at the appointed 
hour. Guruji felt disappointed and decided to 
convey by telegram his inability to reach the 
Radio Station on time and return to Mysore. 
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But as I had the experience of living in Salem 
for about four years I thought of an alternative 
way of continuing our journey by bus from 
Salem to Thiruchanapalli. So we got down at 
Salem station and travelled by bus. Guruji saw 
a ray of hope in my arrangement and felt 
relieved. I persuaded both the driver and 
conductor of the bus to somehow make it 
possible for the bus to reach our destination 
within the stipulated time for the programme. 
They kindly obliged realising the importance 
of guruji’s programme. We had reached 
Thiruchanapalli bus stand 45 minutes earlier 
than the scheduled time. From there we took a 
taxi and reached the Radio Station just 
5 minutes before the commencement of the 
programme . The staff of the station who were 
very eagerly awaiting guruji’s arrival heaved a 
sigh of relief on seeing him alighting from the 
taxi just on time. The relay of guruji’s Veena 
concert began at the exact hour and needless 
to say guruji was extremely happy and his 
performance was a grand success. Guruji was 
heartily congratulated by one and all for giving 
a wonderful performance inspite of all the 
inconveniences he had to face. But 
guruji wholeheartedly gave all the credit to me 
saying that I was fully responsible for the success 
of the programme and blessed me. My 
happiness knew no bounds when I heard him 
say that. 

Journey discontinued 

From 1944 to 19481 had the opportunity of 
touring North India with guruji four times. The 


first tour was meant for a Veena programme 
of guruji on the occasion of a royal wedding in 
one of the Northern States. Mysore Palace 
authorities had arranged this programme. By 
the time our party reached Bombay a telegram 
message from Mysore Palace awaited us. It 
conveyed that the royal wedding had been 
cancelled and we could return to Mysore 
forthwith. Both guruji and myself felt greatly 
disappointed but there was no other way. On 
our way back to Mysore we broke our journey 
to visit Manthralayam, to bathe in the sacred 
river Tungabhadra and worship Sri 
Raghavendra Swamiji. Guruji gave his Veena 
concert before Sri Raghavendra Swamiji’s 
Brindavan in the Math premises. Both myself 
and guruji’s eldest son Prasanna Srinivasa 
accompanied guruji on our Veenas. It was a 
memorable programme from guruji who had 
been inspired by his unflinching devotion to 
Sri Raghavendra Swamiji. We were honoured 
and blessed with ‘Phala Mantrakshate’ along 
with suitable remuneration. The 
disappointment resulted from the cancellation 
of our tour had died down giving place to a 
sense of fulfilment in the sacred presence of 
Sri Swamiji. We returned to Mysore very 
happily. 

Second tour 

Our second tour was to Bombay in order 
to attend and participate in the national level 
music festival being celebrated on a grand scale 
to mark the 2000th year of Vikram Era. Guruji 
had been invited to give his Veena concert. Smt 
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M S Subbulakshmi, Parur Sundaram Iyer and 
many famous North Indian musicians were to 
participate in this celebration. 

Guruji asked me to get ready to accompany 
him and also to make all the necessary 
preparations for the journey. As I had already 
known what all the paraphernalia were 
required for guruji’s journey and programme I 
made all the arrangements to his satisfaction. I 
had commenced all this almost a week earlier 
to the date of commencement of the journey. 
A major part of guruji’s dresses, jewels and 
medals that I had packed for guruji’s use had 
all been gifted to him by the royal family and 
guruji had to dress himself in that traditional 
manner befitting the king’s court. 

With all the royal grandeur we reached 
Bombay well before the day of our concert. The 
organizers of the festival had reserved some 
bungalows with all facilities for the 
distinguished invitees to stay there comfortably. 
Excellent food and service had all been 
arranged for so many accomplished artistes 
and distinguished guests from all over the 
country giving no room for any discrepancies. 

Vidwan Parur Sundaram Iyer and his son 
M.S. Gopalakrishnan who is now a great 
violionist, were with us in the same bungalow. 
Sri Parur Sundaram Iyer was an expert violinst 
in both the Karnatak and Hindustani classical 
music styles. That great Hindustani classical 
musician Fayaz Khan was also there with us. 
He had been honoured with the title Aftab- 


Ae-Mausiqi’ (Sangeetha Bhaskara) at the 
king's court by Sri Nalwadi Krishnaraja 
Wodeyar and so guruji knew him very well. He 
too had great respect for guruji whom he knew 
both as an accomplished veena player and a 
favourite of the king. The whole atmosphere of 
the festival was very cordial, and friendly being 
a meeting place of so many great musicians 
and music lovers. The entire place was 
reverberating with heavenly music for the whole 
day as if revealing the varied faces of goddess 
Saraswathi. 

When guruji came to adorn the platform for 
his veena concert the whole concourse of 
music lovers applauded for a long time 
welcoming him and seeing him attired in that 
magnificent king’s court musician’s royal dress. 
He appeared so gorgeous and dignified. Soon 
after guruji began playing on his veena, utter 
silence reigned among the audience and they 
sat spellbound listening to the heavenly music 
emanating from the veena. At each stage of 
his masterly playing on the veena, the music 
lovers were responding with encouraging 
words and sounds. The most distinguished 
musician Smt. M.S. Subbulakshmi and her 
husband Sri Sadashivam were there till the end 
of the concert and congratulated guruji 
wholeheartedly. Smt. M.S. touched guruji’s feet 
in obeisance and in turn guruji blessed her. The 
next concert was by Smt. M.S. Subbulakshmi. 
Her mellifluous voice was God given gift and 
her singing was incomparable. It was celestial 
music which made the audience forget their 
mundane existence. 
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Unfavourable Horoscopes 

Guruji’s veena concert in the festival was a 
grand success. Guruji received both 
appreciation and remuneration in abundance 
and that had made him feel very happy and 
elated. The rulers of Baroda and Gwalior who 
had really enjoyed guruji’s Veena concert 
invited him to perform in their respective 
palaces in Bombay. Those concerts were also 
very successful and both the rulers honoured 
guruji profusely expressing their wholehearted 
appreciation. 

Now I wish to tell you how guruji reacted 
when our first tour stood cancelled 
unexpectedly. He attributed it to the 
unfavourable planetary positions in my 
horoscope at the time. But the astrologer who 
had examined my horoscope had predicted 
that all would be well. Before starting on our 
second tour the astrologer had not given a 
favourable opinion. This time I had lied to guruji 
that all was well with my horoscope and our 
tour would be a grand success. The success of 
this tour had proved the astrologer wrong. 
Though I had no belief in astrological 
calculations and predictions I must admit that 
there was a little fear lurking in my mind about 
the outcome of this tour. I had actually feared 
about what guruji might say in case something 
had gone wrong during this tour also. But 
everything went on well and guruji was in a 
very pleasant mood. This incident had 
convinced me that whatever happened was a 
matter of coincidence and not because of any 
planetary positions or movements as seen in a 


horoscope. For me what mattered most was 
guruji’s well being. Eventually I had the 
satisfaction of having tested the veracity of 
astrology in my own limited way. 

At that time a film producer from Bombay 
Sri Madhu Bose was producing a documentary 
film on ‘Musical Instruments of Hindustan’. He 
shot and recorded guruji’s Veena concert for 
15 minutes. I was also there accompanying 
guruji on the Veena. Guruji received handsome 
remuneration also. Sometime later this 
documentary was screened at Ranjit Talkies 
in Mysore. The proprietor of the talkies had 
invited both guruji and myself for this show. 
Guruji dressed in his traditional royal suit 
looked gorgeous and I too was there with guruji. 
I was very glad to see my face on the big screen. 
I could not get a copy of that film in spite of my 
best efforts. I very much wished to preserve it 
for life as an invaluable memento. 

In addition to various programmes AIR, 
Bombay recorded an hour’s Veena recital by 
guruji in order to broadcast. Both Mysore 
Association and Kannada Sangha of Bombay 
had arranged guruji’s concerts. Our 
comfortable stay in Bombay was extended for 
about a month. It was full of concerts, 
hospitalities and visits to places of interest in 
cars provided by the hosts. It was as if days 
were flying. We returned to Mysore having won 
the hearts of music lovers in Bombay. 

Third tour 

The Third Tour to North India had to be 
taken up sometime during 1946 at the instance 
of dowager Queen of Mysore who had 
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extended invitation to guruji for his Veena 
Concert at the Royal wedding reception of one 
of her royal relatives in Palitana province of 
Gujarat State. Needless to say guruji asked me 
to make all necessary arrangements for the 
journey and also to get myself prepared to 
accompany him as usual. For my part I would 
be ever ready to accompany guruji wherever 
he went. This time arrangements had also been 
made for guruji’s concerts in some other states 
of North India. 

In Bombay we were guests at Corporation 
Engineer ‘Bombay Ramaswami’s’ house and 
gave a Veena programme there. From Bombay 
we went to Kota province where Bangalore 
Lakshmi Narasimhaiah was the Dewan. We 
stayed in his bungalow and gave a programme. 
Guruji’s Veena concert had been arranged in 
the King’s palace at Kota. The king was pleased 
and honoured guruji in a befitting manner. 
Veena concerts had been arranged in the 
palaces of the kings of Bhopal, Bharathpur and 
Jaipur. While going to Bharathpur we had 
taken a break at Agra to visit the world famous 
Taj Mahal. It was a series of highly acclaimed 
concerts which won the encomiums of the kings 
and royal families. At Jaipur Sir Mirza Ismail 
was the Dewan of the state. When he was the 
Dewan of Mysore for some years, he had taken 
steps to beautify the city in all possible ways. 
He had given his ‘Midas’ Touch’ to Jaipur also. 
Guruji’s concerts in the exhibition and the 
palace of Jaipur were extolled by one and all. 
Royal treatment and honour were the order of 
those days. 


In our neighbouring room at the hotel in 
Jaipur, very big industrialist Sri Bhiwandiwala 
and his spouse were staying. After our 
preliminary introduction, one morning when 
guruji was playing Veena in our room, the 
couple came and sat throughout that daily 
session. They expressed their happiness and 
thanking guruji for having given them a rare 
opportunity of listening to his enchanting music 
they invited him to Bombay saying that his 
concert would be arranged at the venue of the 
conference of Kings that was to take place 
shortly. 

From Jaipur we went to Ajmer. It was a 
beautiful place in the midst of beautiful nature. 
All the Kannadigas of that area had unitedly 
made arrangements for guruji’s concert. Being 
himself a Kannadiga, guruji proudly played his 
veena in a very pleasant mood (Manodharma). 
Enjoying the programme to the fullest extent 
the Kannadigas of Ajmer honoured guruji with 
veneration. Leaving Ajmer we went to 
Ahmedabad and from there to the capital of 
Palitana province in Gujarath. Her Highness 
dowager Queen of Mysore was already there 
supervising the arrangements for the royal 
wedding. The marriage was celebrated with all 
the royal grandeur in the august presence of 
many heads of states and provinces. One of 
the highlights of the marriage reception was 
guruji’s incomparable Veena concert. He was 
applauded by all the royal guests. Guruji was 
amply rewarded and honoured with all 
courtesy. Being one of the distinguished royal 
guests of honour the ruler of Bhavanagar 
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invited guruji to his state and requested to 
accompany him to his palace. So we went to 
Bhavanagar in one of the royal cars. We were 
looked after as if we were royal guests. We were 
shown all the places of tourist interest. On the 
third day morning, guruji took his insulin 
injection as usual. But within a few minutes 
there was swelling at the site of the injection 
and fever had developed in guruji’s body. He 
seemed to be disturbed and began talking 
incoherently. He feared that he would die then 
and there and asked me to perform his funeral 
rites there itself like a son. I felt as though the 
sky itself had fallen on my head. For me it was 
even beyond my wildest imagination and I sat 
there dumbfounded praying to God. Sometime 
later guruji’s condition improved and he went 
to sleep. By 3 p.m. he had perspired profusely 
and there was no fever. He got up and took 
some food. Gradually he regained his strength 
and there was no sign of tiredness on his face. 
I suggested for the postponement of that 
evening’s concert at the palace but guruji 
brushed it aside and got ready putting on his 
durbar dress. Fully relying on God’s grace we 
went to the palace at the appointed time. To 
guruji’s surprise the location of the concert had 
been shifted because of hot weather to the open 
air platform in the garden adjoining the palace 
at king’s instance. A costly colourful carpet had 
been spread on the lawn and chairs were 
arranged in rows for all the members of the 
royal family and other WIPs and VIPs. Guruji 
seemed puzzled because he had to play on the 
Veena in the open air and there was no 


arrangement of loud speakers also. The musical 
notes of the Veena would not reach the 
audience with full volume thereby losing its 
harmonious impact. That was guruji’s worry 
and it was a testing time for his skill in playing 
veena, he thought. But he prepared himself 
mentally to overcome this situation by making 
use of his rich experience in playing the 
instrument over a number of years. All the seats 
were filled by a select group of audience. Guruji 
began his concert with a ‘varna’ and 
compositions on Lord Vighneswara and 
Goddess Ambika. The whole atmosphere 
seemed to have been charged with the lilting 
music emanating from the Veena. For detailed 
‘alapana’ he took Kalyani and very successfully 
delineated it to the delight of the royal audience. 
Guruji was at his best and created marvellous 
melody from the twang of his dear veena. The 
king and some of the members of the royal 
family drew their chairs nearer to the platform 
to listen to guruji’s enchanting music. The 
concert came to a close with guruji playing 
Ragamalika, Tana, Pallavi and Tillana. It was 
a memorable concert which I cherish in my 
heart even to this day. Fully engrossed in 
creating ‘nada vaibhava’, guruji had enthralled 
all the music lovers who sat spellbound. The 
king was completely enamoured by the music 
of the evening and his happiness knew no 
bounds. In spite of his indisposition and 
unsuitable open air atmosphere, guruji had 
given his best soulful music which was a 
harmonious blending of his guru Veene 
Sheshanna’s style and his own unique 
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manodharma. The king honoured guruji to his 
heart’s content. 

Our tour had come to a final stage. We had 
to honour Sri Bhiwandiwala’s invitation to 
meet him at Bombay on our return journey. 
So we took leave of the king of Bhavanagar 
and went to Bombay via Ahmedabad. We 
stayed at Modern Hotel which was near VT 
Station. The next day I met Sri Bhiwandiwala. 
He welcomed me very cordially and inquired 
about guruji’s well- being. He expressed his 
regret saying that guruji’s concert had to be 
cancelled because of the cancellation of the 
proposed conference of the kings. In fact Sri 
Bhiwandiwala had already informed us about 
it even before leaving Bhavanagar. But still he 
expressed his happiness for my visit and paid 
Rs 1000/- as his humble contribution in honour 
of guruji for having heard him play Veena in 
his morning practice session in the lodging at 
Bhavanagar. I was wonder-struck at his 
magnanimous contribution to art and the 
artistes. Actually guruji had asked me not to 
try to meet Sri Bhiwandiwala. It was an 
unexpected monetary benefit for guruji. In 
those days it was quite a big sum and guruji 
was both happy and surprised. I expressed my 
gratitude to Sri Bhiwandiwala on behalf of 
guruji and took leave of him with an elated 
heart. We returned to Mysore with a combined 
sense of fulfillment and contentment. 

Final tour 

In 1948 guruji had been invited to take part 
in the All India Music Conference arranged at 
Jodhpur. This was our fourth and the last tour 


of North India. This time Sri V. Doreswamy 
Iyengar also was with us. Guruji was very glad 
to have his two trusted disciples accompanying 
him. It was really a pleasant journey by train 
for two days. At Jodhpur the king himself was 
supervising the lodging and other facilities being 
provided to all the distinguished guests. Every 
conceivable facility was there for us to enjoy a 
very comfortable stay in Jodhpur. Hindustani 
classical musicians were there in large 
numbers. 

Both myself and Sri V. Doreswamy Iyengar 
accompained guruji in his Veena concert which 
went very well with all the musicians and music 
lovers who had assembled there expecting to 
enjoy the best of both Southern and Northern 
classical music. Guruji was honoured with 
great respect keeping in view his status both in 
the Mysore palace and in the world of music. 
From Jodhpur we had to return to Bombay. As 
it was summer time the impact of high 
temperature threatened guruji to take up the 
journey by flight. So by guruji’s grace we too, 
for the first time in our lives, flew to Bombay 
enjoying the experience of the maiden flight in 
an aeroplane. 

In Bombay we were accommodated at the 
Mysore Association. Guruji’s concert had been 
arranged in one or two places. We went round 
Bombay to see all the places of tourist interest. 
Whenever we went with guruji we would get 
well - informed by his colourful narration of 
his past so many experiences in his own jovial 
style. While on tour guruji would forget all his 
woes and difficulties by getting himself fully 
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engaged in programmes that would come his 
way. His health also would improve a lot. 

The joy of becoming an 'Asthana Vidwan' 

I have already let you know of my becoming 
an Asthana Vidwan in 1945 itself. Guruji had 
taken personal interest in my attaining that 
respectful status. I still remember the day guruji 
had come in a tonga (cart drawn by horse) to 
our house on D. Subbaiah Road in Mysore, 
holding in his hand the order from the palace, 
appointing me as the Asthana Vidwan. Guruji 
was so overwhelmed by the order that he could 
not but come personally to my house to break 
that auspicious thrilling news to all the inmates. 
My parents were extremely happy to see the 
order and treated guruji very hospitably 
expressing their humble gratitude to him. For 
them it was as though God himself had come 
down in the form of guruji to bestow on their 
son the boon of Asthana Vidwan’. 

There was a dress code for Asthana 
Vidwan’ to follow strictly in order to enter the 
‘Durbar Hall’ of the palace. White pants, black 
long coat with close collars, gold laced Mysore 
Turban and gold laced ‘Shelya’, all these had 
to be worn neatly. Wearing this dress on the 
first day getting ready to go to the palace as an 
Asthana Vidwan’ I looked like a prince to the 
loving eyes of my parents and their happiness 
knew no bounds. I too was feeling highly elated 
as it was the first honourable post in my life to 
which I had been appointed by His Majesty 
Sri Jayachamaraja Wodeyar, King of Mysore. 
The monthly honorarium fixed for me was just 
Rs 30, but it was considered as a decent 


amount. In those days with that amount one 
could run a medium size family very 
comfortably. 

Two habits 

At that time two of my regular habits were 
of some consequence. One was learning Hindi. 
In 1939 itself I had begun learning Hindi and it 
was the year in which our family had been 
shifted to Mysore. I think it was in 1946 that I 
passed Visharada Examination in Hindi which 
was considered as equivalent to a University 
Degree. I had earned the distinction of first in 
first for the whole of old Mysore State. Hindi 
Prachar Sabha had arranged the convocation 
in which Mahatma Gandhi delivered the 
Convocation Address and distributed 
Visharada pass certificates to all the successful 
candidates. We were very fortunate to see 
Gandhiji and listen to his address from close 
quarters. The memory of that occasion still 
lingers in my mind. 

My second habit was to go to the 
gymnasium every evening for doing some 
physical exercises. Being a youth I was very 
particular about my good health. My co-learner 
Sri M. Chaluvarayaswamy was also coming 
to the gym. and in due course we became good 
friends. My another co - learner Sri V. 
Doreswamy Iyengar did not evince even a bit 
of interest in physical exercise in spite of my 
repeated lectures to him on the subject of 
keeping oneself physically fit. There is an 
episode of his attempt in physical exercise 
which happened in Jodhpur when both of us 
had accompanied guruji in 1948. One morning 
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Sri Doreswamy Iyengar was with me while I 
was doing some physical exercises. He was 
just observing what all I was doing. Playfully I 
asked him, why don’t you begin to do some 
exercises from today itself ? He sprung a 
surprise by readily agreeing to my off-hand 
proposal. Wondering at his readiness I taught 
him some preliminary lessons in physical 
education and asked him to practice ‘danda’ 
and ‘uthbyse’ (sit-ups) then and thereafter 
demonstrating to him how best to do them. Sri 
V. Doreswamy Iyengar perspired profusely and 
seemed to be tired by what little he did as a 
beginner and so he gave up. The next morning 
saw Sri Iyengar suffering from pain in all the 
parts of his body. He could neither stand erect 
nor walk properly. Guruji was alarmed seeing 
Sri Iyengar’s condition and took me to task. 
But Sri Iyengar told guruji that it was his own 
decision and I was not responsible for it. 
Somehow guruji was pacified. From that day 
onwards neither did I suggest to Sri Iyengar to 
do physical exercises nor did he ever made 
bold to try at it once again. For me it has been 
an unforgettable humourous incident which 
makes me laugh whenever it crosses my mind. 

Optimistic tendency 

By the year 1945 I had already been 
recognised both as a good vocalist and a veena 
Vidwan. I was popular also being a much 
sought after music teacher. I had begun giving 
Veena concerts during Ramothsava, Sri 
Krishna Jayanthi, Ganapathi Utsava, school 
and college functions, marriage receptions and 


other cultural functions. Mysore Akashavani 
had already begun functioning and four or five 
of my Veena concerts were being relayed. The 
Akashavani was paying a remuneration of Rs 
15 per programme along with ‘Phalataam- 
boola’ as a mark of respect to the astistes and 
that itself was considered a great honour. Apart 
from this I had been selected as a ‘Radio 
Artiste’ by the All India Radio, Madras Station 
and was being called four or five times in a 
year from 1945 itself, for recording my Veena 
concert. Tamil monthly magazines ‘Kalki’ and 
‘Anandavikatan’ from Madras had published 
good critiques about my concerts. Thus my life 
as an artiste was running smoothly and 
hopefully without giving room for any 
disappointment and it was a matter of pride 
and satisfaction for my parents as well as guruji. 

Though I could not complete even my High 
School course I was earning Rs 250 to Rs 300 
per month from my music tuitions and it was 
far more than the monthly salary of a college 
lecturer with his M.A. or M.Sc. qualification. 
As an artiste I was quite free to lead an 
independent and honourable life which had 
been made possible only because of my father’s 
vision and perseverance. All those people who 
had bitterly criticised my father for his decision 
of putting an end to my education were now 
not only wondering but also envious of my 
tremendous progress in the field of music. 
Those were the days of struggle for me as I had 
to ride on my bicycle all day long visiting my 
tuition houses located in different corners of 
Mysore. I would always be active doing this or 
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that with unabated enthusiasm and without 
feeling tired or bored. I was also taking care of 
our family thereby sharing with my parents the 
burden of maintenance. For them it had given 
great relief and confidence in my ability. 

Sorrowful years 

Both my father and brother-in-law were in 
Govt. Service working as teachers and were 
being transferred to schools in different places. 
My father would come to Mysore now and then 
to look after the family. Though my brother-in- 
law wanted to lead his own family life 
independently my sister’s confinement period 
and ill-health would not permit him to do so. 
These constraints had made it imperative for 
my sister to be with us along with her three 
children most of the time. My sister’s eldest 
daughter had already been married though she 
was just fifteen years old and her another 
daughter and a son were still young. By this 
time my father had been transferred to Mysore. 
We felt very happy that he would be with us in 
Mysore without being disturbed. But his health 
was a matter of great concern for us. He was 
suffering from asthma and bouts of severe 
cough. Without taking treatment in the 
allopathic system he depended solely on 
‘Naturopathy’ and by adopting his own line of 
treatment he had become very weak and 
emaciated. Having lost all his money by way 
of investing in non-profitable ventures he was 
grieving over his inability to safeguard either 
any property or money for his children. He 
would even express it before us and feel 


disgusted. As though this was not enough for 
my father to worry about my brother-in-law’s 
ill-health was the cause of even more worry. 
He was suffering from intestinal disease. He 
had always been very healthy and active but 
now all of us in the family were worried about 
his failing health. 

Both 1948 and 1949 were dreadful years 
for me. In the midst of gloom there was a silver 
ray also and that was the birth of my son in the 
middle of 1948. My parents were dreaming of 
having a grandson and fondling him to their 
hearts content. When their dream came true 
their happiness knew no bounds. I too was 
extremely happy to caress my son and it was a 
thrilling experience for me. 

The first blow was struck during ‘Navarathri’ 
days when Sri Prasanna Srinivas, eldest son 
of my guruji died of typhoid. In those days 
typhoid was one of the deadly diseases which 
had no proper treatment. Guruji was subjected 
to deep sorrow which would trouble him for 
life as a well - known saying goes- ‘Putra 
shokam nirantharam’. He was in a pitiable 
state. 

The second blow was struck sometime after 
‘Navarathri’ when my brother-in-law expired 
on the day of ‘Chamundeswari Theppotsava’. 
He had been admitted to K. R. Hospital for the 
treatment of his intestinal disorder but his life 
could not be saved. His death was bolt from 
the blue both for my sister and my bed-ridden 
father. My sister and her three children had lost 
the very prop of their lives. The whole family 
was immersed in great grief. 



MY LIFE 


113 


My parents were immensely worried about 
the future of their only loving daughter and her 
children. My father had begun to express 
repeatedly his apprehensions about the fate of 
the bereaved family when his failing health was 
a matter of concern for all. Finally he asked for 
my unequivocal assurance about looking after 
my sister and her children without giving room 
for any discrimination. He had full faith in my 
sense of responsibility and obedience. I gave 
my word to him telling that I would take full 
care of the family till my last breath. He felt 
happy and heaved a sigh of relief. 

My father’s health went on deteriorating in 
about one and half months after the death of 
his son-in-law. He became unconscious on the 
morning of 1st Dec 1948 and breathed his last 
on the same afternoon. I was completely 
unnerved and overcome by uncontrollable 
sorrow. But the responsibilities that I had to 
bear would not allow me to keep lamenting for 
days on end. My brother was studying and the 
education of my sister’s children also needed 
my immediate attention especially with regard 
to meeting all the expenses. Within the house 
it was really heart - rending to see both my 
mother and sister lamenting incessantly over 
each other’s cursed destiny. Somehow 
reconciling myself to the melancholic situation 
I performed all the obsequial ceremonies which 
were an integral part of the act of fulfilling ‘Pitru- 
runa’. I remain ever grateful to my father who 
was the architect of my life. 

The tragic impact of the two unexpected 
deaths in the family had dazed us. I was hoping 


against hopes that we would continue to live 
somewhat peacefully. But my mother’s health 
became a cause of worry. She would not agree 
to undergo any medical treatment. This resulted 
in making her bed-ridden. No medical 
treatment could effect in her condition any 
change for the better. Though she seemed quite 
unaware of the external world she would always 
be grieving over my father’s death. We always 
prayed to God kindly to allow our mother to 
live with us for some more years. But her 
daughter’s despondent condition and her own 
pathetic bereavement had made her lose all 
interest in life. She had been an ideal housewife 
and an ideal mother. In the month of June 1949 
my mother breathed her lost leaving all of us 
drifting in the ocean of sorrow. All of us in the 
family had become orphans. I performed all 
the obsequial rituals as ordained in our 
scriptures so that the departed souls may attain 
heavenly abode. At the same time it had 
become imperative on my part to gain full 
confidence so that I could begin a new mode 
of life taking care of all the members of my 
family. 

It took quite sometime for all of us in the 
family to reconcile to the irreparable loss of 
three precious lives within the span of a year. 
By this time my brother had become an 
engineering graduate and in the month of July 
1949 he was appointed by the Government as 
an engineer in Karwar. It was simply 
inexpressible how we wished our parents were 
alive to see their loving son becoming an 
engineer and enjoy that special status of being 
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the proud parents of an engineer son. My 
brother had great love and respect for me. He 
had begun to see our father’s image in me and 
treated me likewise. Though he had already 
been married he set up his family for the first 
time in Karwar. My wife, my son and myself 
were there with his family for sometime and 
returned. There was regular correspondence 
between us. He too would come to Mysore 
whenever an occasion arose or he wished to 
see all of us. He was a very sincere and honest 
engineer and that had earned him his 
superior’s admiration and appreciation. In 
course of time he was promoted as an 
Executive Engineer. It was a matter of pride 
for all of us and we were immensely glad about 
his promotions. 

As though the three grievous deaths in our 
family were not enough I had to suffer another 
most heart- rending death and it was my dear 
son who died of diarrhoea at the tender age of 
one year and three months. Both myself and 
my wife had almost lost all hopes of leading a 
normal life even after suffering such a great 
loss. Mourning the deaths of my near and dear 
ones seemed to be my cruel fate. I had no other 
way except cursing my own bad luck. There 
were no elderly people in my house for me to 
take refuge in them. But the only person who 
took pity on me and tried his best to console 
me was my guruji. He felt very sorry for me 
and pacified me by relating the loss of his own 
son. He made me realise the hard realities of 
deaths and diseases in this transient world 
where we have no other way other than looking 
up to God for succour. 


As is the natural way of the world I too 
gradually recovered my zest for life and began 
taking active part in my daily routine and 
practising Veena. It was as if to make good the 
grievous loss we had suffered, God kindly 
granted us the boon of another son by the end 
of 1951. Once again I saw the light of joy and 
celebration in my house. 

As for my guruji, life was a tale of woe for 
him after the death of his eldest son. He could 
never come out of that sorrowful mood which 
resulted in his becoming bed-ridden. He could 
not move his limbs easily and so he had to give 
up playing Veena which was the very prop of 
his life. At that time Mysore Akashvani had 
fixed a programme of broadcasting guruji’s 
Veena recital. Guruji began shedding tears 
when he could not play the veena as his once 
nimble fingers failed him in the end. With acute 
pain in his heart he said that though still living 
he was as good or as bad as dead. By the end 
of 1951 his health had reached a critical stage 
and he became unconscious. After a few days 
his condition deteriorated further and he 
attained heavenly abode on the 31st of January 
1952. In the bereaved family his wife, two sons 
and four daughters were there to mourn his 
death. And there were his numerous students, 
relatives, friends, admirers and music lovers to 
mourn his death for a long time to come. A 
widely acknowledged and appreciated royal era 
of Mysore Veena ended with the sad demise of 
our most revered and loved guruji. One 
admirable redeeming factor has been the 
continuance of his Mysore Veena style by his 
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many prominent students and even by the next 
generation of students who have been very 
successfully holding high his ‘Veena 
parampara’ thereby spreading the glory of 
Mysore far and wide. 

My professional life 

The year 1952 was specially remarkable 
for two important developments of my 
professional life. The first one was my 
appointment as a lecturer in the Veena section 
of the Mysore Maharani’s College where music 
had been introduced as one of the optional 
subjects from the academic year 52-53. On the 
recommendation of the selection committee I 
had been appointed by the Mysore University. 
Though it was only a part-time job for me it 
was an unexpected gift and sure source of 
considerable additional income which really 
improved my financial position. Some of my 
girl students from tuition houses were attending 
classes in this college. In course of time by 
their attainments they brought name and fame 
both to me and to the college. Twelve years of 
teaching experience in this college helped me 
later in getting appointed to a higher post in 
the ‘Fine Arts College’ of the same University. 
So this part-time job served as a stepping stone 
to my bright future in the field of music. 

The second development was my 
unanimous election as the Secretary of the 
newly started ‘Sangeetha Kalabhivardhini 
Sabha’. This organisation was the brainchild 
of all the distinguished musicians of Mysore 
who put forth their combined efforts with the 
main purpose of giving encouragement to the 


local artistes. Eminent musician and composer 
of the day Sangeetha Kalanidhi Sri 
Vasudevacharya was persuaded to be the 
President for life. Sri B.K Padmanabha Rao, 
Sri H.Yoganarasimha and Sri 
Channakeshavaiah were elected as the Vice- 
Presidents. Devotion to duty, organising 
capacity, service- mindedness and business 
acumen were all ingrained in my nature and 
as such this new responsibility afforded full 
scope for me to work heart and soul for the 
‘Sabha’ thereby making it an objective cultural 
arena for all the upcoming musicians of the 
city. I have had the satisfaction of having 
rendered selfless service to the ‘Sabha’ 
partaking in all its activities. 

In the company of elders 

Ever since 1945 my Veena recitals were 
being broadcast by the Madras and Mysore 
Radio Stations. After Mysore Station merged 
with All India Radio my programmes were 
being broadcast by the Mysore Station only. 
After some years Mysore Station got merged 
with Bangalore Station and it was relaying my 
recitals. Some time later Mysore Station 
became functional once again and this move 
restricted our programmes to Mysore AIR. I feel 
happy to say that even to this day I have been 
giving my programmes as an ‘A’ grade artiste 
of AIR. Apart from that I have given lecture - 
demonstration programmes, participated in 
‘Pancha Veena’ recitals, given lectures and 
taken part in many other musical ventures. 

In those days Mysore Sri K. Vasudevacharya 
was a giant in the field of music. He 
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commanded great respect from all the music 
lovers in general and all the musicians in 
particular. Though he was very well - known 
as ‘Abhinava Thyagaraja’ in the music world 
he led a very simple, humble and devoted life. 
He had a humourous disposition and talked 
to youngsters with love and affection. He would 
unreservedly share his feelings and experiences 
with us. He would demonstrate to us by actually 
imitating how best the famous musicians of 
yesteryears were rigidly following the traditional 
way of singing. We were very fortunate to 
see and listen to such an eminent master of 
music. 

Another great musician who had some 
special liking for me was that Violin Wizard 
Sri Mysore T. Chowdaiah. He had a soft corner 
for me. His love and affection for me had made 
me immensely proud. He was one of the 
maestros of Karnataka Classical music of that 
period who was mostly sought after to 
accompany the senior most famous vocalists. 
He was also an Asthana Vidwan’ (Court 
Violinist) who was very intimate with His 
Highness the Maharaja of Mysore. Both Sri K. 
Vasudevacharya and T. Chowdaiah had 
occupied places of pride in the King's Court. 
Though I was far younger to him in all respects 
somehow I was fortunate in earning his 
affection. During the year 1954 -55 he was the 
chairman of the Music Conference organized 
by Madras Music Academy. I too was invited 
to give a Veena recital on the occasion. Sri T. 
Chowdaiah listened to my concert till the end 
and spoke some words of appreciation. I have 


those words etched in my heart. My respect 
and reverence for him grew many fold. 

On another occasion Sri T. Chowdaiah took 
me to Sri Ganapathi Sacchidananda 
Swamiji’s ashram at Kesare in Mysore and 
after introducing me to the Swamiji he 
arranged for my Veena recital before the 
Swamiji. Swamiji expressed his appreciation 
and blessed me. Some years later Swamiji 
established the ashram on the Nanjangud 
Road and installed ‘Datta Peetha’ there. Over 
the years since then I have been invited several 
times for my Veena recitals. Swamiji has 
graciously honoured me with the titles ‘Vynika 
Kalpatharu’ and ‘Nadanidhi’. These two are 
the most precious titles in my life and I am very 
much obliged to Sri T. Chowdaiah whom I 
know to be the root cause for these two titles. I 
always remember Sri T. Chowdaiah with 
gratitude. 

My family 

My family life was quite comfortable and 
peaceful. My sister’s eldest daughter had 
already been married and she was with her 
husband. I had no difficulty whatsoever in 
looking after both my family and that of my 
sister. But my sister’s health was on the decline 
and so she must have thought that she would 
not live for long. As such she wanted to get her 
second daughter married as early as possible. 
This girl had just passed the SSLC 
Examination. A suitable boy was found and 
the marriage conducted in consonance with 
our limited resources. My sister was happy and 
I too had the satisfaction of having discharged 
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my duty at the right time. Education in those 
days did not need much money and so taking 
care of my only nephew posed no problem to 
me. In the month of August 1954 my sister’s 
condition became serious and one night she 
breathed her last laying her head on her son’s 
lap. I had lost my only loving sister. 

My wife Lakshmi was a very gentle and nice 
woman. She was endowed with all the good 
qualities needed to run a family. She was very 
cordial to my sister and treated her children as 
her own. Her spirit of sacrifice was exemplary. 
She had maintained cordial relationship with 
all our relatives and neighbours. She would not 
go beyond the capacity of my purse in running 
the affairs of the family. Even to this day my 
sister’s two daughters and son have the greatest 
regard and respect for both of us. 

When my son Shyam Prasad was four years 
old my second son Mohan took birth in May 
1956. My only daughter Radha took birth in 
the month of January 1959. By this time my 
nephew Subrahmanya had successfully 
completed Engineering Diploma course and 
had secured a Government job also. Very soon 
his marriage also was conducted with a good 
girl Saraswathi from a family of our own 
relatives. The couple have three sons and all 
the three are now engineers earning handsome 
salaries. Subrahmanya is now a retired 
engineer enjoying his family life with his loving 
wife Saraswathi and children. But my sister’s 
eldest daughter Shantha came out of her family 
being unable to bear the harassment of her 
husband and in - laws'. She has been with us 


ever since and did not even try to return to her 
in-laws house. She had already passed her 
SSLC Examination and after joining us she 
passed the TCH Training. She became a school 
teacher and lived independently. Now she 
continues to be with us even after her 
retirement. She helps her relatives and friends 
whenever she is convinced of their need. She 
moves about freely visiting relatives and friends 
occasionally. My sister’s second daughter is a 
mother of three sons and a daughter. All her 
children are educated and well placed in life. 
She is also leading a very happy family life. 
Seeing all of them well settled in life it is but 
natural for me to feel proud of my sincere efforts 
in redeeming the word I gave to my father. 

My house 

Ever since 1939, the year we came to 
Mysore, we have lived in rented houses putting 
up with all sorts of inconveniences. Changing 
houses, though occasional, had been an ordeal 
for us and I was fed up with rented houses. I 
wished very much to have my own house to 
live in without anybody’s obligation. Even if it 
were to be a thatched shed I would be very 
happy, I always thought. The then Mysore 
Housing Board had invited applications for 
allotment of 40 houses it had constructed in 
Jayanagar area exclusively for moderate 
income group. I too had applied for a house 
and fortunately for me a house had been 
allotted in my name. We were all thrilled and 
extremely happy about it. It was an eight square 
terraced house built on a site measuring 50 x 
60. As we had no chance hither to of living in 
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a well- built house for our part this house was 
a palace. Initial payment of Rs. 3,500 had to 
be made first and the remaining Rs. 8000 could 
be paid in monthly instalments of Rs. 55 only 
over a period of 19 years. I did not have so 
much as Rs. 11500 for outright purchase of the 
house. Even for that first instalment of Rs.3500 
I had to raise the money by way of loans which 
I cleared in about two years. In course of time 
I had to spend Rs.75,000 on some alterations 
in the house so that all the members of my 
family could live there comfortably. House - 
warming ceremony was performed in the 
month of August 1961. Since then many 
auspicious functions have been celebrated in 
that house. What else could it be other than 
God’s grace combined with the blessings of my 
parents and elders of the family and also the 
best wishes of all my well - wishers that helped 
my dream of a house come true. 

All my cousins had great respect and regard 
for my father and treated him as their own 
eldest brother. They were all very respectful for 
our ‘Nala family’. Ninety year old gamaki Sri. 
R.N Gunduramaiah is my eldest living uncle. 
Another uncle Sri Jayanna was very close to 
my family. Though he was one of my father’s 
cousins his intimacy had made us to treat him 
as my father’s own younger brother. He used 
to come to our house very often and partook 
in all the affairs of our family. Even after my 
father expired it was uncle Jayanna who 
looked after our well- being so affectionately. 
My mother’s cousin Sri Mannaru Krishnappa 
was so very affectionate towards us that we 


considered him as our own maternal uncle. On 
my wife’s side her maternal uncle Sri R.K 
Anandaramaiah was a leading advocate and 
a prominent person among the Sankethis. His 
father was Kallikote Shyama Shastri and 
Sri Shastri's daughter was my mother- in - law. 
Sri Krishna Shastri was the brother of 
Sri Shyama Shastri. Both were learned 
scholars in both the fields of music and 
literature. Sri Krishna Shastri’s sons are Sri R.K 
Venkatarama Shastri, Sri R.K Naryanaswami, 
Sri R.K Ramanathan and the famous musician 
R.K Srikanthan. All of them belong to the 
Kallikote family and are paternal cousins to our 
Nala family. 

New chapter 

While I was continuing in my part-time job 
at the Mysore Maharani’s College an 
unexpected problem cropped up to my 
disadvantage. Mysore University brought a new 
rule into operation making it compulsory that 
at least a minimum of five students must be 
there in every optional subject class. It became 
detrimental especially to my Veena class 
because the chances of five students joining 
the optional Veena class every year were rare. 
I tried my best to clarify the situation to the 
Principal cum Senate Member Smt. 
Jayalakshmammanni and told her 
emphatically that the Veena Section may have 
to be closed down in due course. The 
concerned authorities did not consider it 
seriously and I too did not have that much of 
interest to fight for the right cause as I had 
remained a part-time employee. As such no 
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fresh admissions were made and I continued 
my work for another three years guiding the 
remaining three degree class students till they 
completed their final year. Finally I bade 
good bye to Maharani’s College in 1963 and 
came out. 

In 1965 when Dr. Srimali was the Vice 
Chancellor, Mysore University started Music 
and Dance College and called for applications 
from qualified musicians for various posts. 1 
too applied and attended the interview. Some 
of the famous musicians from Madras had also 
come for the interview. I had no hopes of being 
selected in the interview. But when I came to 
know that I was being appointed as the Head 
and Professor of the Veena Section I was simply 
overwhelmed. I had not even dreamt of 
securing such an exalted gazetted post in the 
University. I bowed to God and remembered 
my parents and guruji with reverence. A new 
chapter of my dedicated work in teaching and 
training the students of the Veena section began 
with renewed vigour and enthusiasm created 
in me by the illustrious post. 

Smt. V Lalithaand Smt. A.S. Padma joined 
me in the Veena Section. A few years later Smt. 
Padma joined Akashvani. In the vocal section 
Vidwan Sri V. Ramarathnam was appointed 
both as Head of the Section and Principal of 
the College, Smt. Gowri Kuppuswamy and 
Sri B.S. Vijayaraghavan joined the vocal 
section. Sri S. Mahadevappa for Violin section, 
Sri V. Desikachar for flute section, 
Sri V. Nagabhushana Rao for Mridanga section 
and Sri Sindhuvalli Ananthamurthy for the 


Drama section were all appointed by the 
University. Sri R. Visweswaran who had been 
appointed to the musicology section was later 
transferred to the veena section after Smt. A.S. 
Padma left. 

Our Fine Arts College began working in the 
vacant Akashvani building in Yadavagiri from 
August 1965. Many students had joined the 
college with great interest and zeal. All the 
members of the staff were working devotedly 
and honestly. The relationship between the 
teacher and the taught was very harmonious. 
All of us in the staff were very friendly and co¬ 
operative. There was mutual respect, love and 
affection among us. After one or two years of 
stay in the Akashvani building our College was 
shifted to the Manasagangothri because Mysore 
Akashvani began functioning. Within a few 
years our Fine Arts College began functioning 
in its newly constructed building with sufficient 
suitable accommodation for all the sections and 
an adjoining auditorium for music concerts 
and staging of dramas. 

My compositions 

Consequent on my appointment in the Fine 
Arts College I had to make some changes in 
my daily routine as a result of which I began 
enjoying peace of mind which was hitherto a 
mirage to me. I had been struggling to make 
both ends meet because tuitions were the only 
means of earning for me. Now being an 
employee of the University I was forbidden, by 
its rules, from taking up any private tuitions. 
But the salary I was getting was sufficient to 
meet my various family commitments. 
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Naturally, I had plenty of leisure time at my 
disposal. This helped me a great deal in 
engaging myself in studies, writing my own 
compositions and playing Veena whenever I 
felt like trying some innovations. The spark of 
inspiration kept glowing in me shedding the 
light of intuition on my compositions and 
musicological experiments. I was immensely 
benefitted by keeping company with illustrious 
musicians and working with them in the 
improvisation of various factors in the field of 
music. Our poet laureate Kuvempu had 
advised the composers by way of suggesting 
to them to try their best in using exclusively 
Kannada language for their musical 
compositions which would be an opportunity 
for them to serve their own mother tongue. Very 
closely following the musical trinity I began 
writing compositions in Kannada, Sanskrit, 
Telugu and Hindi languages emulating 
Purandaradasa and Kanakadasa. 

In the beginning I lacked confidence in my 
work and feared that I might go wrong 
somewhere in my compositions. So after 
completing one or two of my compositions I 
sang them before my friends. To my utter 
surprise they were very appreciative of my 
compositions and encouraged me to continue 
writing good compositions. It gave me unfailing 
confidence as a result of which I began to be 
always in a mood of composing in one or the 
other language. Even during nights I would get 
up to write down whatever lyrics and musical 
form crossed my mind at that hour. 
Compositions on deities Rama, Krishna, Shiva, 


Ambika, Ganapathi, Anjaneya and 
Raghavendraswamy got automatically 
formulated in my mind and I wrote them 
effortlessly. Other musical compositions such 
as Swarajati, Jatiswara, Ragamalike, Bhajan, 
Tillana, Nagama etc., also took form in my 
mind which I put down in black and white. 
One volume of my sixty six musical 
compositions was ready and in addition to it I 
wrote my autobiography in brief and sent the 
whole manuscript to Mysore University 
Prasaranga for publication. I had named the 
volume as ‘Lakshmiramana Kriti Manjari’ and 
every composition in it ended with 
‘Lakshmiramana’, our family deity. As I have 
already revealed, my compositions in all the 
four languages Kannada, Sanskrit, Telugu and 
Hindi were included in this volume. All the 
learned musicians and musicologists had 
expressed their appreciation about my 
compositions. But the Prasaranga returned the 
manuscript citing some sort of a pretext for not 
accepting it. But I did not feel discouraged. 
Later I became a publisher and brought out 
my book in 1989. It was my successful effort 
and the book was well received by all the 
learned musicians, students of music and 
critics. I had not even dreamt of becoming a 
composer and publisher but it all happened by 
the grace of God and the blessings of my elders 
and guruji. 

Pleasurable excitement 

I had the exciting opportunities of several 
tour programmes when I was working in the 
Maharani’s College. As part of an educational 
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tour I led a team of some 40 girls to most of the 
famous temple towns of South India for three 
weeks. The prominent places of our visit were 
Chidambaram, Madurai, Tiruchanapalli 
(Trichy), Srirangam, Nagarcoil, Kanyakumari, 
Suchindram, Kumbhakonam, Tanjoor, 
Thiruvaroor and Thiruvayyar. At Thiruvayyar 
we participated in Sri Thyagaraja Swami’s 
Aradhana Mahotsava and then returned to 
Mysore. I had been to Bombay twice with some 
of my colleagues and some girl students to give 
a ‘variety programme’ which brought good 
name to our college. Govt, of Karnataka had 
arranged in Delhi a cultural week as part of 
the grand celebration of ‘Karnataka Samskrithi 
Sourabha’. In that week a batch of teachers 
and students from our college gave ‘Pancha 
Veena’ and dance performances for the whole 
week in the conference hall of Ashoka Hotel. 
Of course, I too had participated in both the 
programmes. Our performances were 
applauded and convenors were full of praise 
for them. The name of our college also echoed 
in the hall. On that occasion the members of 
the “Delhi Music Club” were introduced to me 
and within two months the club invited me for 
a Veena Concert. The concert went well with 
the audience at the Club and 1 was honoured 
with a moderate purse presentation. Great 
musician Sri V.V. Shadagopan was the chief 
guest of the day and he spoke very nicely about 
my performance. This was in 1973. In 1974 
the South Indian Cultural Association of 
Hyderabad had arranged my Veena Concert 
in the Ravindra Bharathi Hall and honoured 


me very cordially. I was extremely happy on 
two occasions when I was invited for my Veena 
Concerts in the most popular pilgrimage centre 
Thirupathi. Thus in my life as a Veena Vidwan 
of wide and worthy recognition some of these 
and other programmes gave me utmost 
satisfaction and a sense of fulfilment. 

Younger brother’s tragic end 

My younger brother Sathya Murthy had 
become an Executive Engineer. He served in 
Ghataprabha, Malaprabha and Raichur 
projects of North Karnataka and then coming 
to South he served in Kabini and Harangi 
Projects. Finally he was transferred to 
Hemavathi Project near Gorur. He had four 
daughters and one son. His eldest daughter 
Vijaya stayed with my family in Mysore, studied 
B.Sc. and became a science graduate. 

Sathya Murthy’s wife, his son and three 
daughters were in Hubli. He did not shift his 
family because of the education of his children. 
His son Prakasha studied in the Engineering 
College at Hubli and became an engineering 
graduate. Second daughter studied in Hubli 
Medical College and became a doctor. Other 
two daughters Mamatha and Vinutha were 
studying in some school. But now those two 
also have become engineers. My brother stayed 
at Gorur and travelled either to Hubli or 
to Mysore whenever occasion required him to 
do so. 

During 1977 one day Sathya Murthy was 
going from Hubli to Bangalore by bus on some 
official duty. When the bus was moving fast 
the driver had applied the brake all of a sudden. 
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My brother who was sitting in the back seat 
was thrown off towards the front portion within 
the bus. He was dangerously hit on the head 
and bled profusely. He was admitted to the 
hospital where his condition seemed to improve 
but it was only superficial and temporary. 
Gradually he began to suffer acute headache, 
dimness of eyesight and some other ailments. 
He was taken to the NIMHANS Hospital 
where the concerned specialists put his head 
under scanning and advised immediate surgery. 
When we learnt that surgery was inevitable we 
felt as if the sky itself had fallen on our heads. 
As there was no other alternative we paid our 
obeisance to God and gave our consent for 
surgery. But fate was merciless and cruel. 
Surgery resulted in tragic death of my brother 
Sathya Murthy when he was just 51 years old. 
He had left behind his family and host of 
relatives and friends to mourn his death for a 
long time to come. 

My brother’s wife boldly faced the calamity 
in her life. She took courage and managed the 
affairs of her home very efficiently. She saw 
that the education of her children did not suffer. 
The two young daughters also became 
engineers. Very successfully she conducted the 
marriages of all her four children to the surprise 
of all her relatives. All of them are very well off 
now. 

Equanimity 

Life has taught me how to face various 
problems and situations without losing hope 
and confidence. Years full of real life 
experiences have made me mentally strong and 


I have learnt by long practice to remain 
undisturbed irrespective of the gravity of the 
circumstances that come my way. I do not brood 
over bitter experiences of the past. I always try 
to live in the present and derive the satisfaction 
of having done my duty at the proper time. I 
would always be engaged heart and soul either 
in experimenting with different aspects of music 
which could be rendered appealingly while 
playing my Veena or in enriching the 
metaphysical aspect of life. I would face any 
problem concerning either my family or my 
profession with an open mind and try to solve 
it without hurting anyone in the least. Even 
while working as the head of Veena division in 
the College I had maintained very cordial and 
amicable relationship with my colleagues as 
well as students. Even now they remember me 
with respect and affection. Undoubtedly these 
fifty years of my worldly experiences have been 
fruitful to me. 1 am beholden to my parents and 
guruji and thank God for what I am today. 

Retirement 

I have led a very simple and austere life. 
Celebration of my birthday was limited to my 
family only. I would go to the temple, offer my 
sincere prayers to God, prostrate before Him 
and return home with ‘Prasadam’ for 
distribution among all my family members. We 
would all sit together and eat whatever sweets 
and other dainties prepared and served by my 
wife. I have never bothered about becoming 
an aged person with the passing of years. But 
I had reached my retirement age of sixty years 
without being deliberately cognizant of it and 
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it was on 12th December 1976 that I was to 
retire from the service of the University. I had 
rendered 12 years of dedicated service but I 
was not depressed about my retirement. I 
always wished to be independent and it was 
my father who had initiated me into that kind 
of life by making me a musician. So I was 
happy about my retirement and looked forward 
to it. But as I was handling Post-Graduate 
classes also and as it was the middle of the 
academic year the University extended my 
service till the end of May 1977. After 
satisfactorily discharging my duties and 
responsibilities till 31st of May 1977, I retired 
with a sense of fulfillment and gratitude. 

A send-off function had been arranged in 
view of my retirement. As I had developed very 
harmonious relationship with my colleagues 
and loving students it was really difficult for me 
to bid good bye to them and come out of the 
campus. The upsurge of emotions had made 
me feel a lump in my throat. I felt much obliged 
to my college which had given me shelter, status 
and more than everything the opportunity of 
teaching and interacting with so many students 
along with improving my knowledge and skill. 
I can never forget my colleagues and friends 
who treated me with genuine love and affection 
throughout my professional career. My students 
loved and respected me. They were also very 
faithful and very much interested and involved 
in learning. Even now whenever they see or 
meet me they talk to me with the same affection 
and respect. Many of them are giving concerts 
in public functions and have become famous 


performing artistes. Some of them are rendering 
their services in colleges and AIR stations. 
Good students comprise the wealth of a devoted 
teacher and they are the worthy carriers of their 
teacher’s tradition. I consider myself very 
fortunate in having been associated with such 
a team of good friends and students. I always 
enjoy the nostalgic memories of the precious 
time spent with all my associates and students. 

Post retirement 

After my retirement, stoppage of my regular 
monthly salary made it difficult for me to 
manage the family affairs satisfactorily. Ever 
since my entry into the University service I had 
lost contact for almost 12 years with the outside 
world of tuitions. I began to worry whether I 
could resume my erstwhile professional life once 
again. But my luck began working miracles 
wherefore within a short period of time I was 
in great demand for tuitions. For me it was really 
a wonder of wonders. People were ready to 
pay whatever fee I demanded. Within a few 
months I became very busy moving about the 
city visiting houses of my students. As a 
professor of music in the Fine Arts College 1 
was getting Rs.800 as my salary where as I 
had now begun to earn more than Rs.2000 per 
month by way of tuitions. After my retirement I 
was paid Rs.23000 only being the amount of 
my Provident Fund and nothing else. There 
was no pension scheme then and so I had no 
other source of income. Eventually it became 
imperative for me to move about giving tuitions 
to earn my livelihood. 
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My eldest son Shyamprasad, after passing 
B.E. had settled in Goa working as an engineer. 
He had married his lover and had fathered 
three children. They were enjoying a happy and 
comfortable life. My second son Mohan had 
been selected as a commissioned officer in the 
Navy even while he was in the final year B.E. 
Later he joined the Navy as a Sub-lieutenant 
in 1978. He is now serving as a commander. 
My only daughter Radha had passed B.Sc., 
and I had begun searching for a suitable boy 
to get her married. Though the estimated 
expenditure for the marriage was Rs. 1 lakh, 1 
had less than even half of it. 

The year 1983 has remained evergreen in 
my memory due to some important 
developments. The Government of Karnataka 
sanctioned an honorarium of Rs. 500 per 
month to me. In those days it was an honorable 
recognition of an artist’s eminence. It was being 
reported that there were people who would 
employ all strategies to get the honourarium 
sanctioned. But I abstained from such a 
shameless act and left it to the discretion of the 
concerned sanctioning authorities. When the 
news of the sanction of honorarium was 
published I felt very happy and thanked God. 
This monetary benefit really helped me in 
balancing my expenses. 

Another important development was the 
extension of my house. It was only eight 
squares in area and the family needed some 
more living space. There was enough vacant 
site adjoining the house and so with an 
expenditure of Rs 75,000 a big hall, a spacious 


kitchen and a bathroom were built anew. A 
sump, an overhead tank and a pump were given 
priority to tackle the water problem. AEH 
facility was also provided. I was really very 
happy to see that the house with its newly built 
area provided sufficient space and other 
necessary facilities for all the members of my 
family to live in conveniently and also a bit 
comfortably. 

In another development of the year, for the 
first time in my life I was invited to adorn the 
prestigious seat of the Chairman of the Third 
Music Conference arranged by Sangeetha 
Kalabhivardhini Sabha. In the congregation of 
illustrious maestros and musicologists I was 
affectionately honoured with the title of ‘Gana 
Rathnakara’ in kind recognition of my services 
in the field of music and along with it I was 
decorated with a gold medal and a shawl. It 
was a memorable occasion in my life. 

The most satisfying and happiest 
development of the year was my daughter 
Radha’s marriage. It was celebrated with all 
grandeur associated with all traditional 
marriages. My sons also extended their helping 
hands in meeting the expenses. My son-in-law 
was the eldest son of the family and naturally 
my daughter had to be very responsible in 
maintaining the cordial relationship among the 
members of her family. I can proudly say that 
she acquitted herself very well with her amicable 
and affectionate behaviour. Now my son-in- 
law, my daughter and their children have settled 
in Dubai leading a very comfortable and 
happy life. 
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Most of my relatives and friends were 
suggesting to me repeatedly to settle in 
Bangalore after my retirement as I could make 
use of the many opportunities open there for 
earning more money by way of giving concerts 
and tuitions. Somehow I too had begun 
thinking on the same lines and had decided 
even to sell my house in Mysore. But the deal 
did not come up to my expectation even though 
I tried to dispose the house two or three times. 
Ultimately 1 had to give up the whole idea 
because of my ill health. 

Taking it as God’s will we decided to live in 
our own house in Mysore for the rest of my life. 
My second son Mohan has been transferred to 
Bangalore and we go to him once in a month 
or two months, stay there for some days and 
return. 

Honours 

Sri Ganapathi Sachidananda Swamiji had 
some special consideration for me. During the 
decade 1981 to 1990 every year I was being 
invited by the Swamiji for Veena concert. In 
1984 Swamiji honoured me by conferring the 
title ‘Vynika Kalpatharu’ during (Dasara) 
celebrations of ‘Sharannavarathri’ in the 
Ashram premises and also blessed me with a 
golden bracelet to adorn my hand. In May 1998 
on the occasion of the grand celebrations of 
Swamiji’s birthday and the opening ceremony 
of ‘Nada Mantapa’ at the ‘Datta Peetha’ in the 
Ashram premises I was given the national level 
title ‘Nada Nidhi’ and also a cash award of 
Rs. 25000 in honour of my dedicated services 
in the field of Karnataka Classical Music. Some 


other eminent musicians who had made their 
names at the national level were also given both 
the title and the cash award. They were Pandit 
Jasraj, Abdul Halim, Jaffer Khan, Dr. N. Rajan, 
Dr. N. Ramani, Dr. P.K Murthy, V.G Jog, 
Annavarapu Ramaswamy, Nukala Chinna 
Sathyanaryana and Nedanoori 
Krishnamurthy. It was really the greatest 
moment in my life. 

Some other titles and cash awards were 
given to me by different organisations. In 1983 
Karnataka Music and Dance Academy 
conferred on me the title ‘Karnataka 
Kalathilaka’ along with a cash award of 
Rs 5000. In 1989 the Govt, of Karnataka 
honoured me with ‘Rajyothsava Prashasthi’ 
and cash award of Rs 5000. In 1994 the 
Academy of Music established by Sri K.K. 
Murthy of Bangalore honoured me with 
‘Chowdaiah Smaraka Prashasthi’ along with 
a cash award of Rs 5000/-.In 1987 Bangalore 
Gayana Samaja invited me to chair the 19th 
Music Conference and honoured me with the 
title ‘Sangeetha Kalaratna’ together with a cash 
award of Rs 1000 in memory of Sri T. 
Srinivasan. This being the second time I was 
chairing the Music Conference I really felt greatly 
honoured and respected. On the occasion of 
‘Hanuma Jayanthi’ which was being 
celebrated by Dr. B. Devendrappa with great 
devotion I was awarded the title ‘Veena 
Vidyavaridhi’ along with a gold medal. Other 
than these I have also been invited and 
affectionately honoured by a number of 
associations and organisations of Mysore, 
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Bangalore and other places. I have received 
all these titles and honours with great humility 
and have dedicated them to my parents and 
guruji. In my opinion these awards and titles 
so fondly given by various sections of the 
society will not only encourage the artists but 
also serve as a warning for him to be 
wholeheartedly dedicated to his art and to be 
a guiding light to the next generation of artistes. 
A true artiste does not aspire for any title or 
award and he or she would not go begging for 
them. Any title or award must come on its own 
accord as a result of people’s liking and 
recognition. 

'Lakshmiramana Kriti Manjari' 

I have already dealt with my book ‘Lakshmi 
Ramana Kriti Manjari’ comprising my own 66 
compositions together with my brief 
autobiography. Here I wish to give some more 
details about it. It was Sri G. R. 
Venkataramaiah who brought out the book 
printed immaculately in his own press ‘Nag 
Printers’. Veena Vidwan Dr. V. Doreswamy 
Iyengar released the book at a grand function 
arranged at Jayanagar Rama Mandir in the 
month of June 1989. Sri Iyengar spoke in 
praise of my book and expressed his 
appreciation of my compositions. Sri H.K. 
Yoganarasimha introduced the book and gave 
a scholarly analysis of my compositions. 
Vidwan Sri Titte Krishna Iyengar who presided 
over the function was full of encomiums for my 
sincere efforts in bringing out the book and 
blessed me wholeheartedly. Next programme 


was singing of my compositions and also 
playing them on the ‘Pancha Veenas’, 
Rudrapatna brothers who are vocalists of 
repute sang my compositions and my students 
Smt. Rajalakshmi Thirunarayana and sisters 
played my compositions on five veenas. This 
programme drew mass applause from the 
audience. Reputed critic Prof. G.T. Narayana 
Rao wrote his well considered opinions about 
my book and various programmes of the book 
release function. This helped in popularising 
the book and the resultant sales. Only a few 
copies of the book are left with me. I am 
thinking of bringing out the second edition of 
the book incorporating in it 30 more of my 
compositions. I pray God to make it possible 
in the near future. 

I have already expressed my unwillingness 
to celebrate my birthdays in any extraordinary 
manner. But in 1996 when I completed 80 
years I was not allowed to celebrate it in my 
own simple way. Somehow the organisers of 
Gana Bharathi Sabha learnt about it and 
decided to celebrate the event as a felicitation 
function in my honour inviting some eminent 
personalities to speak about my contribution 
to the field of music and musicology. I had to 
bow my head before such people whose valued 
concern was music and people devoted to 
music. The function had been very well 
organised and the chief guests Dr. V. 
Doreswamy Iyengar, Sri B.V.K Shastri, Mysore 
V. Subrahmanyam and others were the most 
distinguished in the world of music. All of them 
spoke with real concern about me and my 
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assiduous pursuit of higher attainments in 
music and musical compositions. All of them 
complemented me and wished me 
wholeheartedly health, wealth and still higher 
achievements. I was completely thrilled and 
overwhelmed by their expression of abundant 
genuine respect and regard. In the latter part 
of the function a song-drama 
‘Sri Lakshmiramana Navarathnamala’ written 
on the basis of my own compositions was 
enacted in a superb manner. 

The whole audience were at the peak of their 
ecstacy. They applauded the performance for 
quite sometime. The illustrious musicologist 
and Veena Vidwan Sri V Nanjunda Swamy 
had very efficiently written, directed and 
presented the visual extravaganza. Words fail 
me to express how much I felt obliged to his 
marvellous work. As if to top it all ‘Ganakalasri’ 
Sukanya Prabhakar sang nine of my 
compositions with deep involvement and 
understanding. Her melodious voice and 
expertise in singing made all the music lovers 
feel that they were in gandharva loka listening 
to divine music. Verily I must have been very 
fortunate to be in the centre stage of all the 
speeches and performances of the day. To 
express it all a bit humorously, it was an 
octagenarian veena player’s day out, of course 
unique in character. 

Life & Values : My views 

Here have I tried in an honest attempt to 
put before you the details concerning 83 years 
of my life limited in a sense to some events and 


experiences which have made an indelible 
impression on my mind at different periods of 
time. I believe that I have not given room for 
either exaggeration or self- glorification in my 
narration. While writing my autobiography 1 
have got to reveal the words of praise and 
appreciation as spoken or as written by my 
well-wishers or critics and how I have enjoyed 
them but none should please take it as 
arrogance and self- praise. I have here dealt 
with all the phases of my life thereby recording 
the moments of joy and sorrow, desire and 
disappointment, success and failure, 
satisfaction and dis-satisfaction, pleasure and 
pain as and when I had to face them and tackle 
in my own way as the situation demanded. 

My life is an open book. I have never taken 
life for granted but taken it as a God given gift. 
Even to this day when I am in the last lap of 
my life I have remained an optimist. Of course 
age has left its debilitating marks on the body 
but I have not become a dotard. I have still 
retained my mental stability and agility. Even 
now I love life with the same intensity as I was 
doing in my youthful days. I need and expect 
love, affection and friendship from both young 
and old. I don’t have maleficence, malice or 
hatred in the dictionary of my life. I very much 
wish to be always happy and try to make others 
also to feel happy in my company. I love and 
adore ‘Sathyam, Shivam, Sundaram’ and have 
always tried to assimilate that philosophical 
attitude in my every day life. Though I am an 
ordinary human being, I have been rational and 
contemplative. I have always been on the run 
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for acquisition of more and more knowledge. 
Ever since my childhood days the entire 
creation of the Universe especially our planet 
earth which is home for myriad living 
organisms has been mystifying to me. A child’s 
curiosity has persisted in me always trying to 
unravel the mysteries of nature and more so of 
human nature. 

I have very carefully cultivated both mental 
equilibrium and equanimity which should form 
part of an artiste’s mental make up. I believe 
and trust God but I don’t go out in search of 
Him. Instead 1 always yearn to find Him within 
my being whether it is in my head or heart or 
conscience. It is more relevant to say that the 
sacred medium of music itself is God to a 
musician, his unflinching devotion to music is 
his penance and being completely absorbed in 
eternal bliss of music is his sacred bath in the 
divine river Ganga. Without this mental make 
up a musician’s knowledge of music turns out 
to be worthless. 


Conclusion 

I am concluding my autobiography with a 
deep sense of humility but I confess to my 
truthfulness in this narration. I have no 
misconceptions about growing old. I am happy 
I have grown old with diginity, self-respect and 
self -confidence. From my own experience I 
don’t hesitate to say that there is happiness, 
peace and contentment even in the evening of 
life. In my own case whatever I could achieve 
was made possible only after I crossed sixty. 
They were the formative years for me to develop 
my talents as a writer and a composer of 
recognition. Even now I enjoy playing Veena 
everyday. When I look back at my role in the 
drama of life I don’t feel disappointed, instead 
I feel happy and satisfied for having played the 
role to the best of my ability. My life’s 
achievement may not be of great significance 
but in spite of limitations, I firmly believe, what 
actually I could achieve is definitely not so small 
as to be considered worthless. 
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Major H.C. Venugopal (V.S.M.) 


1. Early years 


I was born in a Sankethi village called 
Handanahal on 23rd September 1922.* 
Handanahal forms a triangle with Belur and 
Halebid, each side being about 8 miles long. 
Belur and Halebid are very famous for their 
temples, which are the most glorious examples 
of Hoysala art. In their time, the temples were 
centres of culture and learning. Scholars met 
here and held long and heated discussions on 
weighty philosophical and religious matters. 
Today, the Chennakeshava temple in Belur and 
the Shiva temple of Halebid attract hundreds 
of thousands of devotees each year, not to 
mention the large numbers of tourists. 

Only a few distant relatives, 8-9 families at 
the most, live in Handanahal now. The rest 
have all migrated to Bangalore, Mysore, 
Hassan and other places, even to America. 
There are non-Brahmin families and some 
Harijans also. They have all lived amicably 


through the ages. This is a jodigram presented 
to our forefathers when they settled in this place. 

According to my father, we were all Iyers, 
who came from a place called Shankotai in 
Tamilnadu. The story is that there was this 
utterly poor Iyer family of husband, wife, and 
son. Seeking some way out of their poverty they 
came under the spell of a yogi who offered them 
a kashayam made of a herb called gangunde 
kayi. If they drank it, one of them would die, 
another would go mad, but the third one would 
go on to acquire great wealth and learning. 
Thinking that the wife would die, and the 
husband would go mad, leaving the son to be 
rich and learned, the family accepted the yogi's 
offer. Unfortunately, things did not happen this 
way. On consuming the drink, the husband 
died immediately and the son went mad. So it 
was the wife who, having lost all, proceeded to 
devote herself to education and in the course 
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of a short time, became an authority on Vedic 
and spiritual subjects. In a short time she had 
engaged in debate all the Brahmins of her town 
and defeated them. Her name was 
Nyacharamma. 

But soon there was trouble. The elders of 
the town could not tolerate this woman who 
had usurped their position and plotted an 
elaborate humiliation. A feast was arranged to 
celebrate Nyacharamma’s new status as the 
town’s most learned person. Every one, was 
invited to this celebration, at which she was 
presented a fine silk sari. The plan was to ask 
the lady to wear this sari and as was the custom, 
to serve ghee to all the guests when food was 
served. When the lady went to the hall-way to 
change, she found that the sari would not stay 
on. The cunning fellows had smeared it with 
soapstone powder, and the more she tried, the 
more people laughed at her. Finally, she tied 
the sari around her shoulder in the Coorgi style, 
and proceeded with her duties. 

After this incident, however, Nyacharamma 
decided that she could not stay in this jealousy- 
ridden town, and left for, what was then, 
Mysore state. About 40-50 families followed her 
lock, stock, and barrel. Later they split up. One 
group went to Kaushika in Hassan district, 
another to Bettadapura in Mysore district, and 
yet another to Mattur and Hosahalli near 
Shimoga. We belong to the Kaushika group. 
We were all called Sankethis since our ancestors 
came from Shankotai and also they came 
without a Sanketha. 

Thus the Sankethi community came into 
being. Gradually, by virtue of their learning, 


ability, and honesty, they came under the 
patronage of local rulers and chieftains and 
received from them, gifts of small villages 
and land. 

My father’s name was Chennakeshavaiah. 
My mother’s name was Sundaramma. She 
was from ‘Mysore family.’ They were both God¬ 
fearing and hardworking, but poor people. My 
father had passed his upper secondary in 
Kannada and did not have any knowledge of 
English, so he was to remain as a Kannada 
teacher throughout his career. He served and 
taught in primary and middle school. He started 
his service with a pay of Rs.5 per month. At 
the time of his retirement, forty years later, his 
pay was Rs.35 per month. On retirement, his 
monthly pension was Rs 16, and on this 
princely amount, with no other income, they 
had to manage a family of 11-12 people. Still 
they managed to educate all of us up to SSLC. 

We were six brothers and three sisters. The 
eldest sister was Padma. Her husband was a 
jodidar of Tendekere village near Belur. They 
had two daughters and a son. Padma died 
during her fourth pregnancy. This was a 
common thing in those days. Her husband 
married another lady immediately after, and 
so the three young children were brought up in 
our household. There had already been three 
deaths in our family. The eldest of us six 
brothers is Subbarao. Before him there had 
been two children who had died. After him, 
my parents lost another child before I was born. 
Next came Sundaramurthy and after him 
Padma, then Mani, Somraya, Shanta, 
Radhakrishna, and finally, Prasanna. 



A SOLDIER REMEMBERS 


133 


My father’s parents were Subbavadhani 
and Gowramma. Subbavadhani, my 
grandfather, was a Vedic scholar and would 
recite the Yajurveda very well. He occupied 
himself with religious ceremonies and rituals. 
Every now and then he would be asked to 
perform some puja or ceremony in a 
neighboring town or village and he would take 
me with him. I thoroughly enjoyed these trips. 
On one particular trip, I remember, we were 
returning to Handanahal from the Halebid side. 
On both sides of the road there were mango 
trees, and one of them had plenty of young 
green mangoes. I was seven or eight years old, 
and could not resist the urge to pluck some. 
From the smell I could tell that they were pepper 
mangoes which were wonderful for eating with 
salt and chilly powder. I started climbing the 
tree. There were three or four branches, one 
above the other, and I climbed straight to the 
topmost branch. I must have plucked a few, 
when the thin branch I was standing on broke 
and I fell. But as I fell, I grabbed hold of the 
second branch and hung there, till I had 
recovered my wits. Slowly, I climbed down. I 
was shaken. But I think Ajjayya was even more 
shaken. In a loud quavering voice in one breath 
he was thanking Lord Rama for saving me and 
raining curses on me with the other. 

Grandmother was Amma’. She used to be 
very affectionate towards me. When my elder 
brother Subbarao and I visited her, she used to 
look after us very well. Her food used to be 
delicious, and there was plenty of milk and 
curds. Like other people, they too had cows 


and buffaloes. Between my parents and my 
grandparents, we grew up enveloped in 
affection and tender care. 

My father was the oldest of his family. Next 
to him was Anantharamaiah. After completing 
his SSLC, he did a course in forestry and joined 
the Mysore State forest service. Able and 
competent, he rose from forest ranger to District 
Forest Officer and finally to Chief Conservator 
of Forests. Being both jovial and helpful, he was 
a very popular person. People went to him for 
all sorts of help. He helped me with my school 
fees and books, though, sad to say, I was not a 
very good student. Anantharamaiah passed 
away, quite some time ago. His wife, my aunt, 
who at 85 is still going strong, is today the 
senior-most person of our clan. Her thinking is 
still calm and clear, and her advice is still sought 
on various matters. My childhood memories of 
her bring back her hospitality and kindness. 

After Anantharamaiah, there were two other 
uncles Subbarao and Manjaiah, with whom 1 
had very little contact. They seemed to have 
led full lives, with successful children and grand¬ 
children. 1 regret not having known them better. 

Finally there is my uncle Krishnamurthy. He 
did his B. Sc., in Mysore and then MBBS., in 
Bangalore. Around the time he entered MBBS., 
he married Lakshmi, the daughter of a famous 
eye-specialist. By the time he had finished, his 
father-in-law had retired and opened Prabha 
Eye Clinic in Vishweshwarapuram, Banglore. 
After a short spell in government service, my 
uncle joined him. Prabha Eye Clinic prospered. 
My uncle took over running of the clinic when 
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his father-in-law stopped practising. His 
medical and surgical skill, his kindness and 
generosity, brought him patients from all over 
India and turned the clinic into a very 
successful place. Today Frabha Eye Clinic is a 
Bangalore institution. One of my uncle’s sons, 
Ramachandramurthy also studied 
ophthalmology and is today an equally famous 
eye surgeon. Father and son have expanded 
and modernized the clinic and brought it up to 
the standards of the best in Europe and 
America. My uncle still sees patients though he 
is in his late seventies. He does not perform 
surgery any more. He is still involved with the 
local community as actively as ever. He strongly 
believes that he owes every thing to education 
and hard work. Over the years, he has helped 
to establish and shape several educational 
institutions in Karnataka, and he still takes active 
interest in their well-being. 

My childhood days were spent in Belur, 
Hassan, and Gorur. I passed my lower 
secondary at Gorur in 1936. This is equivalent 
to today’s sixth standard. 

It was a public exam. Then came three years 
of high school, consisting of IV form, V form, 
VI form. At the end of VI form, I took the SSLC 
exam also called matriculation. 

After I passed lower secondary, I went to IV 
Form in Maharaja High School in Mysore. I 
must have been 14 or 15. I stayed with my 
mother’s mother, who was a widow by then. 


Her other daughter was married to a landlord 
of Pumgame, near Hassan. She had two sons 
who had abandoned her. The older was of 
unstable mind and could not hold on to any 
job. One day he just left home and was never 
heard of again. The younger ran away from 
home at the age of 14 or 15, and was said to 
have gone off to Rangoon with a drama 
company. His whereabouts, at that time were 
also unknown. Thus my grandmother lived 
alone in a rickety rented room. She used to 
make a living by grinding grains and spices, 
indispensable items for idli, dosai, huli, and 
saru, for people who did not have the time to 
do it for themselves. It was a hard labour, but 
she did it all her life. She was very independent 
and refused to take anyone’s help, but gladly 
looked after me. But to reduce the burden on 
her, I used to do varanna. I ate at a different 
relative’s house each day of the week. 

I was in Mysore only for IV Form, because 
my father was transferred to Holenarsipura, and 
decided that I should continue my studies in 
the Municipal High School there. I finished the 
remaining two years of high school in 
Holenarsipura and passed SSFC there, and 
then went back to Mysore for intermediate. 
But I was not a good student. I passed junior 
intermediate, but could not pass senior 
intermediate. This was in 1940, and I 
was getting involved with the freedom 
movement. 
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2. Quit India comes to Karnataka 


One Deepavali, I remember, this was in 
Gorur, I was pestering my father for crackers, 
when G. Ramaswamy Iyengar who was a 
family friend, remonstrated, “Why do you want 
to send your father’s hard earned money to 
Englishmen? Why don’t you buy fruits which 
will help our own people?” This made a 
permanent impact on me. 

Gorur was a notable centre of nationalist 
feeling; leading citizens like G.Ramaswamy 
Iyengar, Sampath Iyengar, Shelvapille Iyengar, 
Garuda Iyengar, etc., were also leading 
Congressmen who were very active in the 
freedom movement. By the time I had moved 
to Holenarsipura, the independence movement 
had picked up steam and was permeating 
through the country and little Holenarsipura 
was no exception. 

Trusted lieutenants of Mahatma Gandhi, like 
Dr. Pattabhi Sitaramaiah, T. Siddalingaiah, K.T. 
Bhashyam, and Changalraya Reddy had 
started travelling tirelessly through small towns 
and villages like missionaries preaching 
nationalism. We were slaves, they said, and we 
must stake our all and snatch our freedom from 
the Britishers. I was deeply impressed by their 
eloquence. So were thousands of others like 
me. We started wearing Khadi. Our teachers, 
while concerned about our education, did what 
they could to fan the flames of our nationalism. 

So by the time I came to Intermediate, I was 
going to Congress meetings at 
Subbarayanakere, and I was closely associated 


with M.N.Jois at whose house I ate one day 
each week. Yashodharamma, her husband 
H.C. Dasappa, and Pahelwan Shivanna were 
my guides at that time. 

After my failure at intermediate, my brother 
Subbarao called me to Bangalore, where I could 
be under his eyes. He was working as a press 
reporter for Vishwakarnataka. His pay was only 
Rs.30. So again I had to resort to varanna. Since 
I could not afford to attend classes, I appeared 
for intermediate again in private. This time I 
passed my Physics, Chemistry, and Maths 
optionals; English and Kannada were beyond 
me. But I planned to try again and pass these 
two subjects also. In the meantime I joined HAL 
as a trainee in their Sheet Metal Department 
drawing a stipend of, I think, Rs.30. 

In 1942 the Cripps Mission failed and 
negotiations on dominion status of our country 
broke down. On 9th August, Mahatma Gandhi 
issued his QUIT INDIA! call to the British. This 
was a red-letter day for the whole country and 
nobody could escape the compelling voice of 
the Mahatma. 

We at HAL reacted to the call of the 
Mahatma by organizing a strike. The whole 
factory marched out in procession towards the 
city. M.H.Shah (co-brother of Walchand 
Hirachand of Premier Automobiles) who was 
the Personnel and Planning Manager, himself 
led the strike. We had gone only a few hundred 
yards when we ran into the General Manager 
of HAL, an American. Understandably, he 
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wanted to know where we were going when 
we should be at work. 

We shouted that Mahatma Gandhi had been 
arrested by the British Govt, and he should be 
released and the Britishers must quit. He replied 
that Mr. Gandhi was a fool and we should all 
return to work or lose our jobs. This enraged 
the workers and he was about to be beaten up 
but his quick-thinking driver managed to pull 
him into the car and drive away. 

In procession we went up to Banappa Park 
near Kempegowda Road where we passed a 
resolution that there would be no going back 
to work unless the General Manager apologised 
for his insult of Gandhiji. The strike continued 
for some days, but later fizzled out. Most of the 
workers were poor and there was no 
organisation, which could support them 
through the strike. However, some of us were 
determined not to go back to work until the 
country had achieved freedom. 

Having given up my job, I had to suffer quite 
a lot since I could only rely on the kindness of 
my relatives and friends. At the same time, my 
educational career came to an end, since I did 
not go back to my studies. This lack of formal 
education was to haunt me for the rest of my 
life and act as a brake on my career. 

Gandhiji wanted the civil-disobedience 
movement to be non-violent. But there were 
some who did not believe in this approach and 
thought that with the British distracted by the 
war, this was a good time to strike hard. They 
wanted the whole communications 
infrastructure of the country like the railways, 


the telephones, and telegraph, through which 
a handful of Britishers ruled the country, to be 
sabotaged and disrupted. I came under the 
influence of this thought and took part in many 
of these activities. I went underground. At all 
times I and people like me had to worry about 
the police and the effect of our activities on our 
relatives. 

M.H.Shah, who had also lost his job, took 
active part in both civil disobedience and 
sabotage activities and I was always with him. 
In one incident, either on 11th or 12th August 
1942, he organised ticketless travelling with a 
big bunch of students. The purpose ofcourse 
was to deprive the railways of revenue. I 
accompanied Shah as a ticketless traveller up 
to Harihar town. Before parting he instructed 
me to gather local students at Davangere and 
with their help disrupt the Railways telephone 
system by cutting all the wires. Accordingly, I 
went to Davangere and with the help of a daring 
bunch of students removed a length of almost 
one-furlong of telephone wire. This delayed the 
movement of trains and troops by more than 
12 hours. Ticketless travelling had a telling effect 
on the movement of trains. Another disruptive 
twist was chain-pulling. Frequent chain pulling 
by the students was a great nuisance to the 
railway officials and paralysed train services. 

A few days later I was returning by one of 
the delayed trains. We had stopped around 
midnight at Banavara railway station for a 
crossing. Banavara is situated between Kadur 
and Arasikere. The crossing train which now 
arrived from Bangalore had an armed police 
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escort. After talking with the ticket collector they 
boarded our train and evicted all of us, ticketless 
travellers, and subjected us to a lathicharge and 
even fired a few rounds in the air. Then the 
trains left for their destinations. Many of the 
students who were thrown out had been badly 
mauled and injured. I used to carry first-aid 
material with me and tried to help those who 
were most in need of help. The atmosphere was 
very tense. All around on the platform injured 
people lay in blood-stained clothes. The police 
beating had been completely unprovoked and 
extremely harsh. Everyone was itching to do 
something. I realized that this was an 
opportunity. I took a few students aside and 
spoke to them urgently and forcefully. 

The time was two in the morning. We told 
all railway officials to leave and then set fire to 
the railway station. Everything made of wood 
was reduced to ashes. For good measure we 
took three rails off the track by removing the 
fish-plates with a spanner which, by the grace 
of God, I had found in a big wooden tool-box 
located on the platform. I decided to keep this 
spanner with me for further use, and then with 
a few other boys slipped away quietly. Going 
cross-country to avoid detection, we reached 
Hochehalli. There a relative of mine named 
Keshava Murthy gave us all something to eat. 
We then dispersed and went our respective 
ways. 

Keshava Murthy was an uncle of mine being 
my father’s cousin brother. I spent the night at 
his place and planned to leave for Bangalore 
the next night. Probably, it was the 15th August 


1942. Assuming that train services would have 
been resumed by then, I left for Devnoor which 
was the nearest railway station to Hochehalli. 
Incidentally, this village is the birthplace of 
Lakshmisha, the famous Kannada poet. Along 
with me there was a widowed lady (whom I 
called Amma ) who wanted to go to Mysore. I 
had a small bag in my hand and she a heavy 
basket containing a jar of pickles. We walked 
the distance of four miles to the railway station. 
I was also carrying that spanner, about two feet 
long, concealed inside my khaddar panche, 
which I had tightly tied up around my waist. 
This had become an awkward weight. However 
we reached the railway station by about 8 p.m. 
Because of the long delays there were a lot of 
people on the platform. We decided to wait in 
the Station Master’s office where many others 
were also waiting. I leaned against the wall and 
relaxed. Amma also sat by my side. We were 
tired. Every one there spoke about the burning 
of the Banavara station, adding their own twists 
to the story. Some spoke about how the Station 
Master's wife there had pleaded with the 
students not to harm her family. Others said 
that she had served coffee to all. Somebody 
else stated that the Station Master himself had 
willingly given away the key to the railway gang 
tool box. I chuckled to myself. Others called 
the students hooligans and supported the State 
Government. But most of the younger lot there 
were for Gandhiji and his movement. 

But there was no sign of the train. We started 
dozing. Around midnight the Collector of Kadur 
district, accompanied by a posse of armed 
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police under an ASP arrived at the station 
looking for information on the boys who had 
burnt Banavara railway station. Nobody could 
or would tell him anything. Dissatisfied, he came 
to the door of the Station Master’s office and 
threw the light of his torch on everybody inside. 
I pretended to be dozing, but was wide awake 
now, very much aware of the spanner poking 
into my side. I was curled up along the wall 
and by my side Amma was sitting up, yawning. 
We must have looked like mother and son. He 
again threw the light on my face. 1 was very 
tense now. But he just turned and walked away. 
After a quick chat with the ASP he got into his 
vehicle and drove off. ASP and his armed men 
followed. Somebody had told them that the 
miscreants had been seen going towards Kadur. 

A few days later in The Hindu I read that in 
Karachi a young boy of 14 called Hemu Kalani 
had been caught by the police trying to remove 
fish plates on a railway track. He was tried and 
hung. Only then did I realize the seriousness of 
what I had done and how narrow my escape 
had been. By God’s grace had I avoided a 
similar fate. 

After seeing that no trains were coming from 
any side ( so successful had we been in our 
efforts) we decided to walk the 15 miles to 
Arasikere where we could catch a bus. Myself 
being young and strong could help Amma a 
bit. From Arasikere, Amma took the Mysore 
bus. I returned to Bangalore. 

News of the lathicharge in Banavara reached 
Davangere the next day itself. Angry crowds 
burnt Davangere railway station down. A 


couple of days later, Arasikere railway station 
suffered the same fate. 

Another incident sticks in my mind. 
Bangalore, even in those days was a big military 
cantonment, and to raise money for the war 
effort, the army used to organise funfare 
programmes. Especially on Saturdays and 
Sundays they made a lot of money; my 
colleagues and I thought it would be a good 
idea if we could disrupt this. These programmes 
were held, under thatched pandals, in three 
locations: one was opposite States Talkies on 
Kempegowda Road, another near City Market 
and the third one in Cubbon park. We thought 
setting fire to the dry thatched pandals would 
cause maximum disruption with minimum 
effort. 

During my stay in Bangalore, I had made 
the acquaintance of one Rajagopal of Urigaon 
Mines of Kolar Gold Fields. I went to K.G.F. 
and with his help smuggled out some gelignite, 
about 20 detonators and safety fuses from the 
mines and brought them to Bangalore. 

That Saturday, I came to the Central College 
Cricket Ground, in the vicinity of the war fund 
pandal. From the gelignite that I had obtained 
from Rajagopal, I had fashioned some 
exsplosive cigarettes. These would burst into 
flames about halfway through after lighting and 
smoking. I had rehearsed this till I knew exactly 
what to do and in how much time I had to do 
it. A cricket match was in progress and people 
were absorbed in the game. I lit one of these 
cigarettes and at the right moment flicked it on 
to the thatched roof of the pandal. Then I came 
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quietly to the front side of the cricket ground, 
crossed the road and entered States Talkies. 1 
think the picture that was being shown was 
KiseeseNa Kahana. I purchased ticket and went 
in. After a few seconds, even from inside the 
theatre we could hear people shouting ‘Fire’, 
‘Fire’. When we came out we saw the whole 
pandal on fire and before any fire-fighting unit 
could arrive, the whole thing was reduced to 
ashes. The same drama was enacted at the 
other two pandals and they too went up in 
flames. In these activities I was accompanied 
by Raj Iyengar, a St. Joseph's College student. 
I do not know where he is now. In this humble 
way we did whatever we could to hinder the 
war effort. 

A more substantial hindrance was our effort 
to disrupt production at the Bhadravati Iron 
and Steel Works and at the Bhadravati Paper 
Mills. Bhadravati was manufacturing many 
things that directly helped Britain continue to 
defy Germany. For instance, an important item 
was a particular type of specially tempered steel 
for the barrel of Bren and light machine guns. 

Under the able leadership of N.D.Shankar, 
workers at both these plants had struck work. 
Shankar was an intelligent, fearless and 
nationalistic individual, who had to go 
underground because of his activities. For some 
time he still managed to direct the strike, but 
he was soon caught by the police. 
Demoralisation set in among the ranks of the 
striking workers who were already suffering 
serious hardship due to the prolonged loss of 
wages. The strike was about to break. 


M.H. Shah observing the situation, took the 
initiative and appealing to the Rajasthani 
trading community in Bangalore, got from them 
a letter that would allow us to collect the sum 
of Rs.4,000 from Rajasthani traders in Shimoga. 
The letter was a safe way of transferring the 
money. We always ran the risk of being arrested 
and would have lost it all if we had been 
carrying it. Shah and myself reached Tarikere 
and went to the residence of Basappa, a saw 
mill proprietor and with his help we contacted 
Thirumala Rao and Sunder Rao, labour leaders 
who, in the absence of Shankar were leading 
the striking workers. Bhadravati is located 
between Tarikere and Shimoga, about 25 to 
30 miles apart. The plan was to reach Shimoga, 
collect the money, come back to Bhadravati, 
distribute money to the striking workers and 
return to Tarikere to report to Shah. Sunder Rao 
and I left Tarikere at about 8 p.m. and reached 
Shimoga by about 11-11.30 p.m., delivered the 
letter to the appropriate person, got the money 
and cycled back to Bhadravati with the money. 
This was the most dangerous part of this operation. 
With the help of Thirumala Rao the amount was 
disbursed to workers and then we cycled back to 
Tarikere to report to Shah. It was about 5 in the 
morning next day. Sunder Rao and I had cycled a 
distance of more than 50 miles that night. This 
unexpected help from an unknown quarter boosted 
the morale of the strikers and the strike continued 
for some more time. 

However it could not be extended 
indefinitely. Soon the money ran out; no more 
was forthcoming and barring a few, most of 
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the workers reported back to duty under 
humiliating circumstances. We had to do 
something else to slow down production. Then 
it occurred to us that we could cut the main 
electrical lines to Bhadravati and bring the 
entire factory to a standstill. To cut the high 
tension wires we could use gelignite. 
M.RIshwarappa from Shimoga (who later 
became Chairman of the Karanataka Housing 
Board) an underground leader came forward 
to procure gelignite for the prupose. One night 
with three friends I collected the fuse detonator 
and gelignite from Ishwarappa and left for 
Bhadravati. He also provided the required 
money, materials, and bicycles for the purpose. 

We went to a friend’s room where I took 
out the materials. I mashed the gelignite into 
lumps of the required size and primed them 
with the detonators and inserted the safety 
fuses. We then rode our cycles to the jungle 
area on the banks of the Bhadra along which 
these main power lines ran. We tied our 
primed-and-prepared explosives to ropes, lit the 
fuses, and then threw one each across these 
high tension wires. Pulling on the ropes brought 
the explosives in contact with the wires; we then 
tied the ropes to the poles of the towers which 
carried the high tension wires. I had used 
enough fuse to give us time to reach the safety 
of the spot where we had kept our cycles. We 
ran like hell and were out of danger. 

The next thing we heard was the bang of 
the plastic explosives one after another, totally 
three bangs. Bhadravati and its factories were 
plunged into darkness and we fled on our 


cycles. We were in Shimoga by the early hours 
of the morning. By now I had a splitting 
headache which was the result of handling 
gelignite. I vomited quite a few times. Then 1 
went to the Megan Hospital, walked into one 
Dr. N.N. Iyengar’s room and explained to him 
what had happened. He kept my secret and 
treated me very kindly. Ishwarappa was 
delighted at the success of our task. Steel 
production was shut down for a week. 

The trouble with underground activities is 
that the setup goes on dwindling as people get 
caught and are thrown in jail. By the end of 
1942, most of our underground leaders were 
in prison. The movement was in great danger 
of withering away without any leaders. We 
thought if we could help one of our arrested 
leaders to escape from prison it would give our 
movement a terrific psychological boost. After 
some discussion we settled on an able fellow 
called Prabhudev who had been in jail for some 
time. The plan was for me to impersonate a 
police officer, walk in to central Jail on the 
pretext of interrogating Prabhudev and 
somehow free him. 

A few weeks before, I had met one Captain 
Jwala Singh, who had a 14 year-old son and 
wanted someone to teach English to the boy. I 
had readily volunteered. He belonged to the 
Sikh Regiment and they were camping in 
Jalahalli area on the outskirts of Bangalore. To 
facilitate my movement in and out of the camp, 
he had given me a pass. This pass had given 
me access to go about in the military area and 
I had developed some contacts. I cultivated the 
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acquaintance of one Rajaram and a Havaldar 
Dawood. With their help I was able to obtain a 
revolver and smuggle it out of the camp. 

The plan to help Prabhudev escape, misfired 
however. Due to lack of communication, we 
did not know that on his own Prabhudev had 
escaped from Central Jail the previous day. 
Ignorant of this, I went there dressed as a police 
officer seeking an interview with him. 
Suspicions were immediately aroused and I was 
arrested with the revolver on my person. 

I was brought to jail and put in a cell (No.2) 
for condemned prisoners and chained. They 
subjected me to torture and harassment. I was 
charge-sheeted under section 14C of the Arms 
Act and I was sentenced by the City Magistrate 
to one-and-half years rigorous imprisonment. 
The Court set aside all other business for my 
trial. That showed how much agitated they were 
about a few of us. I was arrested on 18th 
November and the trial was completed on 23rd 
December. Since an army revolver was 
involved, the police reported the matter to the 
Army authorities. British officers conducted an 
enquiry to which Captain Jwala Singh was also 
summoned and questioned. He somehow 
managed to convince them that he had no 
knowledge of this affair. However, during the 
course of this enquiry, Captain Jwala Singh 
managed to speak to me privately and was very 
sympathetic and understanding towards our 
movement and activities. We shook hands 
warmly when we parted. 

(In 19491 was commissioned into the Indian 
Army. I was posted to 19 Marathas at Lucknow. 


One evening, by sheer chance I happened to 
learn that Jwala Singh was also posted there. 
By then he had become a Colonel. I went 
straight to his residence, he was surprised and 
immensely pleased to meet me. We spent a very 
nice evening reminiscing about all that had 
happened and had a good laugh. He thought 
it was ironic that after stealing an army revolver 
I should end up in the army.) 

The solitary cell into which I was confined 
was a very small one, meant for inmates or 
convicts who had committed serious crimes. 
Only in the morning was I allowed to come out 
to take bath; calls of nature had to be answered 
in an earthen pot, placed in a corner of the 
cell. We had to clean the pot ourselves daily. 
One of the wardens who took kindly to me 
advised me to perform Suryanamaskara every 
day. But as my feet were chained, I said the 
exercise might be a difficult one. He advised 
me to instead pray to Surya facing Him with 
folded hands for at least 21 days. 
Coincidentally, exactly after 21 days of this I 
was released! 

After my arrest and imprisonment, my elder 
brother Subbarao contacted a brilliant advocate 
named G.V.Ramachar who moved the case 
before the Sessions Court and got me released 
on bail. Later on, when the case was taken up 
before the Sessions Court, the Judge, 
Shyamaraj Iyengar, gave me a clear acquittal 
and released me from prison. My defence had 
already cost my brother a great deal of money 
and even that was not enough. Again, some of 
Shah’s friends came to the rescue and 
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contributed towards the advocate’s fees and 
trial expenses. My brother and sister-in-law 
Lalithamma had to undergo persistent 
harassment; their rooms in Chamarajpet had 
been searched by the police who used to call 
on them at all odd times. Without my brother’s 
help I do not think I would have come out of 
prison in such a short time. Not once did he 
discourage me in my activities. My sister-in-law 
was always helpful. I was a voracious eater, and 
at whatever time of the day or night I happened 
to show up she always untiringly fed me. 

Even though I got a clean acquittal, the 
police were still after me. This time I was arrested 
as a detenu and held for more than six months 
in the Bangalore Central Jail. Here I came into 
contact with great and selfless leaders 

3. Adult literacy 

At the end of 1943,1 was unemployed and 
idle. My political activities and my subversive 
activities had come to a halt, because by then 
the movement had lost steam. 

Being in Mysore for some reason, I 
happened to meet one Professor Krishna 
Murthy who was a teacher at Mysore University. 
He asked me to work for the State Literacy 
Council on a campaign to promote the adult 
literacy in the state. He himself was an active 
member of the Council. My job was to develop 
mass contacts at the grass-root level especially 
with the villagers, with an eye to recruiting them 
into the freedom movement later on. 

For an intermediate failed, this was a 
godsend. I agreed enthusiastically. They gave 


like T. Siddalingaiah, K.T. Bhashyam, 
S. Nijalingappa, K. Hanumanthaiah, Sardar 
Venkataramaiah, Kadidal Manjappa, S.N. 
Biligiri and hundreds others. The few months 
which I spent with these leaders were highly 
beneficial to me. They organised classes, 
lectures, and discussions to improve and 
educate many of us who had lost their 
educational careers in the course of the struggle. 
They were all highly inspiring and helped us to 
build our characters. T. Siddalingaiah in 
particular, became my mentor. He always 
helped and guided me in all my activities and 
difficulties. The Quit India Movement was the 
centerpiece of the independence movement 
during the war years. After the war, the British 
had to yield and finally quit. 

comes to Mattur 

me Rs.30 a month, and with the grand title of 
Manager posted me to Shimoga district. I met 
with the district organiser, his name I don’t 
remember, and learned that he too was new, 
from Tumkur, and a graduate. He had rented a 
small house in Durgigudi for himself and his 
wife. They were newly married, and for this 
reason did not like the fact that he had to go 
from village to village on foot, organizing 
classes. I told him that if he looked after all the 
paper work and minded the supplies of slates 
and books, I would do the travelling. 

The touring on foot was gruelling but on 
Rs.30 a month there was no other choice. I 
am not sure how long I would have stuck to it, 
if it had not been for Shri Maniam. Maniam 



A SOLDIER REMEMBERS 


143 


was a correspondent for The Hindu, and after 
seeing my difficulties he got me a bus pass from 
a local bus company; their buses plied all over 
Shimoga district. This was a great boon. In 
quick succession, I visited Theerthahalli, 
Channagiri, Shikaripur, Soraba, and Sagar. In 
many of these places we started night classes 
right away. 

On one of these trips I went to Mattur. Mattur 
and its twin Hosahalli are situated somewhat 
diagonally, on opposite sides of the river Tunga. 
At this point, the Tunga is a big river, with 
beautiful rising banks covered with green bushes 
and trees. Steep steps take you from the river 
bank to the village above. Today Mattur is a 
proud, prosperous village. Its fields grow areca, 
coconut, sugarcane, mango, and paddy. People 
also grow dozens of different vegetables in their 
gardens. Mattur has also undergone a political 
awakening in the last few years. Today it is a 
BJP bastion. Many of its young people went to 
Ayodhya at the time of the Babri Masjid 
incident. One day in a week people try to speak 
only in Sanskrit. 

In 1943-44, the villages were backward 
though not poor. Electricity had just arrived, 
but drinking water came from the river. There 
was talk of installing a pump system to carry 
water to the fields and up into the houses. Both 
these villages were then, as they still are, 
predominantly Sankethi villages, and like the 
other Sankethi villages, were quite orthodox. 
Every male member of the villages was well 
versed in the Shastras and the Vedas. Over half 
the women, however, were illiterate. They spoke 


Kannada and our Sankethi dialect, but that was 
all. People got married very young, as early as 
10 or 11. 

When I visited Mattur, my first step was to 
visit all the prominent people and explain to 
them the purpose of my visit. One of them was 
kind enough to put me up for two or three days, 
and one day, his son Dore invited me to see his 
garden and have a drink of fresh coconut water. 
I had just come from a swim in the river and 
being very hungry and thirsty agreed happily. 
The garden was not very far off. 

We had walked no more than a few minutes, 
when I saw a smart looking girl of about 12 or 
13, climb a tree. As I watched she plucked a 
few flowers. I was amazed at her agility, and 
said so to Dhore. Dhore told me something 
about the background of this girl. Her father, a 
great Vedic scholar who had been teacher to 
many students of the village, had passed away 
unexpectedly leaving a wife and three children- 
two daughters and a son. The elder daughter 
had been married off and lived in Shimoga. 
Her husband ran a provisions store and was a 
great help to his wife’s family. The second 
daughter too should have been married off by 
now, but because of their difficult circumstances, 
no respectable family had proposed a match. 
In desperation, they had even considered a 
widower who had lost two or three wives, but 
he wanted a big dowry. 

This story greatly moved me and I decided 
on the spot that this girl would make a good 
wife for me. I said so to Dhore and further 
added that I did not care about dowry. 
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“You will be doing her family a great 
service” he said. 

By now we had entered his garden which 
was full of tall coconut and areca trees. He called 
out to one of his servants, who with a rope 
around his feet to help him climb, skimmed up 
a tree and brought down the best nuts that he 
could find there. For drinking, the coconut has 
to be very tender. Then both the water and the 
pulp are sweet and refreshing. I don’t know how 
many of these I drank. We went home. 

That evening I was in the company of a 
relative called Gopal Maya and another person 
who had become a friend on this trip. After 
walking round for a bit, the three of us were 
sitting in the verandah of the temple. It was 
getting dark. Behind us we could hear the river 
flowing. Occasional sounds of brahmacharis 
chatting with each other while doing their 
sandhya-vandane reached us. 

Directly in front of the temple was the main 
street of the village. On either side was a long 
row of houses, each with a small verandah in 
front of it. The verandah of each house was 
connected to those on either side of it, forming 
a long corridor with the street on one side, and 
the front doors of the houses on the other. One 
could walk from the house on this end of the 
street, to the house on the other end, without 
actually setting foot on the street itself. 

A girl came out of the door of third house 
on the right. It was the girl I had seen earlier 
that day. Gopal Maya must have heard that I 
had expressed interest in her, because he started 
talking about her. He told me the same story 


that Dhore had told that afternoon. He asked 
me if I would seriously consider marrying her. 

“May be you would like to get a better look 
at her,” he said. He called out to her. 

“Savitri, can you get us some water to 
drink?” 

She returned with a brass jug full of water 
and a brass tumbler to drink from. When she 
gave me water, she looked at me casually. I of 
course got a good look at her. Mentally, I rated 
her as a beautiful girl. “She has yet to mature” 
I thought. 

Mischievously, Gopal Maya asked her, 
“What Savitri, will you marry this fellow?” She 
smiled slightly and said nothing. When we had 
finished drinking, she left. Gopal Maya gave 
me a few more details about her and her 
family. 

Next day 1 left for Shimoga. My room was 
situated in Dodpet. It was the upstairs of Khadi 
Bhandar which was managed by one Nagappa 
Setty, a selfless and dedicated Gandhian. 
Hearing that I was involved in adult literacy 
work, he had refused to take any rent from me 
for the room. In my penurious circumstances I 
was grateful for that. 

One afternoon, I was napping on a mat after 
lunch, when there was a knock on the door, 
and a short-statured gentleman entered the 
room. He had piercing eyes and an intelligent 
face. He was clad simply in a clean white shirt 
and dhoti. He asked me if I was Venugopal and 
introduced himself as Gangadhara Shastry. I 
requested him to sit down on a reed mat, which 
was nearby. 
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I asked him of what service I could be to him 
“I have an important matter to discuss with 
you”, he said. “Dhore, with whom you stayed 
when you went to Mattur, was telling me that 
you were willing to marry my sister-in-law 
Savitri, whom you saw when you were there. 
Of course, she is a poor girl, who has studied 
up to third year only, otherwise she is an 
intelligent girl, well-versed in household duties. 
We will be grateful if you seriously consider 
marrying her. She is advancing in age. You will 
understand that she has to be married before 
she matures. She is about twelve years now. 
Also tell me if you will need a dowry. We will 
see what we can do.” 

There was silence for a few moments. 1 
explained my circumstances. “We do not have 
the custom of taking dowry. Neither should you 
worry about her being too old. I myself am 
twenty-two. I have not fully passed intermediate. 
Our family is very poor. I do not have any landed 
property worth the name. Also I have been put 
into prison during the Quit India Movement. 
Now I am working for the Adult Literacy 
Council. They pay me Rs.30 monthly. If you 
and your people feel comfortable with my 
background, you may contact my parents at 
Hassan. When the question of approval of the 
girl comes, I will be with you and I will stand 
by my words to you and Dhore.” 

After that, we exchanged some more 
information about our families, each trying to 
create a good impression on the other. Then 
he took his leave and left. 


After ten-twelve days, Gangadhara Shastry 
reached Hassan and discussed the matter with 
my parents. He told them that he felt it better 
to give their girl to a poor but self-respecting 
and sturdy boy, than to someone who only 
wanted money. My parents or my elder brother, 
I don’t remember, went to Mattur and saw the 
girl and gave their approval. 

The marriage was fixed for March 1st, 
1945. 

It was still January, so there were still 
another two months for the marriage. During 
this period, I visited Mattur occasionally to 
organize night classes for adults. Mattur had a 
Karnataka Sangha branch which conducted 
activities like Bharata Vachana- recitation of 
Kumara Vyasa’s Bharata, and staged the works 
of Naranappa, Lakshmisha, and others. 
Discourses, interpretation and discussion by 
learned scholars and writers followed these 
performances. I would be invited to some of 
these occasions and I would take the chance 
and talk about the adult literacy campaign. 

I was not a good orator, so I tried to get my 
point across by using stories and quotations 
from local folklore. 

“After all the puje and japa-vrata, let us say 
that God credits you with a certain amount of 
merit. Now you get to the main gate in heaven, 
and there is a keeper who checks your record 
of merit and sin and decides that you are fit to 
enter. At this pleasant moment, when you can 
see past the gate into the beauties and joys of 
heaven, the gatekeeper asks you to sign and 



146 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


certify the official record. How will it look if 
you do not know how to sign your name?” 

“Do you know what the gatekeeper will do 
then?” I continued. “He will immediately send 
you back so that you can learn to read and 
write. So you are straight away thrown back 
into the womb of some woman on earth to be 
born and live another lifetime with all its trials 
and sorrows just because you did not take adult 
literacy classes.” 


This generally drew some laughter. At least 
for a while I saw more students at the night 
classes. 

This was the approach I tried to use every 
where. I must have visited all the taluks of 
Shimoga district. In some places, my visits 
would have an immediate effect, and in others, 
it was like talking to a wall. In the mean time I 
eagerly awaited the day of marriage. 


4. 'Iyam seetaa mama sutaa' 


As per the prevailing custom, the marriage 
was to be celebrated in Mattur, in the girl’s 
house. In a closely knit village a wedding is a 
matter of excitement and work for everyone. 
For several weeks before the wedding, close 
relatives of the girl's family are busy preparing 
for the event. Presents to relatives from both 
the sides have to be sorted out - saris, blouse 
pieces, panches, shoulder clothes, have to be 
given to people according to their importance, 
copra has to be carved in ceremonial designs, 
cubes of jaggery have to be bought, lime and 
mango have to be pickled, rice has to be picked 
and cleaned, flour has to be milled, large 
quantities of spices have to be mixed and fried 
and ground, betelnut washed etc., etc. A large 
number of people have to be housed and fed, 
and any complaint from the boy’s side could 
be a matter of great shame. 

A couple of days before the day of the 
wedding, my relatives started arriving from 
Bangalore, Mysore, Hassan, Bhadravati, and 


other places. Some of them travelled by train 
and arrived at one of Shimoga’s two railway 
stations. Others came by bus. The girl’s family 
had arranged bullock-carts for conveyance 
from the railway stations and the bus-stand to 
Mattur, a distance of about four miles. It took 
one-and-half hours. On the other hand, from 
Hosahalli, people had to take the ukkda, a 
floating basket made of bamboo and covered 
with leather, which could seat about eight-ten 
people. A boatman had to be on call all the 
time to pole, people across the Tunga. From 
there bullock-carts took people by the short 
distance to Mattur. Thus relatives converged 
from all sides on Mattur. All these were the 
responsibilities of the girl’s people. 

The evening before the main wedding 
ceremony, there is a small ceremony called 
Nishchitartha. It is a formal engagement 
ceremony where, in the presence of everyone, 
the girl’s people propose to give their daughter 
in marriage to so-and-so boy of such and such 
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family, and the boys family accepts this 
proposal. Neither the girl nor the boy is present 
at this time. 

The marriage itself takes place the next day. 
There are four phases. The first one is 
Gandharva- the celestial phase. The girl and 
her relatives and the boy and his relatives gather 
in the street in front of the girl’s house, but the 
two groups are separated by a silk screen. 
Everyone is in their grandest ceremonial clothes. 
Children are running around. The girl is in a 
traditional silk saree worked with gold, with 
flowers in her hair. The boy is in a white silk 
panche and peta. They both hold garlands in 
their hands. The excitement builds as people 
wait for the signal for the screen to be removed. 
And then it happens. At the auspicious 
moment, brahmans start chanting the Vedas in 
unison, musicians play wedding music on their 
volagas, and the screen is removed. Officially, 
this is the first time that the boy and girl see 
each other. In Mattur, where every one can 
recite the Vedas, the effect of 150-200 voices 
chanting is magical. At this point, the girl’s uncle 
lifts her off the ground, the boy's uncle lifts him 
off the ground, every body applauds, and to 
the throwing of flowers and flower petals, and 
the ringing of small bell, the girl and boy garland 
each other. 

As this happens, the Gandahrvas watch from 
the heavens and bless the couple. The second 
phase is Dhare. Here, the girl's hands are placed 
on the boy's hands by her father while her 
mother pours the waters of all the sacred rivers 
mixed with milk over her hands. 


It used to be a custom in those days, that 
whenever people visited places of pilgrimage 
on the holy rivers Ganga, Yamuna, Godavari, 
Saraswathi, Narmada, Sindhu, Kaveri, they 
came back with samples of waters from these 
rivers. These samples were kept in sealed brass 
pots and used on ceremonial occasions. The 
act of pouring the holy mixture on the hands of 
the girl and boy signifies the formal handing 
over of the girl to the boy’s care. 

This is a scene of great emotion for the girl’s 
side. The girl is leaving their house forever. She 
now belongs to the husband and his family. 
Tears are shed by all the girl’s relatives and the 
girl herself. 

The third phase is the mangalasutra 
dharana. Here the boy ties a golden chain 
around the neck of the girl. The chain has 
miniature figures of his family deities on it. Once 
worn, the girl cannot take it off for the rest of 
her life. The girl and boy also exchange rings. 

The fourth phase is called saptapadi. The 
boy holds the girl’s hand and is made to take 
seven steps around a sacred fire. Then they are 
declared husband and wife. It is here that the 
girl’s father echoes Janaka’s famous lines on 
giving Sita to Lord Rama: 
iyam Slta mama suta 
sahadharmacari tava / 
praticchacainam bhadram te 
panim grhnlsva panina II 

pativrata mahabhaga 
chdyevagnugala sada / 

Rama. Bala.73.26.27 
C. Rajagopalachari has translated these lines 
as: 
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Here is my daughter sita 

who will tread with you the path of dharma 

take her hand in yours 

blessed and devoted, 

she will walk with you 

like your own shadow. 

There is one final ceremony. The boy’s and 
girl’s souls are invoked as Lord Narayana and 
Goddess Lakshmi by tantric rituals and 
mangalarati is performed. Symbolizing the 
reunion of these eternal lovers after a period of 
separation, we went through all these rituals and 
ceremonies, and by God’s grace, Savitri 
became my wife. 

We stayed on for three more days. After the 
formality and tension of the main ceremony it 
was also the custom to have some occasions 
where some good- natured fun was enjoyed at 
the young couple’s expense. One such occasion 
is beegara authana, literally, a party thrown by 
the boy's side for those on the girl's side. There 
was much singing, and people dressed up in 
the costumes of other communities and tribes. 
A marriage was an opportunity for people to 
exhibit their talents. Games like hide-and-seek 
were organized. Girl's party would hide the girl 
and the boy had to seek her out. In fact, I failed 
to find her in the labyrinths and dark corners 
of those big houses. 

On the last day, we were made to visit all 
the temples of the village. There was one temple 
in each of the four corners of the village, and 
we all went in a procession, with me holding 
Savitri’s hand. Some mischievous relatives 
came up to me and said that according to the 


custom, 1 should carry the girl, in the manner 
of Lord Krishna carrying Rukmini. There was 
no such custom, but I did not know that. 
Anyway, I felt that this was somehow shameful 
and stubbornly refused. Every one was 
disappointed. How can you have fun, if the 
other party does not co-operate? 

Then we all left for our respective places. 
Savitri did not come with me. Since in those 
days a girl was too young to be a wife when 
she got married, she stayed with her parents 
until she was old enough. When she had 
become a young woman there would be 
another ceremony called “nuptials”, and then 
she would be sent away to go and live with her 
husband. Child marriage had its comic aspects. 
It was not uncommon, when both the boy and 
girl were very young, that they got restless and 
bored with the long marriage ceremonies and 
ran off to play with their friends. And then at 
important moments in the ceremony when their 
presence was required, everyone would be 
frantically looking for them, and when found, 
they would have to be bribed and cajoled with 
sweets or threatened with punishment, before 
they returned to their place. 

My brother and I returned to Bangalore. He 
wanted me to work with him. He had started a 
small business, selling medical equipment. He 
was trying to get agencies of well-reputed firms. 
He had just succeeded in getting the agency of 
Birla Laboratories of Calcutta and he managed 
to get me an appointment as their medical 
representative. I gave up my adult literacy job. 

I was supposed to canvass and book orders 
for their products in the Mysore, Coorg and 
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South Kanara area. This gave me a chance to 
tour all these areas up and down. In between, 
I used to get invitations from my mother-in-law’s 
house for festivals like Ugadi, Krishnashtami, 
Dasara, and Deepavali. I would take 
advantage of these invitations and go to Mattur 
to see Savitri. My casual contacts with her 
during and after the wedding had convinced 
me that she was beautiful. I always thought of 
her. Whenever an invitation came from my 
mother-in-law, I would wash my best clothes, 
buy fruits and coconuts and some gift or the 
other for Savitri. I would travel by train or bus 
up to Shimoga and then walk to Mattur if my 
luggage was light, or take a jatka. 

On each of these trips I would expect her to 
be waiting for me at the door of the house. 
Instead, my brother-in-law and his friends would 
receive me and take my luggage inside. I would 
look around for Savitri, but she would be 
nowhere in sight. Her brother would mutter 
“she is here somewhere.” Then it would turn 
out, that she had escaped into the backyard. 

I did not understand it, but it was not 
considered proper for boy and girl to meet or 
speak frequently while the girl was still in her 
mother’s house. I would be disappointed and 
refuse to eat any food. This always caused an 
unhappy pandemonium and my mother-in-law 
would cry. Still, during these visits, I could meet 
her alone only rarely. 

However, like all the girls of Mattur, Savitri 
had a great weakness for the cinema. It was an 
easy matter to convince her to see a movie with 
me. 


This incident stays in my mind. She had 
agreed to go to a movie in Shimoga. We 
crossed the river on a teppa or bamboo raft, 
and then from Hosahalli took a bus to Shimoga 
for the first show. She enjoyed the picture very 
much. She cried when the heroine suffered, she 
laughed when the joker made some wild 
gestures. When the show was over, it was almost 
ten' o'clock. We then caught a bus to Hosahalli, 
and started walking to the river. It was pitch 
dark, and I could not see anything, but Savitri 
was familiar with this undulating country side, 
and she walked ahead and I followed. It must 
have been about eleven-thirty when we finally 
reached the river. There was no teppa. 
Somebody before us must have used it to cross 
the river. It was on the other side. We were stuck. 

My first inclination was to shout for 
someone to bring it over. 

“No no, people will hear and start talking,” 
Savitri objected. 

Another idea occurred to me and before she 
could say anything, I took my shirt off and 
jumped into the water and started swimming 
for the other side. 

At this point, the Tunga is about a hundred 
or hundred and twenty-five yards wide. I swam 
slowly, not being familiar with the river, and 
worried about rocks. However I reached the 
other side without trouble. There was no one 
there, except an old woman washing 
something. Silently, I walked over to where the 
teppa was tied up and untied the rope, and 
with the bamboo pole started pushing my way 
back. In a few minutes, I was back on the other 
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side, and Savitri lightly jumped on to the teppa. 
I asked her if she was afraid. She said no. 1 
was delighted by our adventure. I pushed on 
the pole and we started off for the other side. 

When we got home they were all waiting, 
worried - not knowing what had happened, 
angry but not being able to say anything harsh 
to the son-in-law. We were barraged with 
questions but Savitri parried them skillfully. 
They had been alarmed they said. They had 
asked everyone in the village about us. No one 
knew where we were. What were they to think? 
I did not say much. Food was served. We ate 
in silence and after that went to our respective 
rooms. 

The next day, whoever met us would ask us 
“Why did you go out? Why this foolhardy 
adventure on the river on a dark night? Do you 
know how many have died in that river?” Some 
of the younger people with whom I had become 
friends were quite awestruck at our daring, but 
the village elders were very upset. 

“Why was she allowed to go out before the 
nuptial ceremony?” they wanted to know. The 
net result of this universal criticism was that 
my mother-in-law had to curtail Savitri’s 
freedom even more. 

I remember another incident from that time. 
I don’t remember how, but I had again 
managed to coax Savitri to come with me to 
Shimoga for some thing or the other. We 
crossed the river on the teppa and came to the 
main road hoping to catch a bus to Shimoga. 
But for some reason none of the buses stopped, 
and after some time, we decided to walk to 


Hosahalli, where I borrowed a bicycle from a 
friend. 

But here was another problem. Savitri 
would not sit on the bicycle. 

“People will laugh,” she said. 

However, after we had walked a hundred 
yards or so, out of sight of the village, I 
convinced her to sit on the bar in front of me 
and off we went. At first she protested, but then 
we started going fast and she liked the breeze 
on her face. 

We had been going along like this for a while, 
when we passed some Mattur folks walking in 
the other direction. They recognized us and 
laughed. Some time later, a gentleman named 
Parthasarathy, whom I happened to know, 
passed us on his bicycle. He too laughed in a 
jeering manner, and proceeded to go to my co¬ 
brother’s that same day and tell him about what 
he had seen. 

By the next day, this bicycle riding had 
become the talk of the whole village. Again my 
mother-in-law must have been severely 
criticized for being so lax with Savitri. 

Fed-up of this and being stubborn myself, a 
couple of days later, I took Savitri to the 
playground of the local school and quite openly 
started teaching her how to ride a bicycle. A 
crowd gathered around us immediately. The 
grown-ups were muttering disapprovingly, the 
younger ones, Savitri's age watched in 
astonishment. In fact I remember calling out to 
one of her friends to come and learn with her. 

At this, the girl’s brother who was also in the 
crowd dragged her away saying “If you 
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learn cycling or any such thing, I will break 
your legs!” 

Savitri was studying in the IV year Lower 
Secondary. She stopped going to school when 
our marriage was arranged. When, after we got 
married, I learned of this, I told my brother-in- 
law that she should resume her studies. Her 
family was reluctant, but on my insistence they 
started sending her to school again. L.S. IV year 
was a public exam in those days. I spoke to her 
class teacher and learnt from him that she was 
a fairly good student. I requested him to 
announce an award of Rs.10 for the student 
who secured the first rank in the class, and an 
award of Rs.8 for the second rank, but asked 
him to keep name of donor secret. He was very 
pleased at my offer and announced it 
immediately. Rs.10 was a great deal of money 
then and every one studied harder. The exam 
took place and Savitri stood first in her class. A 
boy called Ashwath was second. He was later 
to become a brilliant Vedic scholar. The awards 
were handed out in a function in which all the 
important people in the village were present. 
Savitri was all smiles when she received her 
prize. When people at the fuction wanted to 
know who had donated the prize, the teacher 
said it was an anonymous donor. 

I was very pleased with her performance and 
encouraged her to continue on to SSLC. But 
SSLC could only be done at Shimoga. Walking 


to school every day was out of the question, so 
for the time being, her studies came to a halt. 

By this time however, her family was 
anxious to hand over responsibility of her to 
me and to my family, and decided to perform 
the nuptials and let me take her to our place. 

After the nuptials, we went to Hassan where 
there was a girl’s high school. I got her admitted 
to the school, but after some time she said she 
did not want to go to school any more. She 
was of the opinion that she must look after the 
house and her husband as all the women in 
Mattur did. No amount of advice or persuasion 
could move her. 

I do not like being thwarted. Enraged, I told 
her that if she did not continue with her studies, 
I would send her back to Mattur to her mother. 
Reluctantly, she started school again. 

Some time later, I had to go to Bangalore in 
connection with my work as a medical 
representative. While in Bangalore, I got a letter 
from my parents saying that Savitri had 
stopped going to school. I was furious. When I 
got back to Hassan, I told her to pack her bags, 
we were going to Mattur. 

When we got to Mattur, I told her people 
that I was very upset that she would not study. 
They could have their daughter back. I did not 
want her until she changed her mind about 
going to school. 
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5. Itagi defies Hyderabad 


I found I could no longer work for Birla 
Laboratories. I had nothing against the work 
itself, but it was 1947, and even though 
independence had been achieved, I still felt the 
urge to do something more in the national 
cause. I joined the Hyderabad struggle. 

While the country achieved its freedom in 
1947, some princely states like Kashmir, 
Junagadh, and Hyderabad did not immediately 
sign the Instrument of Accession. Their rulers 
were not going to part with their powers and 
privileges so easily. After some cajoling the 
other states yielded but the Nizam of 
Hyderabad under the influence of Kasim Razvi, 
the leader of the Razakars, was determined not 
to give in. The local non-violent freedom 
movement was ruthlessly put down by the 
extremist Razakars. 

In the 1947 Mysore State Congress session 
at Chitradurga, Siddalingaiah was elected as 
State Congress President defeating 
Hanumanthaiah. Immediately after that, 
Siddalingaiah called me aside and told me that 
I should go to a place called Itagi in Raichur 
district of Hyderabad state and organize 
resistance against Razakars. This place was 
an enclave in the middle of Ron taluk with a 
dozen other villages. It is now in Dharwad 
district. 

The enclave consisted of about 14 villages 
which protruded into the Indian Union and it 
was connected to Hyderabad state by a very 
narrow neck of land about 250 yards wide. Out 


of fear of the Nizam’s police and the Razakars 
the villagers had abandoned their villages and 
crossed over into the Indian Union. They were 
all baffled and in a highly demoralized state 
when I met their leaders in a village called 
Soodi, about 3 miles from Itagi. 

I discussed the situation with them and told 
them that Hyderabad's resistance to joining the 
Indian Union would not last very long, and that 
they should go back to their villages. My 
purpose in coming there was to help them 
defend themselves against the Razakars. I would 
accompany them back. 

They liked the idea, and one morning in a 
long procession we started walking towards 
their villages. 

To improve their spirits, I threw a hand-made 
bomb into a field of maize. They were stupefied; 
it had cleared an area of nearly 15 feet around! 
This simple display of fire-power boosted their 
morale immensely. 

I stayed at Itagi, the biggest village. I started 
organizing and training volunteers to become 
guerillas to fight the Razakars. Many women 
volunteered for training. The narrow strip 
which connected their villages to Hyderabad 
state was guarded in such a fashion that the 
entry of the state police and Razakars was 
rendered impossible. 

The villages became for all practical 
purposes independent and were 
administered by their own Panchayats. Shri 
Channabasavaiah, the president of the 
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Pachayat Committee, was a very able and 
shrewd administrator. His judgement in 
disputes was always respectfully accepted by 
the contesting parties. Even parties from Indian 
Union used to come and get their disputes 
settled with his help. He was respectfully called 
“Gurugalu” by everybody in the area. 

As far as my memory serves me, the other 
members of the Panchayat were Andanaiah, 
Bheemappa, Kariyappa, Sangriah Gowda, 
Andanappa Kumara, Shankarappa, Lingappa, 
Devanna, Gowdachari, Kalappa, and 
Ningappa. Each one carried out his 
responsibilities very efficiently. Their assistance 
to me was invaluable. 

Several times Hyderabad State Police and 
the Razakars tried to enter into the enclave but 
were foiled by our newly trained volunteers. 
Deccan Herald published an article on these 
activities on the last page of the 5th September 
1948 issue. 

The situation in Itagi and the other villages 
thus calmed down and the villagers confidently 
went about their business without any 
interference from the Razakars. So when I was 
invited to Bombay by M.H.Shah my comrade 
from the Quit India days to come and work for 
him, I felt I could go. 

I had begun feeling that Savitri had suffered 
enough in Mattur, where she had been the 
subject of much talk and criticism. So I decided 
to take advantage of Shah’s offer. 

From Itagi I sent a telegram to Savitri asking 
her to join me in Bangalore, in preparation to 
go to Bombay. Her people promptly sent her. I 


myself travelled to Bangalore, and was waiting 
for her when she got there. We left immediately 
for Bombay. 

Shah was the personnel and planning 
manager for Premier Automobiles. He had 
arragned for a small room and some cooking 
facilities for us in the compound of his bungalow 
in Andheri. I was to be a staff assistant in his 
office at the factory. The pay was Rs. 90, which 
was not bad, plus I travelled with him in his car 
to the factory and back. 

Since Savitri did not have much to keep her 
occupied, I got her admitted to a local high 
school located not very far from the house. 

Mrs. Shah was like a mother to us. Most of 
the days we ate in her house. She looked after 
us and helped us in all our difficulties and 
problems. 

This was our first experience of living 
together. For all practical purposes I was a 
stranger to Savitri. Eventhough our 
circumstances had improved, we were still 
leading a hand-to-mouth existence. I had one 
or two shirts and pants, and a couple of 
panches, and she had two Dharmavaram sarees 
and two ordinary cotton sarees. I had purchased 
two white mill sarees at a controlled rate shop 
for Rs.3 and these she wore to her school. Even 
in these three-rupee sarees she managed to look 
beautiful with the bright white contrasting with 
her own fair colour. 

We only had the few cooking utensils that 
her people had sent with her. We ate simply. 
She had not cooked before, but she picked up 
very quickly. 
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I used to take her out whenever I got the 
chance. On Sundays we used to go to Wadala 
to the house of a friend, an electrical engineer. 
He was from Bangalore and an extremely kind 
and generous man. Well aware of our difficult 
circumstances, he would not let us spend any 
money. He was always ahead of us, paying for 
snacks, fruits, and cinema tickets, everything. 
When it was time to go back, he would 
accompany us up to Wadala station, and there 
with much gesticulation distract us with jokes 
while he quickly purchased our tickets for us. 

And then on January 30, 1948 we heard 
the news on the radio. Mahatma Gandhi had 
been shot dead. We were stunned. For me and 
for every one else, he had been the Father of 
the Nation. He had led the freedom movement 
for as long a as 1 could remember. 1 had not 
even been born when he had taken over the 
freedom movement and transformed it into a 
force that would overwhelm the great British 
Empire. 

A great sadness settled on the whole city. 
Shah wept bitterly for two days and would not 
eat. We were all glued to the radio listening to 
the commentary on the last journey and the 
cremation. As per wishes, his ashes were sent 
out to every part of the country for immersion 
in its rivers and seas. 

When the train carrying his ashes steamed 
into Andheri station, a huge crowd of several 
thousand was waiting. I was one of them. Savitri 
was at home cooking. In sorrowful procession, 
singing Gandhiji’s favourite bhajans we followed 
the urn to Versova beach. It took two hours. 


The urn was transferred to a big boat. Almost 
400-500 people managed to get on the boat. I 
was one of them. Slowly we headed out to sea. 
About a mile from the shore the boat stopped. 
This was the spot where the ashes would be 
immersed. A pandit chanted Vedic mantras. We 
sang Gandhiji’s favourite bhajans - ‘Vaishnaua 
Janato, Raghupati Raghava Raja Ram.’ The 
ashes were sprinkled into the Arabian Sea. 

As the boat turned around, I was overcome 
by the urge to do something. Stripping to the 
waist, I shouted “Bharat Mata Ki Jai! Mahatma 
Gandhi Ki Jai,” and jumped into the sea and 
swam around the area where the ashes had 
been sprinkled. 

After a few moments, I turned around and 
followed the boat back to the beach. I felt as if 
I had been one with the great soul, even if only 
for a short time. After getting to the beach, I 
put my clothes on and went home. 

But our relatively settled life in Bombay was 
to end soon. The people of Itagi were being 
harassed again by the Razakars and had put a 
lot of pressure on Siddalingaiah who in turn 
pleaded with Shah to let me go and organize a 
resistance. I could not say no to Siddalingaiah 
and we packed our bags. We had hardly lived 
in Bombay for three months, but Savitri did 
not grumble or complain even once. We went 
to Mattur. I left her there with her people and 
went to Itagi. 

One incident from this time stands out in 
my mind. Swami Ramanand Theertha who was 
directing the overall operations of the 
Hyderabad struggle was to come and hoist the 



A SOLDIER REMEMBERS 


155 


Indian Tricolour in Itagi and celebrate its 
freedom from Hyderabad. 

A few days before his arrival we learnt that 
an armed platoon of Hyderabad Police had 
entered Malagatti village to reoccupy the area. 
To teach them a lesson, I decided to carry out a 
raid on their camp and seize their weapons. I 
collected several daring volunteers for the raid. 
I remember Gopal Mazumdar, a young student 
of 17 or 18 years, Shyam Setlur a smart youth 
from Bangalore, and Fakeerappa a hardy and 
brave Itagi boy. 

Malagatti was at the foot of a small hill, and 
we planned to carry out our raid from the top 
of the hill. 

We set off from Itagi with some country- 
made bombs, some dahs, one locally made 
revolver, and one Sten gun. On our way to 
Malagatti we touched a village where an armed 
platoon of some police force of the Indian Union 
was camped. One of their boys volunteered to 
come with us. He was trained in using 
automatics, so we gave him the Sten and a 
magazine of 9mm rounds. When we got to the 
top of the hill from the other side, I mounted a 
telescope on a tripod and looked down upon 
Malagatti village below. There was an armed 
sentry on guard on the roof of one of the 
houses. I had been informed that this house 
contained the weapons of the Hyderabad 
platoon mainly 303 rifles and one or two light 
machine-guns. 

We waited till it was really dark and then 
came down the hill stealthily behind the house. 
The boy who could use the Sten gun, had been 


assigned the task of eliminating the sentry on 
the roof just as we began our assault on the 
house. He had climbed on to the roof of another 
house within sight of this one and was to shoot 
the sentry when the signal Bharat Mata Ki Jai 
was given. As we approached the house from 
the back, dogs started barking, but interestingly, 
stopped when they saw the lot of us. Nothing 
happened as we quietly made our way to the 
front of the house. Everything seemed right, so 
with loud cries of Bharat Mata Ki Jai we made 
a dash for the house. 

However, there was no sign of any action 
from our Sten gun jawan. Later he told us that 
as he took aim to shoot the sentry, he realized 
that there was no magazine - he had lost it while 
climbing on to the roof of the house. 

Realizing that something had gone wrong, I 
shot three rounds at the sentry with the country 
revolver and made a dash for the weapons in 
the kote. Fakirappa and couple of other boys 
followed me. I picked up a rifle by the muzzle 
and wanted to run out with it. But by then the 
whole platoon was up. From another room 
inside the kote two of their men ran out, and 
seeing me, grabbed the butt of the rifle I had 
snatched and there was a tug of war for some 
seconds. I gave a hard kick to one of the persons 
holding the butt. In the struggle I slipped and 
lost my grip on the rifle, but was able to run out 
of the kote. Shots were being fired by both sides. 
The Hyderabadis started firing with all their rifles 
and light machine-gun. We had lost the element 
of surprise, and decided to run to safety by 
crossing into the Indian Union. One of our boys 
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was slightly hurt. We took him to a doctor at 
Soodi. 

Next day we learnt that two Hyderabadis 
had been killed in the raid. That must have put 
a chill into their hearts, because neither they 
nor the Razakars ever again tried to enter any 
of these villages. With no weapons worth the 
name we had managed to paralyze a much 
larger, fully armed enemy. 

As per schedule Swami 
Ramanandatheertha visited Itagi. Every one 
from the 14 villages was there to welcome him. 
Our volunteer force gave him a guard of honour 
with their lathis in their traditional manner. The 
National Flag was hoisted and the Swami gave 

6. The Cheetah 

It is probably (my memory for dates is not 
clear) around this time that the ‘cheetah’ 
incident occurred. For some reason I was in 
Bangalore. I had gone to the Ramakrishna 
Ashram on Bull Temple Road for some work. 
Finishing whatever this was, I decided to go and 
see a friend of mine who lived nearby and have 
lunch with him. 

I walked in the direction of his house. Just 
before what is now Uma theatre, I made a left 
turn. Those days this area was not the 
madhouse that it is now. It was on the edge of 
town with much greenery. After my left turn, I 
came to a small bridge going over a concrete 
drainage channel. After the bridge was 
someone’s vegetable garden. 

As I approached the garden I could see that 
something was up. People were crying out 


a rousing speech. Good food rounded off the 
celebration. 

During my stay in Itagi I had the opportunity 
to collect information on the activities of the 
Hyderabad State Armed Police and the 
Razakars, and document their atrocities. 

On my return, I discussed all this with 
Siddalingaiah, who later met Sardar Patel in 
Delhi, and argued strongly that action against 
Hyderabad was overdue. I believe Sardar Patel 
was so persuaded by his arguments that 
within weeks of their meeting he authorised 
and directed his famous Hyderabad Police 
Action. 

and the broom 

excitedly. “Fook it is there.” “Where?” “I don’t 
see it”! Parents held up their children for a better 
view of whatever it was. The bolder ones threw 
things into the garden. I thought it was a snake. 

I was at the garden now. Big in size it had a 
fence around it and was surrounded by trees. 
The owner had planted brinjals and bananas 
and the plants were thick and flowering. I turned 
to the fellow next to me and asked him what 
the fuss was all about. “Swami, there is a 
cheetah inside,” he said. “Whose is it?” I asked. 
“It is a wild one” he replied, “must have come 
from the forest.” 

This was exciting and I climbed one of the 
trees along the fence for a better view. There 
was something rustling about among the plants. 
Was it the cheetah? I looked eagerly, and was 
soon rewarded. As I said people were throwing 
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stones and sticks over the fence without hitting 
anything but banana leaves and shredding 
them. But now some strong fellow threw a brick 
and hit the rustling animal. Enraged and hurt 
the animal made a leap over the fence and had 
gone in an instant before people could recover 
their wits. But I had got a good look at the 
animal as it went over the fence. It was a 
cheetah. 

Now that the animal was out and about, 
people cleared the streets in a flash, with only 
one thought in mind - to go home and lock the 
door behind them. 

I came down from the tree and ran in the 
direction the cheetah had gone. On the way I 
met the fellow who had first given me news of 
the cheetah. Before he could protest I had 
grabbed his bicycle and was pedalling furiously. 
All thoughts of my friend and the waiting lunch 
were forgotten. I am not sure what was going 
on my mind, or what I planned to do if I 
encountered the animal. I wandered here and 
there asking faces behind barred windows if 
they had seen the cheetah. As usual some said 
it went this way; others that it went that way. 

Eventually I came to a street with a tall two- 
storied house on it. News had reached here too. 
People were looking out of windows. Doors 
were shut. The only fellow outside was a 
sweeper smoking a beedi. 

At this instant there was commotion from 
the direction of the house. This tall house had 
a small compound next to it and people were 
pointing excitedly at something in it. I realized 
this had to be the cheetah. What to do? The 


answer was taken out of my hands by the 
people in the house. Following ancient custom 
they started throwing things at it. 

Fed up, the cheetah did the only thing it 
could do. It made a spectacular leap over 
compound wall and landed not a few yards 
from me. But the first thing it did was to start 
mauling the sweeper. What was I to do? 

The only weapon at hand was the bicycle. I 
picked it up with the intention of bringing it 
down on the head of the animal. But what if I 
hurt the sweeper instead? I put it down and 
looked around in frenzy for a weapon. My eyes 
fell on the long handled broom that the sweeper 
had just put down before lighting up his beedi. 
Awkward though it was I picked it up and 
getting a good grip on it, brought it down with 
all my strength on the animal’s head. 

It was like hitting a rock. The shock of it 
stunned my arm momentarily and knocked the 
broom out of my hand. The cheetah now 
turned on me. As it sprang on me, I grabbed its 
front paws. We danced together thus for a few 
moments. I knew that I would not last long with 
those slashing paws and snapping jaws. I 
already had a couple of long cuts on the side 
and my thigh. But my blow to its head must 
have hurt it. It seemed to be getting groggy. The 
broom - that was what I needed. There it was, 
thank God. I managed to get free for a second 
to pick it up. Mustering up whatever strength I 
had at this point, I brought it down a few times 
on the animal’s head. Seconds later it was 
dead. 
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I looked around. The sweeper seemed to be 
in a terrible state. I was bleeding all over. Soon 
a crowd collected around us. Eventually 
someone took us to the hospital. 

My wounds were not serious and I 
recovered soon. The sweeper had to stay in 
hospital for much longer, but he too recovered. 
I had the cheetah skinned. I presented the skin 


to my father so that he could sit on it in the 
manner of the ancient rishis. 

The broom handle served the family for a 
long time. My sister-in-law used it to hang 
clothes on the line. And in the way of these 
things, with the passage of time, the cheetah 
skin wore out, the broom handle got lost or 
broke. All that is left is the story and my memory 
of it. 


7. A Dhotiwala at the SSB 


Around this time, there was an 
advertisement in the newspapers for Temporary 
Commission Officers. Partition had taken away 
many officers from the Army and because of 
the strained relations with Pakistan some way 
had to be found to make up deficiencies quickly. 
I was curious and applied, and duly received a 
call for an interview with the Service Selection 
Board. I was to be interviewed at Bangalore 
Cantonment. 

In their letter SSB had been very particular 
about what we should bring with us, what 
clothing and shoes to wear and so on. We had 
to have grey flannel pants, white half-pant, 
white PT shoes, a coat and a blanket. Since 
1938 I had been wearing only khaddar and 1 
had to borrow all these things. From my sister- 
in-law's brother Venkatesh I borrowed his new 
woollen coat which he had got stitched for his 
marriage. Coat and canvas shoes rolled up in 
a rough wool blanket and tucked under my 
arm, 1 took a city bus up to High Court, and 
walked the rest of the way to the place where I 
was to report. 


At the gate 1 looked around. Other 
candidates were coming in cars and taxis and 
out-of-town candidates by truck. All were very 
smartly dressed in suits and ties and polished 
shoes, and their bedding seemed first class. 
They seemed to be from educated well-to-do 
backgrounds. What was I doing here ? 

The sentries at the gate must have felt the 
same; seeing my bare feet and khaddar panche 
they tried to turn me away. Only after I showed 
them my interview letter did they reluctantly let 
me pass through. They pointed me to a desk 
where I had to present my papers for checking. 

Everywhere I was an object of curiosity and 
derision. Soon I was being called ‘y° u 
dhotiwala’ and felt compelled to retort 
“I thought your great grandfathers were 
dhotiwalas, your grandfathers were dhotiwalas. 
May be even your father wear dhoties. Since 
when did you become a suitwala?” 

At this point, some sensible fellow said. “Why 
all this wala-gala talk? We have come here for 
something important and we have to think 
about it.” 
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For the rest of the night I was ignored. People 
began arranging their beds, discussing what 
would be on the programme tomorrow. 

Next day, we were all made to assemble in 
hall-like place. Our full details were checked 
and recorded in various forms. 

Then a questionnaire was given to us. Each 
question required a one or two word answer 
or a number after a quick mental calculation. 
Perhaps this was our IQ test. I think there were 
more than one hundred questions. A time limit 
was set. On the word Start we had to start. On 
the word Stop the pencil had to be laid down. 
Answer papers were then collected by one of 
the staff. 

Next paper was something to do with 
psychology. That was also similarly dealt with. 
I think my performance was not bad. Then 
there was a test where they flashed words on a 
screen in a darkened room, asking us to write 
a sentence immediately on the answer sheet. 
Next we were taken out for a group discussion. 
In our case, the subject was Cottage Industries 
versus Industrialization. We discussed this 
vigorously. I had read some of Gandhiji’s 
books on cottage industries and I think I did 
quite well. 

Next, they showed us a sand model of an 
enemy post. The discussion was on how to take 
it and destroy it. My Itagi experience helped 
me and I was able to do well. This was the 
end of ‘Day One.’ 

The next morning we had out-door tests. 
They were of two varieties-one involving group 
tasks, and the other leadership tasks. 


About 10-12 of us were assigned to a group. 
Our task was to carry certain materials like a 
big drum, a long thick wooden pole, a heavy 
rope, etc., across a square pit filled with water 
and some other obstacles, without getting either 
ourselves or these items wet. We were being 
watched by five or six officers. We were each 
given a number to wear; my number was 
(unlucky for some) 13. All the materials were 
arranged at the starting point and we were 
briefed. We had 45 minutes to complete our 
task. 

I was losing confidence because all the 
candidates in my group were tall and well-built 
and came from military families. At the word 
‘Go’ every one rushed to pick up something or 
the other. I was brushed aside. Somehow I 
managed to get hold of that heavy rope. It must 
have been 20 feet long. 

Most of the others had managed to hoist the 
pole on their shoulders, and their plan was to 
quickly push the pole across the pit. But when 
it was not even half-way across the pit, the 
heavy pole started slanting dangerously towards 
the water. Under the rules, water was out of 
bounds. Finding it going out of control, they 
started pulling it back. 

I saw what we should do. Just as the farther 
end had come completely back to our side, I 
rushed over and tied the central part of the rope 
to it. People realised that it could now be raised 
to a vertical position on our side and then 
lowered down using the ends of the rope to 
control its descent on to the other side. Knowing 
that the problem was licked they all said it was 



160 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


a good idea and applauded. 1 was in control of 
the operation. Once the pole was sitting firmly 
astride the pit, they all crawled across on it. All 
the other items went across too. When it was 
my turn, I just walked on the log. Things like 
this were an easy matter for me. We finished 
our other group tasks without any trouble. 

Immediately after this, there was the 
leadership task. It was similar to our group task, 
except that the group had a leader who had to 
be obeyed. We had the same materials as 
before, rope, drum, pole, etc., and had to get 
them across the obstacles. I was appointed as 
the leader. The obstacles consisted of two walls 
parallel to each other, about 15-16 feet high, 
and about 15-20 feet apart. 

This was a tough task. I could not think of a 
clear cut plan. Could we climb on top of each 
other’s shoulders and reach the top of the wall? 
Two of us did that, but then we were stymied. I 
had heard that a previous group had failed this 
same obstacle. I was discouraged. Just then I 
saw that there was a mango tree whose 
branches spread above the two walls. Now I 
saw how we could get across. I explained to 
my group a simple plan involving slinging the 
rope over one of the branches, and swinging 
across from one wall to the other. Similarly, the 
drum, the pole, etc., could also be swung 
across. It was good plan, but we had to struggle 
hard to get the drum and the pole across. When 
we finished, we found that we had plenty of 
our allotted time left. The observing officers 
smiled at us and one of them patted me on the 
shoulder saying, “Well done.” 


Next day, we were all interviewed by the 
presiding officer, Col. Newton. He was one of 
those British officers who had been requested 
by the Indian Army to stay and help out through 
the transition period. At about 10.30 in the 
morning I was ushered into the Board’s 
interview room. 

If my memory serves me right, our 
conversation went as follows : 

What is your name ? 

Venugopal, Sir. 

What is your age ? 

26 years, Sir. 

What is your qualification? 

Sir, I passed Physics, Chemistry, and 
Mathematics of Intermediate in 1941, Sir. 

What have you been doing all these days? 

Sir, I was trying to appear for Inter again 
to pass my English and Kannada subjects. 
At the same time, early 1942,1 joined HAL 
to support myself and pursue my studies. 
Man proposes, but God disposes, Sir. In 
August 1942, I joined the Quit India 
Movement. 

Please continue. 

I was more an underground than a 
satyagrahi, Sir. During this period I took 
part in sabotage activities. While I was in 
the process of helping a friend to escape 
from prison, I was caught with a revolver 
and myself put in prison. I was tried by a 
civil court and sentenced to 18 months RI. 
Later I was acquitted by the session’s court. 
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How were you going to help your friend 
come out of the prison? 

I was trying to smuggle in some materials 
like nails, rope, some clothing, and a 
weapon, but I was caught in the process. 
But he managed to escape with the help 
of some friends in jail by climbing over the 
wall. 

What newspapers do you read? 

The Hindu and Harijan, Sir. 

Who is the Editor of Hindu? 

Srinivasan (He was a very popular editor. 
All knew his name.) 

What is the meaning of Harijan? 

Child of God, Sir. 

What do you think of the British? 

They are a brilliant but cunning lot, shrewd 
in divide and rule, please don’t mind my 
saying, Sir. They are great traders. They 
will go wherever they find gold. They will 
go to the moon itself and capture it if they 
find gold in it. (There was laughter. These 
were actually Gandhiji’s words in Hind 
Swaraj .) 

Do you still have any ill-will towards the 
British? 

Sir, how can we forget Clement Attlee and 
Lord Mountbatten who did their best to 
hand over the country peacefully? 

After this there were two or three questions, 
simple questions. When I came out of the 
interview room I was in a discouraged mood. 1 
had over the last two days mixed with several 
all-India level candidates. They were all much 
better than I was. Also there was the fact that I 


had been to prison. Why would they select me? 
My mood became more and more pessimistic 
as the announcement of the results drew near. 
An officer came out of the interview room with 
a list of names and walked towards the notice 
board. 

I could not stand this anymore and decided 
to leave immediately. I went back to my 
barracks, rolled up my blanket and headed 
towards the gate to go home. At the gate there 
was a station-bound truck with many of my 
fellow candidates seated in it. These people had 
been weeded out even earlier. 

Just as I reached the gate, I heard someone 
running behind me shouting abuses, asking me 
to stop. I turned round. It was the Havaldar in 
charge of our barracks. He had caught up with 
me, and he was saying “Who told you to leave, 
you so-and-so? Come back! You so-and-so!” 

I walked back with him. As we walked past 
the station-bound truck, he said roughly that I 
had been selected. 

Some fellow in the truck hearing this, jeered 
“Dhotiwala has become an Officer.” I pointed 
at him and said to the people in the truck, “Even 
if I were the presiding officer, I would not select 
me. I would select this gentleman with the loud 
voice.” 

He became silent. One or two of them 
congratulated me and wished me all the best 
with the medical exam. 

We reached the office. Three other 
candidates had been selected, and we were all 
asked to stay back and report to the medical 
board for a medical exam. The next morning 
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the board performed a thorough exam, and I eyes and gave me the required spectacles. I lost 

was declared temporarily unfit, because of poor no time going before the medical board again, 

eye-sight. 1 was asked to get corrective This time I was selected and asked to report 
spectacles and reappear before the board. on January 1st 1949, at the Officers Training 

I immediately ran to my uncle School (OTS), Deccan College, Poona. My 

Krishnamurthy the eye specialist. He tested my army life was about to begin. 


8. The Bullock and the mother-in-law 


I remember this curious incident. Some time 
before I was to join OTS, I was in Mattur 
visiting Savitri. 

I was taking a nap on a mattress in the front 
room of the house. This room also served as 
the village library. It was around four in the 
afternoon and the women of the neighboring 
houses and my mother-in-law were chatting in 
the front verandah of the house. 

In those days, everyone in the village used 
to have cattle, and would tie them up close to 
their houses. In my mother-in-law’s house the 
cattle were kept in a fenced area under a zinc 
sheet roof, between the street and the front 
verandah. My brother-in-law Gokarna had by 
then become a serious farmer and had a couple 
of bullocks. These animals were famous for their 
strength and uncertain temper. He was the only 
person who could control them. 

As she chatted with her friends, my mother- 
in-law noticed that the bullocks were out of 
fodder. She got some from inside the house and 
went to the fenced shed. She assumed that the 
bullocks were tied and went in without thinking. 


But one of them must have slipped its tether, 
and as she went in, it charged ripping her 
stomach with one of its big horns and lifting 
her off the ground. She cried out loudly in pain 
and fright. 

I woke up when I heard this sudden 
commotion, and rushed out to see what had 
happened. People were screaming with their 
hands on their mouths, but nobody would go 
in. My mother-in-law was still impaled on the 
horns of the bullock. I had to do something. 

I jumped in and grabbed the rope that went 
through the bullock’s nostrils and twisted it hard 
and jerked its head up and to the side. 
Thankfully, that released my mother-in-law. I 
gave a couple more strong blows to the bullock 
and around this time, Gokarna, hearing the 
shouting had also come running with stick in 
hand. He hit it a few more blows. The bullock’s 
temper passed and it just stood there whisking 
flies with its tail. 

But my mother-in-law had to be rushed 
to a hospital. By God’s grace, after a few days 
of treatment and rest she recovered completely. 
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9. An officer on the double 


On the last day of 1948 my train steamed 
into Poona Railway Station. Kind people in 
Bangalore had helped me equip myself with 
the prescribed clothing and accessories. 
Siddalingaiah, Nijalingappa, Nittur Sreenivasa 
Rao, Ramachandra Rao, all friends from a 
closing chapter of my life, made sure that I had 
everything needed as I embarked on my new 
career. And as always providing steady 
support, were my brother Subbarao and uncle 
Krishnamurthy. 

At the station a JCO and Havaldar were 
waiting next to a sign that said “OTS Cadets 
Report Here.” Other cadets like me were milling 
around their table. They checked our names 
against a list that they had, and then loaded us 
and our luggage into 3-tons that were waiting 
outside. 

OTS on the campus of Deccan College was 
a beautiful area with parade grounds and play 
grounds set amidst many trees and flowering 
bushes. We were led to our quarters-EPIP tents 
with cots for four cadets each. Bearers unloaded 
our bags and suitcases. It was still early in the 
morning so we were taken to the Cadet’s Mess 
and given some breakfast. After that we had to 
go and report to the Adjutant with our papers. 
We were scheduled to see him in alphabetical 
order, so since my name began with a V, when 
my turn came it was almost 12 ‘o’ clock. 

He was sitting at his table talking with some 
one on the phone when I entered his office. 
This was the first time I had entered the office 


of an Army officer. I went over and stood before 
him leaning over the table holding my papers 
in one hand. His reaction was instantaneous. 

“Take your hand off my table!” he thundered 
“You will not lean on the Adjutant’s table!” 

I shuddered and leaped back. Thus started 
Army life, giving me an advance taste of the 
ragging, bullying, and scolding that was to 
come. He glanced at my papers with a scowl 
and then waved me away 

“You can go.” 

Next we were all taken to the Quarter 
Master’s store. There we were issued with 
different kinds of uniforms-olive greens, PT 
shorts, and equipment. Most of these were free. 
The boots were so heavy that I wondered how 
anyone could walk in them. But gradually they 
became part of my body. These boots and the 
thick woollen socks that came with them were 
so robustly made that they lasted under very 
rough use for more than five years. 

As I said life started with bullying and 
scolding. In fact no mistake, small or big, 
remained uncorrected without a curse or abuse, 
or on-the-spot punishment that had to be 
performed on the double. Rifle upar double! 
Double se chalo! Double se doudengel 

On any parade ground there would be 
several groups drilling and marching. Cries of 
“Lying position crawl” “Thumb” “Tez chal” 
“Guthne Seeda Rakho!” from various drill 
instructors clashed with one another and rent 
the peaceful air. 
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On the double is such a fact of life that jokes 
are made about it. There is one about the young 
officer’s wife who had become pregnant and 
had gone to her parents' place for delivery. 
When her time came she was admitted to the 
hospital. The next day when her mother went 
to see her she was told that her daughter had 
already delivered. In haste she rushed to her 
ward and found her with two babies. “What!” 
she cried in astonishment “double boys?” So 
the daughter said with a smile, “Don’t you know 
ma, that in the army they always do it on the 
double?” 

Talking of births, Gayatri was born on 
January 12th. I had just started training, so 
there was no question of my being able to go 
back to see her and Savitri. But by God’s grace 
everything had gone all right. 

In the early training period, life in the army 
is very tough and there is a lot of physical strain. 
There is also the mental strain because of the 
constant yelling, scolding, and bullying. But the 
purpose is to cut down the ego, instill 
obedience, discipline and build mental 
toughness. 

Though we were given a lot of classroom 
education, most of the training and coaching 
was done outdoors - PT, drill, weapons training, 
field craft, map reading, and organization. 
Swimming, river crossing, route marches took 
up whatever time was left. Every thing at the 
double. From PT dress to drill dress at the 
double. From drill dress to WT dress at the 
double. Thus we were in competition even in 
changing clothes. One day in my hurry I put 


the right boot on the left foot and the left on the 
right. When we fell in, the instructor in charge 
noticed this immediately and jeeringly pulled 
me out, and instructed all the other cadets to 
laugh at me (which they did- on the double). 
As punishment, I was given an extra parade 
and drill that evening. 

And thus the training gained momentum. 
Every day from Monday to Saturday was filled 
from dawn to bed time. On Sundays, the 
company commander would try to help us by 
pointing out our shortcomings and weaknesses 
and telling us how to improve. 

I had one serious problem. Every subject 
was taught in Urdu. Hindi words of command 
had just been introduced. But for us cadets from 
Mysore and Madras it was difficult to follow 
either language. If the instructor said ‘Right 
Turn’, many of us turned left. In many other 
subjects, this lack of Urdu was an even more 
serious handicap, and even with the company 
commander’s help I was falling behind. 

In a few weeks I was produced before the 
Commandant, Brigadier R.K.Kochar, with the 
recommendation that I be discharged. He 
asked me why I was not picking up. What was 
the problem? I explained my situation. 

He was sympathetic and immediately 
transferred me to a platoon commanded by 
one Captain Barnard, an officer from Madras. 
This helped me because Capt. Barnard gave 
me a lot of personal attention and detailed 
instructors who knew English. I improved 
considerably and soon I was on par with the 
other trainee officers and I passed out 
successfully. 
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On August 28, 1949, I was commissioned 
into the Indian Army. General Rudra took the 
salute at the passing-out-parade. 

I was now 2nd Lieutenant H.C. Venugopal. 
But for the kindness of Brig. Kochar and Capt. 
Barnard, I would never have been a 
commissioned officer and enjoyed this 
challenging and satisfying career. 

There were two drawbacks I could not do 
anything about. I had joined the service very 
late, I was 27 years of age when I was 


commissioned. My fellow cadets, most of them 
were 22 or 23 were better placed with respect 
to seniority and promotion. But I could not join 
earlier because of my involvement in the 
freedom movement. Further, I did not wish to 
serve under British officers. Once independence 
came, joining the army seemed to be a natural 
way of continuing to serve the country directly. 

The other was my lack of education. 
Because of these handicaps, I would never be 
able to rise to a senior position. 


10. The Maratha Light Infantry 


I was posted along with four other officers 
to the Maratha Light Infantry and sent to the 
Regimental Centre in Belgaum, just a night’s 
journey from Poona. We reached Belgaum in 
the morning. An officer with a vehicle was 
waiting for us at the railway station. He 
welcomed us and took us to the Maratha mess 
for breakfast. 

Then we were taken to see the Adjutant, 
Captain DeSouza. He formally invited us to 
wear the Maratha red and green hackle and 
the Maratha shoulder badges. 

Now I was 2nd Lieut. H.C.Venugopal, 
MARATHA. 

That very day we were presented before the 
commandant, Lt.Col. Shaikh Moiddin. He 
welcomed us and spoke to us about how we 
should conduct ourselves now that we were 
Marathas, and keep the beautiful red and green 
hackle flying. Col. Moiddin had a reputation 
for being very sharp and alert. Once a week he 


used to take ceremonial parades and no 
mistake went unnoticed; he himself would 
demonstrate how something was to be done 
correctly. 

Capt. DeSouza was in charge of our 
training, and under him, we were initiated into 
the customs and peculiarities of the Maratha 
group. Our training continued from where OTS 
had left off. He kept us busy with parade ground 
training, drill, bayonet training, and leadership 
training. We were going to be platoon and 
company commanders and we would be 
responsible for our men’s welfare at all times. 
We attended classes and had homework. 

The Marathas do some things differently. 
Marathas wear their green lineyards around 
their necks, whereas the Gurkhas, the Sikhs, 
the Mahars, and all the others, wear them 
around their left shoulders. Every unit in the 
Indian Army marches at 120 steps a minute; 
the Marathas march at 140 steps a minute. The 
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Marathas hackles are a beautiful red and green, 
colours which were presented to them during 
the First World War. 

The story goes that in a certain battle in one 
of the middle eastern countries, a British light 
infantry unit had been completely encircled by 
the enemy and faced certain destruction. 
Several other units had tried to extricate them 
but without success. Then the British 
commander called in a Maratha unit. 

With their battle - cry of “ Chatrapati Shivaji 
Maharaj Ki Jai,” ringing in the air the Marathas 
charged. A fierce battle followed with much 
hand-to-hand fighting. In the end the 
encirclement was broken and the British light 
infantry unit was rescued. In honour of this 
action, the Marathas were presented with their 
red and green hackles and called a Light 
Infantry. 

Under Capt. DeSouza we became 
Marathas and considered ourselves part of an 
elite for the rest of our lives. “Once a Maratha, 
Always a Maratha” went a regimental saying. 
Avidly, we absorbed Maratha etiquette: our 
training ground for this was the Mess. Here we 
learnt formal behaviour, what to wear for each 
occasion, appropriate forms of addressing 
everyone and their wives, and all the different 
toasts for all the different ceremonial occasions. 
The Army had a long tradition and we were 


being educated into it. This went on for two to 
three months. 

During this period we, fresh 2nd Lieutenants 
called on all the other officers and their families. 
Sometimes we would be invited to dinner or 
lunch at their houses. Every now and then, 
there would be a picnic in the beautiful jungle 
areas surrounding Belgaum, or a dinner party 
in the Mess. At these social occasions our 
etiquette training was on test. It was not 
uncommon for an officer to tick us off the next 
day for some breach of conduct. 

After this pleasant but busy period of time 
we were posted out to various Maratha 
battalions. I was assigned to the 19 Marathas 
which was stationed in Lucknow as part of HQ 
5th Division. I was the only one of our OTS 
batch to be posted to Lucknow. 

The evening I left, all the officers and their 
families had come to see me off at the railway 
station. I had been here only a couple of months, 
so I was moved by this warm send-off. Again 
this was tradition, designed to show that large 
though this family was, regardless of rank every 
individual was important and no one was 
forgotten. 

When I arrived at Lucknow station two days 
later, there were three or four officers to receive 
me. 
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11. Gayatri walks and Savitri learns Hindi 


Lucknow is the capital of Uttar Pradesh and 
a nice city. The cantonment area was clean 
and neat. The British had created these 
cantonments as places where they could live 
isolated from the local population. They were 
generally some distance from the main town 
and could be easily defended if the natives got 
unruly. 

In contrast to the city, cantonments were 
clean, with wide streets and neat white-washed 
houses with large compounds and gardens. 
Traffic was orderly, with mostly military 
vehicles and smartly turned out soldiers and 
officers on bicycles. Very rarely did one see a 
car. Bougainvillaeas flowered everywhere. 

19 Marathas had been billeted in the 
Campbell lines area. I was driven to the Mess 
where I was to stay temporarily and given 
dinner. 

The next morning, I was taken first to the 
adjutant, Captain Manishastry. He seemed a 
nice and intelligent officer, and when I told him 
that I was married, he advised me to put in for 
family accommodation immediately. Then I had 
to report to the commanding officer, Lt.Col 
Jaitly. He was kind and welcoming, but I saw a 
hint of sternness in his voice. Later my 
impression was confirmed: I was told that he 
was both very strict and highly respected. 

Within ten days of applying for family 
housing, I was allotted T-type accommodation 
by the Station Staff Officer. To me the house 
seemed huge. I was permitted to hire authorized 


furniture and the government paid for it. I was 
very pleased. I had not seen such furniture before 
- almirahs, sitting room sofa-sets, dining table 
and chairs. Every thing seemed to be made of 
sturdy teak and of the best quality. I hired a 
bicycle on monthly rent for going and coming 
to the unit. 

I sent a telegram to Savitri asking her to 
come to Lucknow. It had been out of the 
question for her to join me at OTS, and I had 
stayed in Belgaum only for two-and-half 
months. 

I was still upset with her at her refusal to study 
further, but I thought I should not punish her 
anymore. Also I had heard that Gayatri was 
very weak and rickety. Here in Lucknow she 
would improve with good food and medical 
attention. 

When I was selected in Bangalore, I was 
under the impression that I would be an 
ordinary soldier. But at OTS our instructors had 
rubbed into us every minute that we were going 
to be officers, and after my preparation in 
Belgaum, I felt like an officer. Now in Lucknow, 
I had received my first pay, credited to my 
account at the State Bank of India. It was Rs.420 
and I was awed; I had not had a bank account 
before. I was beginning to enjoy army life. I 
enjoyed being called Lt. Venugopal. 

I was in ‘A’ Company. The company 
commander was Major M.R. More and he was 
in charge of training me in the responsibilities 
of a company. From him, I learnt not only how 
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to do my job, but also to take enormous pride 
in it. He kept telling me that my commission 
was a sacred thing and that I could not do 
anything to lower its prestige. 

As soon as my telegram reached Mattur, my 
brother-in-law Gokarna got in touch with my 
brother Subbarao who arranged to get Savitri 
to Bangalore. It so happened that his brother- 
in-law Venkatesh (whose coat I had worn to 
the Services Selection Board interview) was 
going to Benares, and he arranged for Savitri 
and Gayatri to travel with him. This was a god¬ 
send. Travelling in third class with a small child 
was going to be very difficult. Even in those 
days third class was very crowded. It was 
difficult to get reservations at short notice; 
sometimes one had to stand throughout one’s 
journey. I was glad that Savitri had someone to 
help her. 

I received them at the railway station. This 
was the first time I was seeing Gayatri and I 
was saddened. She was very thin and sickly- 
looking. Venkatesh had agreed to spend a day 
with us before proceeding onward to Benares, 
so we all went to our new home in the unit. In 
preparation for her coming, I had stocked the 
kitchen with some basic provisions and 
powders; they were still in their paper packets. 
I had purchased kerosene primus stove. With 
pride I handed the kitchen over to her. 

While I had been waiting for Savitri to 
arrive, I had made the acquaintance of another 
company commander, Major Rajan Raju. 
Because we were both South Indians he had 
taken an interest in me and when he learnt that 
I was paying monthly rent for my bicycle he 


immediately volunteered to lend me some 
money so that I could purchase one. Thus I 
acquired a new bicycle, a ladies’ bicycle. I 
wanted Savitri to learn to ride; that way she 
would be somewhat independent. It was to be 
with me for another ten years, until I bought a 
scooter. 

I was overwhelmed by Major Raju’s 
generosity, but soon I had an opportunity to 
return the favour. I learned that even after 
looking for some two months, he had not been 
able to find suitable accommodation for his wife 
and son who wanted to join him here. I 
immediately offered to share my house with 
him. It was big enough for both of our families. 
He was overjoyed and arranged for his family 
to come to Lucknow. They arrived a few days 
after Savitri and Gayatri came, and half of the 
house was given over to them. 

Language was a big problem for Savitri. She 
did not know any Hindi or English and in the 
army you had to know at least one of these. 
Mrs. Raju only spoke Telugu and Hindi. 
Somehow they tried to communicate, but most 
of the time Savitri had no one to talk to. The 
situation improved somewhat when I got one 
of the few Kannada-speaking boys I had in my 
company to become our orderly. He was a great 
boon. 

At this time our greatest worry was Gayatri. 
She was undernourished to start with, because 
Savitri was still a teenager when she had her. 
She was very ill, crying all the time, and had 
no strength in her legs. She crawled weakly 
around the house. To help her, I got her a three¬ 
wheeled toy that she could hold on to and walk. 
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She cried a lot in the beginning because it was 
painful, but I would not let her give up. Slowly 
with better food she improved. She still cried, 
but now her crying was quite vigorous, and a 
sign of progress. Savitri used to massage her 
knees regularly, and gradually she developed 
strength in her legs and ultimately learnt to 
walk. 

Along with Gayatri, our circumstances also 
improved somewhat. We bought some crockery 
and cutlery, and winter clothes. Lucknow is 
quite cold in the winter. Thus we started life in 
the army. 

It was customary for newly-arrived officers 
to announce their presence to various civil and 
military dignitaries like the Governor and the 
Divisional Commander by signing the visitor’s 
book maintained at the gates of their official 
bungalows. I had done this, and within 10-12 
days we received an invitation from the 
Divisional Commander, Major-General 
Mahendra Singh Chopra to a party. Another 
invitation, from the Governor, followed a few 
days later. 

The party at the Divisional Commander’s 
house was an eye-opener for Savitri. This was 
the first time that she had come in contact with 
this kind of environment. Everyone was 
brilliantly dressed. The officers all smoked and 
drank some kind of alcohol or the other. There 
were Jats, Sikhs, Rajputs, Marathas, very few 
from the south. Many came from princely 
families. Their wives were bejewelled and 
perfumed and wore make-up. They conversed 
very well about a variety of things that Savitri 
had not even heard of. All had degrees of some 


kind or the other, some were even double 
graduates. Nothing in her life in Mattur, or 
Hassan, or Bombay had prepared her for this. 

The Divisional Commander was moving 
from group to group meeting officers from the 
different units under his command and chatting 
with their wives. 

Savitri was sitting with Mrs. Rajan Raju when 
he reached them. 

“Aap Kaun Hain?” he gently asked her 

I was talking with some other officers, but 
seeing him get to Savitri, I rushed over in alarm. 

“Sir, she is my wife,” I introduced her. “Her 
name is Savitri, Sir. Just from a village. 
Excepting Kannada, she cannot speak any 
other language.” 

“I see” he said. “Venugopal, can you 
translate what I say to her and translate her reply 
to me?” 

“Right sir!” I said. 

“Aap Mysore dekhen hain kya? Bahut 
achcha jaga hai. Hum dekhen hain.” 

I translated all this to Savitri. She smiled, but 
kept quiet. 

I told him that she had not seen Mysore. He 
spoke a few more lines that I translated to her. 
And then to my relief he moved on to Mrs. Raju. 

However, he had not forgotten, because 
after dinner, he called me aside. 

“Look Venugopal,” he said, “next time I see 
both of you, I want her to be speaking Hindi. It 
looks bad, if she is sitting silently at parties like 
this when every one else is talking. ” 

“Yes sir !” I said. 

My CO observing this exchange asked me 
what had happened. I explained. 



170 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


“The Div. Comdr is right, Venu” he said. 
“His wishes are orders to us. See that she learns 
some Hindi.” 

After we got home, I explained to Savitri that 
her lack of Hindi was now a regimental matter, 
and we would get into trouble if she did not 
learn some Hindi. Next day afternoon we went 
to Hazrat Ganj and purchased two books, 
‘Hindi Self-instructor’, and ‘Bachchon Ki Kitab’. 
I also sent the Kannada-speaking orderly back 
to the unit, and got one who only spoke Hindi. 
For my part, I tried to teach her a few lessons 
from the two books and spoke to her only Hindi. 
We went to the bazaar where she had to 
purchase vegetables from Hindi-speaking 
sellers, and we went to Hindi pictures every so 
often. Thus Savitri’s Hindi education 
commenced. 

Two weeks later, I was detailed to courier 
duty that would take me out of town for 3-4 
days. A day before I was to leave, a friend, Lt. 
Dorai Raj, came and visited us. I was pleased 
to see him. Dorai Raj and I had been trained 
and commissioned together. He had joined the 
Gurkhas and had come to Lucknow with his 
football team to take part in a tournament. 
They had a strong team and had reached 
the finals. He invited us to come and 
watch the game, which was to be played the 
next day. Gen. Chopra was to be the chief 
guest. 

I told him that I was going out on duty, so 
then he suggested that perhaps he could take 
Savitri and Gayatri. I thought this was a good 
idea; it would be a first class match. And so 
the next day, Savitri and Gayatri went with 


Dorai Raj to the match, and sat in the front 
row along with other officers' wives and 
children. 

When Gen.Chopra arrived, he was 
introduced to all the guests sitting in the front 
row. When he came to Savitri, it was obvious 
that he remembered her. 

Smiling, he asked “Aap kaisen hain?” 

She managed to say “Achche hain.” 

“Bachchi kaisi hai?” he asked her. 

“Abhi achcah hoigi,” she struggled. 

“Raise Vapas ja rahen hain?” he asked. 

“Bhai saab ke saath,” she said without a 
single mis-step, pointing to Lt. Dorai Raj. 

When I got back from duty, I asked her how 
the match had been. She then told me about 
the Div. Comdr speaking to her, and how she 
had replied. I was very pleased. 

Next day I happened to be in the adjutant’s 
office, when the phone rang. It was for me. 
Gen.Chopra was at the other end. 

“Hello, is that Venugopal?” he asked. “Yes 
sir,” I said. 

“Venugopal, I saw your wife the other day 
at the foot-ball match. I was very pleased that 
she could speak some Hindi. Tell her to keep it 
up. Very good show.” 

For me, a junior officer, it was thrilling to 
hear this straight from the Commander. When 
I went home for lunch, I told Savitri what had 
happened. She gave a happy smile. Our Hindi 
studies received a fresh boost. 

I was beginning to learn to what lengths 
good commanders went to make sure that 
nothing hurt the morale of their troops. 
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12. Neighbour problems 


Around this time our unit was asked to help 
out with a law and order situation. The culprit 
in this case was a hyena which was terrorizing 
some villages a few miles from Lucknow. 
According to the villagers this hyena was 
carrying their children away. Several children 
had been reported missing. We were asked to 
comb the area and see if we could flush it out 
and get rid of it. We looked hard, but could not 
find any hyenas. This was my first experience 
with the army in a non-military role. 

I have been told by many people, even 
educated people, that life in the army, other 
than in times of war, must be easy. For what 
do we do? We must come home after a quiet 
day in the office, hardly tired, ready for several 
rounds of tennis or badminton or to take our 
wives shopping. All this may have been true 
to an extent a hundred years ago. Now the 
army is another instrument of law and order at 
the disposal of the authorities. When natural 
calamities strike, we are the first ones there. 
Earthquakes, floods, famine, we have seen it 
all. When the police go on strike we take over. 
When judges go on strike we dispense justice. 
When the railways go on strike, we drive the 
trains and check the fish-plates. 

We brought Hyderabad into the union, we 
threw the Portuguese out of Goa. Since then 
there have been too many instances to list. 
Punjab, J&K, Manipur, Nagaland, Mizoram. 
Thus our training is no longer confined to 
drilling and weapons and warfare. We have to 


learn how to bash unruly heads tactfully and 
instill confidence in the population in disorderly 
times. 

We had hardly been in Lucknow for a 
month, when the whole division was ordered 
to move to Hissar near the Pakistan border. 
There had been large troop movements across 
the border in Pakistan. Savitri and Gayatri had 
to go back to Bangalore, because it was not 
known if the division was coming back to 
Lucknow. Since our marriage Savitri and I had 
not stayed together for even a few months. 

A special train took us to Hissar. We camped 
on the outskirts among the thorny shrubs and 
the sand dunes. Water had to be pumped up 
from a great depth. We were under canvas tents. 
In the intense heat we drilled and marched, 
practised at the firing range, and zeroed our 
weapons. Civilians and local politicians watched 
as we staged exercises for their benefit. Tanks, 
artillery, and infantry in mock attack routed a 
well dug-in enemy. Such exercises helped us in 
recruiting many Jat boys from the area. 

However, talks were held and the border 
tension decreased and our division was 
ordered back to Lucknow. 19 Marathas went 
back to Campbell lines. Savitri and Gayatri 
joined me as soon as it was possible. This time 
my brother Sundermurthy escorted them. 

We resumed our earlier life. Savitri’s cooking 
had improved considerably. We invited all our 
officers and their families to dinner or lunch at 
least once. Many people came for breakfast 
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also. She had become justly popular for her 
dosas, vades, and idlis. 

Her Hindi improved rapidly and she learnt 
to ride the bicycle quite confidently. She would 
go to the bazaar on her own with Gayatri on 
the carrier. On her return journey she would 
hang two or three bags of vegetables on the 
handle bars. I hired a gent’s bicycle and thus 
the three of us could go everywhere. We got to 
know a staff officer to the Governor who was a 
Kannadiga. He and his family stayed in quarters 
in the compound of the Governor’s residence. 
We visited them quite often. 

Around this time 19 Marathas was asked to 
deal with a problem in Nepal. King Tribhuvan 
had become a puppet of his minister Jung 
Bahadur Rana and his movements were so 
tightly controlled that you could say he was 
under house-arrest. However, he did have some 
freedom of movement, and on one of his trips 
to the Pashupathinath temple, he had contrived 
to flee to the Indian embassy in Kathmandu, 
and thence to Delhi. The Indian Government 
then persuaded the Rana to step down. The 
King returned, and democratic reforms were 
introduced. However, a few months later, one 
of the Rana’s supporters, K.I.Singh, with about 
a hundred supporters rose in revolt and 
managed to grab two border districts, 
Nepalganj and Bhairava. The King again 
appealed to Delhi which handed the problem 
of capturing Singh to the Army, which gave 
the job to 5 Div. which gave it to us. 

So under our Lt.Col. Jetley the battalion 
arrived at Nautanva on the Indian side of the 


border, about 20 miles beyond Gorakhpur and 
close to Bhairava district in Nepal. Nautanva 
is the transit point for the large number of 
Gorkhas travelling to and from India. Gorkhas 
are fearsome soldiers and have served in large 
numbers in the Indian army. England still 
recruits Gorkhas for some of its crack infantry 
battalions. I am told that during the Falklands 
war Argentinian soldiers surrendered en masse 
when they heard rumours that the Gorkhas 
were landing with their khukris. They would not 
be the first ones to have done so. 

After a careful reconnaissance of the area 
which confirmed Singh’s whereabouts, we 
staged a quick raid and captured him and most 
of his men. There were only 4-5 casualties. 
After delivering them to the Bhairava jail we 
stayed a few more days to ensure that things 
stayed calm. 

During this time I managed to visit Lumbini, 
the birthplace of the great Siddhartha, the 
Buddha. We had to go on elephant-back 
through thick jungle. It was a very remote and 
peaceful place with no facilities for travellers. I 
felt lucky and blessed to have had this 
opportunity. 

We returned to Lucknow, but we had hardly 
been there a few days when word reached us 
that Singh had managed to escape. So off we 
went to Bhairava again and started combing 
the jungle-covered hills for him. He was about 
15 miles ahead of us with 6-7 men. We knew 
that he was heading for the Nepal-China 
border and tried to catch up with him. 
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But he knew the terrain, whereas we had to 
rely on local guides. When we reached the 
border, we were told that he had just crossed 
over to the Chinese side, where of course we 
could not go. We set up camp. 

That night my JCO and I went to a 
Satyanarayana puja at a Nepali gentleman’s 
house. 1 was struck by how familiar the rituals 
all were. In Karnataka or Andhra or Tamilnadu 


the puja would have been done in that same 
way. Even the prasada tasted the same. From 
Himalayas to Kanyakumari we spoke different 
languages but culturally, I felt, we were one. 

After high-level discussions in which he 
promised to pursue his aims through democratic 
means, Singh returned to Nepal, occupied 
many positions of prominence and eventually 
became a minister in the government. 


13. A useless ordeal 


Pakistanis were massing again, this time on 
the east, and no sooner had we got back from 
Nepal, we were asked to move to the East 
Pakistan border. 

Families had no place there. So once again 
I had to ask Savitri to pack up and go and stay, 
this time, with my parents in Hassan. 

Since we would be separated for at least a 
year, I thought it would be a good thing if she 
could study and finish her SSLC. She was 
diffident. It was going to be very difficult. She 
would have to study three years’ portions in 
the six or seven months before the exams. She 
had not studied for several years now. She was 
sure she would fail. I argued with her. We would 
arrange a teacher I said. Knowing my 
stubbornness, she reluctantly agreed. Also in 
her few months here, she had met many 
officer’s wives and they all appeared polished 
and educated. When they talked to her she felt 
very small. She felt she had to at least finish 
SSLC. 

Having decided this, we had no time to lose. 
I put her and Gayatri on a train immediately, 


even though the battalion would still be in 
Lucknow for another fifteen days. 

I had written to my father to say that she 
was coming and to arrange a good teacher for 
her. My father discussed the matter with his 
friends and colleagues. They were not 
optimistic. They did not think that it was possible 
for anyone to pass SSLC in private in six 
months. 

My father wrote to me asking me not to 
subject Savitri to this useless ordeal. I was 
however adamant. Fix up a teacher for her I 
told him, it does not matter if she fails. So he 
went and talked to a teacher called 
Venkataramanappa. He was unwilling too but 
after my father pleaded with him he agreed. 
He could spare only two hours each day, and 
he would watch her progress for three months. 
If he was not satisfied that would be the end. 

And thus Operations SSLC started. Savitri 
went to his house from 7 to 9 every morning. 
She studied whenever she could. There were 
also many other things to be done in a house 
with so many people. Clothes had to be 
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washed, cooking vessels had to be scrubbed 
with charcoal and mud, water had to be drawn 
from the well, various children, not just Gayatri, 
had to be cleaned, clothed, and fed. But she 
made good progress, and seeing this 
Venkataramanappa began to give her much 
more time. My parents and brothers sent very 
encouraging reports of all this. As the exam 
drew near, each hour became precious. To add 
to the pressure, for some reason, the SSLC 
exams were preponed by fifteen days. They 


were held exactly six months form the day she 
started studying. 

When the results were announced, she had 
passed in high Second Class, just two marks 
short of a First Class. I was ecstatic. 

After this Savitri gained much more 
confidence in her own abilities. She began to 
appreciate the value of a good education. What 
she learned in those few months never left her, 
and she was able to coach our children in many 
subjects at least till high school. 


14. A nomadic interlude 


A few days after Savitri and Gayatri had 
left for Hassan, the battalion moved to a small 
border town called Bongaon, about 25 miles 
from Jessore (which is famous for its combs) 
in East Pakistan. We stayed there for 5-6 
months and then moved to a place called 
Kanchanpura at the branching of the Hooghly 
from the Ganga. The river is several miles wide 
at this point and scores of steamers and boats 
go up and down. 

The CO had given us permission to bring 
our families to Kanchanpura and soon after 
her SSLC results were announced Savitri and 
Gayatri joined me there. There was no MES 
accommodation, so we rented a house in 
Bhatpura. 

Gayatri was almost 3 years old, with 
intelligent twinkling eyes. She would do small 
errands for me, fetching a glass of water, or 
bringing me a towel or soap box when I asked 
her to. 


We stayed in Bhatpura for about six 
months. The battalion was asked to move to 
J&K. From the eastern corner of the country, 
we were to move to the extreme north. Savitri 
and Gayatri, by now used to this kind of thing, 
went south to Mattur. 

After six months in J&K during which I was 
MTO (Military Transport Officer) I was posted 
to the Ordnance Depot, Agra. There were 15 
platoons meant for security of the Depot. My 
responsibilities were to look after the 
administration of these platoons and detail 
them on security duties of the Depot. 

After I had arrived in Agra and taken over 
from my predecessor, I sent a telegram to 
Savitri in Mattur. She arrived with Gayatri 6-7 
days later accompanied this time by my 
brother-in-law Mahabala (aka Gokarna). Both 
Savitri and Gayatri were seasoned in this kind 
of train travel across the country, changing 
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trains two or three times along the way. But for 
Gokarna it was an entirely new experience. 

For the first time, life achieved some kind of 
routine. The house that we had been given was 
quite satisfactory in all respects. We got Gayatri 
admitted to a convent school. Gokarna or an 
orderly would take her to school and bring her 
back. She took to school happily. Each day she 
learnt some new song or poem and she would 
come home excited and recite it to all of us, 
with action. She was beginning to learn both 
Hindi and English. 

For Gokarna too this life was new. In Mattur 
his life had revolved around his paddy fields, 
his coconut trees, the seasonal requirements of 
sugarcane and areca, and the ceremonies of 
life in a Brahmin village. Agra with its forts and 
monuments, the beautiful Taj Mahal, its crowds 
and dirt, the language and the food, was a very 
different place. 

He also settled into some kind of routine for 
the few months that he was with us. He tried to 
help us in whatever way he could. When he 
got bored he cycled to the market or the post 
office. Since Kashi was close by, Savitri and 
Gokarna went there to perform their father’s 
annual ceremony. 

The commanding officer was a Col. Ravind 
Singh, who was unlike any commanding officer 
I had seen. He was kind and mild mannered 
and I never saw him punish anyone for 
anything. A warning was as far as he would go. 
One could almost call him saintly. I was so struck 
by his personality that I could not resist asking 
him about it. 


He replied that punishment was not the 
objective, reforming behaviour was. The officer 
should not make himself so feared that the truth 
does not come out. 

“Once I too was a very strict person and used 
to shout and sometimes even slap the men and 
officers under my command. I had learnt this 
quality from my English CO who was a real 
tyrant. Fearing his quick temper, few people 
would come near his office. He was a terror. 

“In 1943, we were at the Burma front and 
one particular night there was a great deal of 
enemy activity. The company commanders 
became very anxious that something was about 
to happen, and came to me for instructions. I 
was adjutant then. I realised that this was serious 
and needed the attention of the CO. But the 
CO was sleeping and who dared to go wake 
him up? However, three of us, myself and two 
company commanders steeled ourselves to the 
task. 

“His reaction was predictable. A volley of 
abuses followed. ‘You chaps are panicky and 
nervous,’ he shouted, ‘I will sort you out 
tomorrow morning. Now get out and do not 
disturb me!’ 

“‘Tomorrow morning’ did not come at all. 
Later that night, the Japanese attacked our 
camp and overran it. Most of our people, 
including the CO, were killed. I was told that 
he died a horrible death. No one went to his 
help. I was wounded in the leg and while 
withdrawing fell into a trench, and by God’s 
grace I was somehow saved. The wound still 
bothers me, but from that day onwards I was a 



176 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


changed person. Truth is more important to me 
than the respect or fear of my men.” 

In addition to my official duties I was made 
the sports officer. I was also in charge of 
weapons training for other officers and 
conducted competitions. 


But Col.Singh felt that an infantry officer 
should not be wasted on an ordnance depot 
and after a while managed to get me posted 
back to Belgaum, to the Maratha Regimental 
Centre. So I came to Belgaum for my second 
stint of duty. 


15. Belgaum once again 


The commander was now Lt. Col. Y.K. 
Sawant. He was a very active man who took 
a keen interest in all aspects of regimental life. 
Every activity, whether it was a regimental 
dinner or parade, ladies' night or a route 
march, picnic or recruitment drive, Shivaji 
drama or Sainik Sammelan, would receive his 
complete attention and had to be done in right 
royal fashion. No sloppiness was permitted. 

The main duty of the regimental centre was 
to recruit boys from the local areas and instill 
some drill and discipline into them before 
sending them off to various Maratha regiments 
to be turned into soldiers. 

Under Col. Sawant, the welfare of war 
widows and wives of serving jawans, the care 
and schooling of their children, also had high 
priority. His wife ran a welfare centre with the 
help of other officers’ wives, whose purpose was 
to teach knitting and tailoring skills to the wives 
and widows of soldiers. Once they had learnt 
the basic skills they could make sweaters, or 
sew children’s clothes on the machines at the 
centre. Every year there was a Flag Day where 
money was raised by selling many of the items 
made by the centre. This money went back to 


the jawans’ wives and widows. Further the 
welfare centre had some 10-20 acres of land 
where sugarcane was cultivated. The income 
from this farm through sales of jaggery and 
sugarcane juice also went to the welfare centre. 

Another one of Col.Sawant’s projects was 
the building of the Mahadev temple. All ranks 
pitched in and worked hard at raising the 
money needed. We arranged music concerts, 
and malkhamb and lezim performances, tateau 
shows, and even went from door to door. The 
temple when built was a very fine building. 

The temple still stands on Thalakwadi road 
on the way to the railway station; the local 
people call it the Military Mahadev Mandir. It 
has a beautiful garden around it with exotic 
flowers and plants. A small zoo has also been 
added to the grounds. Sugarcane is grown on 
a small farm adjoining the temple grounds and 
the juice is sold to the public. The funds from 
the temple also go to the welfare centre. 

Mrs. Sawant had recruited Savitri into the 
welfare center’s activities, and I was involved 
in every one of Col. Sawant’s projects. 

On the 3rd of September 1954, Ravi was 
born. At about 11.30 on the night of the 2nd, 
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Savitri started getting labour pains. I enquired 
about an ambulance or other vehicle, but was 
told that there would be a delay. Savitri was in 
robust health and the military hospital was not 
far off so we just walked over. There the matron 
received us and admitted her to the Officer’s 
Ward. After examining Savitri she said that 
there was still some time, so she asked me to 
go home. After some time, the matron also did 
the same assuming that everything was under 
control. 

However, nature fooled us both. Savitri 
delivered much earlier than expected. In fact 
she was quite alone when the baby came and 
had to cope on her own. When after a brief 
nap, I went back to the hospital, I was surprised 
and alarmed to see that she had already 
delivered. Where were all the nurses and 
doctors? I was in a rage. Then I saw the healthy 
eight-and-half pound baby and realized that by 
God’s grace every thing had turned out all right. 
My anger subsided. 

But once again, Savitri had to manage by 
herself. This time she did not have even her 
mother or sister with her. I happened to be 
within shouting distance but still was absent at 
the critical hour. 

The only person really upset was the CO of 
the hospital. He roundly abused all the doctors 
and nurses for leaving Savitri alone. Matron 
came in for especially rough treatment. 


Just as we were finishing three years in 
Belgaum, I received orders transferring me to 
22 Marathas in Samba, a non-family station, 
near Jammu. 

The Officer’s Mess at any regimental center 
serves as the repository of the tradition and 
history of all the Regiments. The Maratha mess 
is a glorious place. On every wall there are 
pictures and photographs of soldiers and 
officers in action at various battlefronts across 
the world, North Africa, Arabia, Italy, Turkey, 
Pakistan, NEFA. Weapons, flags, and pennants 
from scores of battles are mounted in 
prominent positions. There is polished brass 
and silver everywhere. The Marathas have won 
more than their share of awards for gallantry 
both under the British and after. Every one of 
these heroes alive, or long gone, finds a place 
of honour in the Mess. 

In this grand and imposing place we were 
given a farewell dinner by all the officers and 
their wives. Next day they were all there again 
at the railway station to see us off. 

I availed of some leave before going to 
Samba and accompanied Savitri and the 
children to Shimoga where they were to stay 
until 22 Marathas moved to a family station. 
We rented a small house near Savitri's sister's 
house. Gayatri was admitted to a school 
nearby. 
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16. 22 Marathas 


When the nizam of Hyderabad surrendered, 
most of his army was disbanded. One 
exception was the 2nd Battalion Hyderabad 
Infantry. It was, from its records, one of the best 
trained and professional battalions. Unlike the 
Razakars, it had not been involved in any 
atrocities or firing on civilians. The 2nd 
Battalion was merged into the Maratha group 
and became 22 Marathas. 

However the transfer of the men and their 
equipment had been badly handled with 
considerable stores and supplies lost or 
unaccounted for. As Quarter Master I inherited 
all these headaches. When I left 22 Marathas 
almost five years later, I had been able to sort 
out most of these problems. 

Within six months of my arrival in Samba, 
our CO, Lt. Col. Nandi, started permitting 
bashas to be built for officer’s families. However, 
there were not enough bashas for us all, and 
senior officers got first priority. Once a year I 
made the long train journey to Shimoga. I 
would travel by jeep to Pathankot and then take 
Pathankot Express to Bombay, Bombay to 
Miraj, and then by metre gauge to Birur or 
Kadur where I could take a bus to Shimoga. 

Ravi was growing up. During this time our 
third child, Hema was born. As usual Savitri 
had to deal with this delivery without my being 
able to be with her. 

Finally I was allotted a basha and could ask 
Savitri to join me. We decided to leave Gayatri 


with my elder brother in Bangalore so that she 
could go to a good school. 

For a few months we had some semblance 
of stability. Our daily life was confined to 
activities in our lines. We called on other officers' 
families and they called on us. Every now and 
then we went to Jammu, across the Basantar 
River, for shopping. Sometimes we saw a Hindi 
movie. We sent Ravi to a school in Jammu but 
the journey was too long and so Savitri taught 
him alphabets and multiplication tables at 
home. Hema had begun to crawl and we had 
to build barriers across all the doors. Samba 
was infested with snakes and scorpions. 

For a brief period, 22 Marathas, officers and 
families, moved to Kunzru near Srinagar. For a 
few weeks we pitched camp in the middle of 
an apple orchard. It was a beautiful place. Then 
we moved our tent to another campsite that 
happened to be between the dried beds of two 
streams, and I remember coming home one 
rainy afternoon to find the streams had become 
small rivers. Thick muddy brown water roared 
and swirled on either side of the tent. We 
seemed in danger of being swept away. I was 
wondering what should be done. But then the 
water started receding and by the next day the 
streams were back to their original trickle. But 
we had some anxious moments. 

During most of my tenure with 22 Marathas, 
the CO was Lt.Col Dhillon, later Brigadier. The 
second-in-command was Maj. K.S. Mann, the 
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Adjutant, Capt. Sabbarwal (later Major- 
General), company commanders were Maj. 
Paranjape, Capt. Swaminathan (later 
Brigadier), Maj. M.B. Wadke (later Brigadier). 
One other company commander I remember 
was Maj. V.V.K.Nambiar, later Lieutenant 
Colonel. During the Indo-Pak war of 1965, for 
a brief period he was a POW. With most of these 
people I stayed in touch even after I was 
transferred out. 

The Battalion then moved to Jodhpur in 
Rajasthan. We were there for three years and 
in that time we changed houses three times. 
Ravi started to go to St. Patrick’s school. They 
took boys up to the third standard, after that it 
was girls only. After an entrance test, he was 
admitted directly to the second standard. 
Savitri’s home coaching had made him better 
in both English and arithmetic than children of 
his age. We had heard that the Sophia Convent 
in Ajmer ( a few hours from Jodhpur) was a 
very good boarding school so we decided to 
bring Gayatri back from Bangalore and get her 
admitted there. 

After a year we realized that the school was 
too expensive and put her in the Air Force 
School in Jodhpur. She was now in the tenth 
standard and quite tall for her age. After a long 
time we were all together again. Ravi had also 
started going to the Air Force School for his 
fourth standard. Gayatri had a bicycle now and 
often she would ride to the school with Ravi 
on the carrier. 


I had joined the Army as a Temporary 
Commissioned Officer. In the normal course 
of events, at the end of my service period, I 
would have had to either leave or go through a 
selection process for a regular commission. 
Lacking even an intermediate, 1 was not sure 
what my chances were. If I were not selected, 
what would I do? Soldiering was the only thing 
I knew. 

However, around this time, Gen. 
Thimmaiah, the Army Chief of Staff decided 
to regularize all temporary commissioned 
officers (we called ourselves Thimmy's 
Commissioned Officers!). Thus by God’s grace, 
this uncertainty was resolved. 

In late 1962, after some two years in 
Jodhpur the unit was posted again to J&K, to 
a place called Gamhir near Rajauri. India was 
fighting the Chinese on the eastern border and 
as a deterrent to Pakistan some units were 
posted to the Kashmir border to strengthen our 
forces there. 

This was also a non-family station. Savitri 
and the children stayed in Jodhpur until the 
children had finished their school year and 
then, not knowing how long the battalion would 
be in Gamhir, moved to Bangalore. Gayatri 
joined National College in Basavanagudi. Ravi 
was admitted to fifth standard in Mahila Seva 
Samaj School. For the time being they all 
stayed with my brother Subbarao in 
Shankarapura. 
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17. Making soldiers of Kannada boys 


They had been in Bangalore for less than a 
month when in July of 1963 I was transferred 
to Belgaum for yet another stint at the 
Regimental centre. Since she was going to a 
good college, I decided not to uproot Gayatri 
again, so only Savitri, Ravi and Hema joined 
me in Belgaum. St. Paul’s High School 
accepted Ravi into the fifth standard. Hema 
too started School, going to St.Mary’s which 
was right next to Ravi’s school. The orderly 
would take them to school on his bicycle and 
pick them up in the evening. Later, after Ravi 
had learnt how to ride, he would take Hema to 
school with him. 

I remember committing a faux pas the 
moment I arrived in Belgaum. On arrival I had 
been taken to the Mess and as custom 
demanded I had signed the Visitor’s book. In 
the Remarks column, 1 had written bn posting 
to the unit’ as is usual. Too late I saw a small 
piece of paper pinned to the page which said 
“Nothing to be written in the Remarks Column.” 
I could not do anything about it now and put it 
out of my mind. Instead I scanned the pages of 
this silver and leather bound book and saw 
names like Cariappa, Thimmaiah, Shrinagesh 
and marvelled that I should be in the same 
pages as these people. 

A couple of days passed during which I took 
charge of my duties. On the third day I was 
asked to report to the commandant, Col. 
Hamilton. As soon as I entered his office and 
saluted he started bombarding me with very 


harsh words. Fortunately I had just been 
warned by the Adjutant that this was coming; 
it was the result of my entry in the Remarks 
column- apparently only VIPs and VVIPs were 
meant to use it. Still all I could do was to listen 
and try to apologize. No explanation was 
possible in the face of this torrential abuse. I 
came out of his office perspiring under my 
beret. I resolved not to do anything that would 
upset this meticulous man. 

I had been detailed as Company 
commander of the recruits of 22 Company. 
Once these boys had been trained they would 
go and join 22 Marathas. This was the normal 
practice. Each battalion sent an officer to the 
Regimental Centre who would then be in 
charge of the training of the men who joined 
that battalion. Thus each battalion got some 
say in how its soldiers were trained. 

Until recently the Marathas had mainly 
recruited Marathi-speaking boys from 
Maharashtra. Army HQ had decided that we 
should start recruiting boys from Karnataka also. 
All the companies at the Centre had been given 
some Kannada - speaking boys. The problem 
was that these boys could understand neither 
Hindi nor Marathi, could not follow orders and 
so came in for very harsh treatment from the 
JCOs and officers. As a result large numbers 
of recruits were deserting. They were facing the 
same sorts of problems that I had faced at OTS 
13-14 years ago. How to retain them? 
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At the CO’s conference held every 
Wednesday, this was always the topic of 
uppermost concern. Most officers were of the 
opinion that Kannada boys were not soldier 
material. Many were urging the CO that Army 
HQ should be petitioned to stop recruiting them 
into the Marathas. I could see that he agreed 
with them. I felt that they were all wrong. 

At one such conference, with some 
trepidation I spoke up. 

“Sir, give me all the Kannada speaking boys. 
Let me train them.” 

The CO looked at me. 

“You have just come here,” he snorted. 
“These chaps have been trying for the last 6-8 
months.” 

I replied that I came from their part of the 
country. I knew their ways and habits, I spoke 
their language. 

“No” he said with an air of finality. The 
conference ended. 

The next day morning I was called to the 
Adjutant’s office. His name was 
Subrahmanyam. He was a Tamilian, also from 
OTS, a month or so my senior. We were 
neighbours here in Belgaum 

“The CO has done some thinking,” he said. 
“He is willing to try out your suggestion. All the 
recruits from Karnataka are being transferred 
to your company with immediate effect.” 

1 was pleased that Col. Hamilton had 
remembered my idea and thought it worth 
trying out. At the same time I wondered what I 
had let myself in for. 


I asked Subrahmanyam what could be done 
to redeem these Kannada boys in the eyes of 
the other officers. 

“Venu”, he said, “these north Indians and 
Marathas think that nobody else knows how to 
fight. I hope you can show them. Make your 
boys physically fit. Beat the other companies 
in sports. They will understand that. See that 
they can drill well and the CO will be very happy 
with you.” 

I rushed back to my company lines and 
called a conference of my JCOs and NCOs. I 
explained the task that we had volunteered for. 
I knew many of them from 22 Marathas. Most 
of them were Muslims. Others were Marathi¬ 
speaking. They accepted the challenge 
enthusiastically. That same day I sent a message 
to Col. Shinde who was now the CO of 22 
Marathas asking him to send me some good 
sportsmen and instructors. He said that he 
would detail some immediately. 

That evening I held a company sammelan. 
I spoke to all my new recruits in Kannada. I 
asked them to speak freely to me and tell me 
what their problems were. After some prodding 
they opened up. The first problem was the 
strange food. Not at all what they were used to. 
Then there was the language. 

I immediately promised them that they 
would get their own kind of food. I drew some 
money from the company farm fund and sent 
the senior JCOs off to buy cooking vessels for 
idli, dosai and other common items. Two days 
later we were able to serve idlis for breakfast to 
our boys. Arrangements were made to teach 
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the cooks how to make sambar, ragi-rotti, and 
other Karnataka staples. If we could not find 
local teachers, we sent them on cooking courses 
outside Belgaum. All this improved morale 
immediately. They could see that I was serious 
about their welfare. 

Then I organized these boys into various 
teams like hockey, football, volleyball, boxing, 
swimming, etc. Promising recruits were 
systematically identified and trained by the best 
instructors and coaches that I could find. 
Col.Shinde had been as good as his word. 
Several excellent sportsmen and athletes had 
been deputed from 22 Marathas to help train 
these recruits and they got to work immediately 
on improving their skills and stamina. 

At the same time they were being given 
intense training in the basics of drilling according 
to the syllabus provided by the Training Office. 
Some of my Muslim JCOs and NCOs spoke 
Kannada and I put them in charge of the drilling. 
They were fired by my enthusiasm and gave 
their best. 22 Company was really busy 

The first hurdle was the drill test that came in 
the third month of training; it was usually 
conducted by the Commandant himself. He was 
so demanding that no company had passed its 
first drill test on the first attempt. Most took two or 
three attempts. Men and officers dreaded this test. 

To see if the recruits were ready for this, the 
Adjutant or Training Officer conducted their 
own preliminary tests. With 22 Company, they 
were surprised by how much they had 
improved. The Adjutant Subrahmanyam was 
especially relieved. He felt that the risk I had 
taken had paid off. 


On the day of the test itself, the company 
was in a high state of preparedness. Until the 
last possible moment, 1 had been with them 
going over their training, checking their 
turnouts, drilling and re-drilling, threatening, 
bullying, praising, and correcting. As we 
marched over to the parade ground, 
remembering my treatment at the CO’s hands 
over the Visitor’s Book affair, I was as nervous 
as the men. 

I need not have worried. When Col. 
Hamilton conducted the test, they performed 
flawlessly. I could see that he was really 
impressed. And then to the surprise of everyone 
he passed 22 Company in its very first 
appearance! This became the talk of the entire 
Centre. My instructors and I were immensely 
pleased and felt vindicated in our faith in the 
men. 

That evening, I spoke to the company and 
congratulated them. This first success boosted 
their spirits and I could see that they were eager 
to excel in the other area of their training, sports. 
Having tasted success, they were not going to 
rest. 

But before we could show Col. Hamilton our 
prowess in sports, he was transferred out and 
in his place came Col. Belliappa. He too had a 
reputation as a meticulous and thorough officer, 
but without Col. Hamilton’s fierce temper. Mrs. 
Belliappa took lot of interest in the welfare 
centre’s activities and recruited Savitri to work 
with her. 

22 Company continued to train. Annual 
Day was ahead. There were competitions in 



A SOLDIER REMEMBERS 


183 


all games and athletics. I was made sports 
officer for the Centre. I had to organize 
tournaments in all sports in such a way that 
they were all completed by the Annual Day. 
There was keen competition, but 22 Company 
was ahead in all games. Every game, especially 
hockey and football, was played as though it 
was a battle. In all our teams I had made sure 
to include some Coorgis. These boys from the 
hilly parts of Karnataka are natural athletes and 
after training they were in fine physical shape. 
With systematic coaching, they formed the 
backbone of all our teams. 

In the annual day competitions, this strategy 
paid off handsomely. Except in basket-ball, we 
swept all the top places in sports and athletics. 
Being sports officer, at the Annual Day prize 


giving, it was my special pleasure to announce 
22 Company’s successes in one event after the 
other. After this there were no complaints about 
Karnataka boys. 

Time seemed to pass quickly in Belgaum. 
There was so much to do. There were my official 
duties. In addition, for some time I was 
Badminton Secretary of the Belgaum Club. 
There was the Indo-Pak war during which we 
were busy with raising money for the War Fund. 
Reminiscent of our activities during the building 
of the Mahadev Temple, we went door-to-door, 
organized concerts and variety shows, had fun 
and food-fairs. Sudhir Phadke came and sang 
his famous Geet Ramayan and thousands 
attended. Soon the Belliappas were also 
transferred and Col.Thorat took over. 


18. She has not passed all subjects in public 


In the first year of our stay in Belgaum, there 
was a crisis with Gayatri’s education. Gayatri 
had moved to Bangalore after finishing tenth 
standard in Jodhpur, and joined National 
College, which was affiliated to Mysore 
University. In Karnataka state in those days, 
tenth standard or SSLC as it was called, was a 
public exam and was conducted by the SSLC 
Board. In Rajasthan, only some of the subjects 
in the tenth standard were covered by a public 
exam and the others by a school exam. 

Anticipating this difficulty I had 
corresponded with the Registrar of Mysore 
University, and he had agreed as a special case 
to let Gayatri join PUC in National College. 


But when the time came to process her 
application for the PUC exams, the authorities 
denied it on the grounds that she had not 
passed all her tenth standard subjects in Public 
Exam. If she wanted to study in Mysore 
University she would have to repeat SSLC and 
PUC. 

My brother Subbarao and I pleaded in vain 
with the university officials. I wrote to the 
Registrar and members of the University Senate 
but to no avail. 

Brother met many of them personally. 
Always it was the same answer, “she has not 
passed all subjects in public.” 
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There were only three months to her exams. 
Brother hired an advocate and we went to the 
High Court with a writ petition. But the case 
kept getting adjourned for one reason or the 
other. With only one month left brother asked 
me to come to Bangalore and personally deal 
with the situation. By the time I could get leave 
and reach Bangalore, only 12 days were left 
for the exam. 

Gayatri was quite cheerful, prepared for 
whatever might happen. She seemed quite 
confident of doing well in her exams in the event 
she was allowed to take them. In high school in 
Jodhpur and Ajmer she had been an average 
student. I had not put much pressure on her to 
work very hard. I myself had been a less than 
average student, so I sympathized with her 
when she did things that appealed to her more 
than studies. 

She was a smart looking girl with a talent 
for singing film songs. We would have no 
trouble finding a good boy for her. According 
to my thinking those days, it seemed more 
important to get her married off, than make 
her a doctor or scientist or engineer. Now 
however, the injustice that the university was 
doing to her made me determined to fight. In 
this brother supported me wholeheartedly. He 
himself valued education highly, all his children 
were destined for some high degree or the 
other. To him Gayatri was another daughter 
who could not be denied an education by any 
one. 

Immediately on my arrival we visited all the 
members of the Senate. Nobody would listen 


to us. “She has not taken the public exam in 
tenth standard as per the rules” they said 
“Rules are rules.” Precious days passed. 

On the Friday before the exam, the advocate 
who was handling the writ petition told us that 
a hearing had been set for Monday. But he also 
told us that the judge who would be hearing 
our petition was hostile to him; our chances of 
a sympathetic hearing were slim. He suggested 
that I should go to Mysore and see Vice- 
Chancellor Shrimali on Saturday. If that worked 
then there would be no need for the petition 
hearing on Monday. At this point we would 
have tried anything. 

Next day, in my most impressive uniform, I 
boarded an early morning bus to Mysore. I 
took an autorikshaw straight to the Vice- 
Chancellor’s house and rang the doorbell. His 
PA was not there, he himself opened the door. 
Mr.Shrimali was from Rajasthan and had been 
in the freedom movement. Later he was to be 
the Governor of Karnataka. 

I stood up and saluted him smartly. 

“Good morning,” he said, “What can I do 
for you?” 

I explained that I was an officer in the 
Marathas whose daughter was being denied 
an opportunity to take the PUC exam. In detail 
I told him how the Registrar had first agreed to 
take her and later had gone back on his word. 
I showed him our correspondence. 

We were both still standing. 

He studied the letters cursorily and then in 
a dismissive voice said, “The case is very 
simple, I say. How can she be permitted to take 
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the exam when she has not passed a public 
exam?” 

From the tone of his voice, clearly he thought 
I was very inconsiderate to disturb him on a 
Saturday morning for such a simple thing. 

“Sir,” I said, controlling my own growing 
impatience, “ You have recognized the tenth 
class of Rajasthan as equivalent of SSLC of 
Mysore. Based on this mutual recognition, your 
Registrar permitted Gayatri to join National 
College. How can you go back on this?” 

He said sarcastically, “I say, where were you 
educated? Your daughter has not passed a 
public exam. PUBLIC EXAM. Why don’t you 
understand this?” 

In anger I took one-step back. On the 
concrete floor of his verandah my boots 
sounded like a pistol shot. 

“Sir, you have touched a very weak point 
of mine,” I retorted. “I studied in the same 
useless university of which you are now the 
Vice-chancellor. I sacrificed my education at the 
call of the Mahatma in 1942, and suffered all 
that a freedom fighter suffers. Later I joined the 
Indian Army. Now I stand before you, 
requesting you to right a wrong that your great 
university is about to do to my daughter. I 
thought you, a freedomfighter yourself, would 
understand. But you don’t want to listen. You 
want to hide behind your rules. I think I shall 
so.” 

I turned round and began to collect my 
papers. “Hold on young man”, he said, taken 
aback. “Do not get upset. Hold on. Let me look 
at your file again.” 


He took the file from my hands and studied 
it again and thought for some time. Finally he 
said, “Let me see what I can do. I will call a 
meeting of the Senate tomorrow afternoon, 
even though it is a Sunday. I cannot promise 
anything. But I will try my best, all right? Let 
me keep these papers.” 

I felt a big weight lift from my shoulders. 

I thanked him for his kindness and rushed 
to the bus stand to catch the next bus to 
Bangalore. I told brother what had happened. 
We felt that now the Senate would surely let 
Gayatri take the exam. 

The next day both of us went back to Mysore 
and waited outside the Senate meeting room. 
The meeting started exactly at 2 p.m. About 
ten minutes later, one of the members, the 
principal of Banumaiah College came out and 
told us that the Senate had approved our 
request. The Vice-Chancellor himself had asked 
him to convey this to us. 

We were thrilled and relieved and thanked him 
profusely. Mentally I thanked Mr. Shrimali also. 

Just two hours before she was to take the 
exam, Gayatri got her hall ticket. She did very 
well in all the subjects getting a high first class. 
She could have got easily into any engineering 
or medical college, but we told her to continue 
in National College for a B.Sc. degree. This, I 
thought, was the ideal compromise. She would 
be educated, but not too educated to make it 
difficult to find a suitable match. In three years 
she would have finished and that would be the 
right time to look for a good boy. I decided also 
that she should not be a burden any more on 
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brother and sister-in-law and so shifted her to 
Gargi Sadan hostel. 

It was while we were in Belgaum and 
Gayatri was in 2nd B.Sc., that my youngest 
brother Prasanna got married to a girl in 
Shimoga. The wedding was held in Shimoga 
and we all went to attend it. Anticipating that 
we would be there, a doctor from Hunsur had 


come with his wife to see Gayatri for their son 
Nagaraj. They were quite pleased and 
suggested a formal meeting between the two. 

After this formal meeting they were engaged. 
Gayatri had just entered final year, so the 
marriage was fixed for an auspicious day in 
May of the next year, after she had finished her 
exams. 


19 . A year in Babina 


When I had finished three years in Belgaum, 
I was transferred to 17 Marathas, as the 
second-in-command. The unit was stationed 
in Changi Bowl, in Sikkim, and the famous 
Nathu La pass was its responsibility. 
Lt.Col.Sable was the commanding officer. 17 
Marathas was part of a brigade under the 
command of Maj.Gen. DeSouza, who 
incidentally had been the first CO of this 
battalion. He was the same DeSouza who, as 
Adjutant, had initiated me into the Marathas in 
Belgaum. 

Pictures had recently appeared in the 
newspapers of an Indian Army patrol and a 
Chinese Army patrol glaring at each other 
across the barbed wire. Those were our boys. 
Periodically, tensions would rise, and then 
subside. This was one of those times of high 
tension. But then the diplomats started talking 
and smoothed things over. 

Nathu La was at 18,000 ft. and one had to 
get there in stages to acclimatize to the altitude. 
It was bitterly cold. However, we did not stay 
there very long. In six months we were asked 


to move to Babina in MR about 25 miles from 
Jhansi in UR 

Soon Savitri, Ravi and Hema joined me 
there. This was October of 1966, and for them 
Babina was quite cold. Ravi was in the middle 
of eighth standard and Hema in the middle of 
fourth, and they both started going to school in 
Jhansi. The only good school in Jhansi, St. 
Marks High school, happened to follow the 
Cambridge system and their school year went 
from December to December. So Ravi was 
faced with the prospect of taking final exams 
in just two months. Also the standards were 
much higher here in all subjects. With intense 
coaching from Savitri and myself in Geometry 
and Algebra, Ravi somehow managed to get 
through. Even his teachers were surprised. 
Hema went to a separate school for girls. The 
army authorities had arranged a truck to take 
all the school children to Jhansi. So they both 
left at 7 in the morning and got home at 5.30- 
6 in the evening. Gayatri came to visit us once 
during some holidays. 
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During this time, the battalion went through 
a very realistic war exercise called Ex-Betwa. 
For almost three months we carried out mock 
operations in the hilly terrain of the Chambal 
valley. There were battles, patrols, route 
marches and night river crossings. We carried 
everything needed on our backs - food, 
clothing, blankets, weapons and ammunition. 
We could visit our families only for a couple of 
days at a time. 1 would spend this time 
recovering from the aches and pains and bruises 
suffered in our exertions and getting rid of the 
blisters from our route marches. 

In early May we went to Bangalore to make 
arrangements for Gayatri’s marriage. At the 
same time we decided to finish Ravi’s thread 
ceremony also. The wedding went off without 
any major hitch and we felt relieved at having 
discharged a big responsibility. 

After some discussion, we decided to leave 
Ravi in Bangalore to study at National High 
School. He was admitted to the ninth class. 
The standard in St.Mark’s was too high and 
we did not feel that he was making good 
progress there. The six months that he had done 
in the ninth standard would give him an edge 
over the other students here and help him score 
well in SSLC. We arranged for him to stay at 
National College Hostel. We hoped that after 
SSLC he would go to National College, which 
was now considered to be the best college in 
Bangalore, and thence to some good 
professional course. 


After we came back from Bangalore we must 
have spent about six-seven more months in 
Babina. I was beginning to worry about the 
future. Once I had joined the Army, time had 
just flown by. All the transfers and travelling 
made it difficult to believe that I had already 
spent 18 years in the Army. I was forty-six years 
old, and had only two more years to retire. 
Maximum, I could get another two years’ 
extension. What to do after that? Both Ravi and 
Hema were still very young. There was their 
education and eventually marriage to think of. 
What kind of job would I get after retirement? 
The future looked bleak. 

As if in answer, I got a call from Gen. 
DeSouza who was now at Army Head Quarters 
asking me if I wanted to go to Manipur. 
Manipur of all places! 

The Governor of Manipur had requested for 
a couple of experienced officers to be sent on 
deputation to Manipur to re-organize and re¬ 
train the paramilitary forces that were fighting 
the insurgency there. Gen. DeSouza had 
immediately thought of his old battalion, and 
then seeing from my dossier that I fit the bill 
nicely and was close to retirement, had offered 
me the job. My rank would be Commandant, 
the equivalent of a Lt.Col. of the Army, and I 
would be able to serve up to the age of 58. 

I asked him if I should take it. He thought I 
should. Savitri thought I should, as if we had 
no choice. Within 15 days Savitri, Hema, and 
I were on a train to Gauhati en route to Imphal. 
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20. In the land of pearls 


My movement order had stated that I should 
report first to one of the BSF battalions in 
Shillong for some orientation before going to 
Imphal. My deputation to Manipur was through 
the BSF 

At Gauhati railway station we were met by 
an Assistant Commandant and a couple of 
constables and they drove us in a jeep the 60- 
odd kilometers to Shillong. The drive was 
beautiful with the road skirting the tree-covered 
mountains, twisting and turning. Where the 
trees had been cleared there were tea 
plantations. There was a fine mist in the upper 
elevations. 

Shillong is the capital of Meghalaya - the 
Land of Clouds. After the long and tiring 
journey in the train, this drive was refreshing. 

The formalities of reporting did not take very 
long and were handled by Asst. Comdt. 
Shekhdar, who also very kindly put us up for 
the night at his house and took us around 
battalion lines. Curiously, thirteen years later, 
when I was retiring after being Commandant 
of 102 BSF in Bangalore, the man I handed 
over to was this very same Shekhdar. Thus my 
BSF career began and ended with him. 

We spent the night and left for Silchar the 
next day by air. The plane was a Dakota and 
the flight was quite bumpy. That night in Silchar 
we stayed in a transit bungalow. The food was 
terrible and the place was full of bed-bugs. 
None of us got any sleep. Next day we took the 


flight to Imphal. Silchar and Imphal are no more 
than a hundred miles as the crow flies, but are 
separated by a tall range of hills. Our Dakota 
circled and climbed steeply to gain enough 
altitude to cross, and then it was very bumpy. 
The 35-minute flight felt like an adventure. All 
of us felt nauseous and were thankful when we 
landed at Tulihal airport, Imphal. 

As we got out of the plane, the fresh air of 
Manipur acted like an immediate tonic. 
Asst.Comdt. Aparsingh Ghuman, Adjutant of 
2nd Manipur Rifles, had come to pick us up. 
As we drove into the city, we passed good- 
looking men and women with Indo-Mongolian 
features, riding their bicycles. Women riding 
bicycles is not common in the rest of India. 
Everyone looked healthy and clean, and neatly 
dressed in their traditional hand woven clothes. 
The ladies had a long white mark on their 
foreheads. They called it Gopichandan. 

Their wooden houses looked simple and well 
kept. Many had nice green gardens and small 
ponds for fish. All in all this whole place looked 
beautiful. I was amazed and proud that these 
people were part of our country. This was truly 
the land (Pur) of pearls ( Mani). 

Imphal is in a valley surrounded by hills on 
all sides. Most of the people who live in Imphal, 
are Vaishnavities, followers of Chaitanya 
Mahaprabhu. They call themselves Meitheis 
and are fish eating vegetarians. Life centres 
around the Govinda temple. In fact one of the 



A SOLDIER REMEMBERS 


189 


most popular Manipuri dances is the Radha- 
Krishna dance. Manipuri is one of the six 
classical styles of dance in India. 

The Nagas and Kuki tribes who form the 
other major groups live in the hills. Up to the 
last century, the story goes, the Metheis and 
these tribes had got along reasonably well. But 
when the tribes wanted to be integrated into 
the Meithei fold they were rebuffed by the 
Maharaja because they were meat-eaters. Thus 
when Christian missionaries came to the hills, 
they came to fertile ground and most of the 
Naga and Kuki tribes became Christians. Today, 
even the smallest tribal village boasts a church 
and a pastor. The church also serves as the only 
school in the village. 

In the Mahabharata, Manipur is named as 
the place of the warrior princess Chitrangada. 
During one of his many military expeditions, 
Arjuna comes to Manipur and falls in love with 
Chitrangada. They get married but after some 
time Arjuna has to go back to Indraprastha. 

Chitrangada has a son, Babhruvahana who 
under his mother’s tutelage grows up to be a 
powerful and skilful warrior, but ignorant of who 
his father is. 

After the Mahabharata war, Yudhishtira 
performs the Ashwamedha sacrifice and it is 
Arjuna’s duty to follow the sacred horse 
wherever it goes and fight and defeat anyone 
who dares to seize it. As fate would have it, the 


horse wanders into Manipur where it is tied up 
by Babhruvahana as a challenge to Arjuna. 

Chitrangada, anxious to avert a conflict 
between father and son in which one of them 
will surely die, tells Babhruvahana that Arjuna 
is his father, and begs of him to return the horse, 
and with all due honour and respect bring his 
father back to Manipur. Babhruvahana has no 
wish to fight his own father and agrees. 

However when he tries to return the horse, 
Arjuna insists on fighting him. Babhruvahana 
tells him that he is his son, but Arjuna refuses 
to believe him. 

“No son of mine would surrender,” he says. 

The calamity that Chitrangada was hoping 
to avoid occurs. A fierce battle takes place in 
which Babhruvahana fights with great skill and 
courage. Chitrangada, who has rushed to the 
battlefield to plead with them, arrives just as 
Babhruvahana with a powerful arrow severes 
his father’s head. 

Mother and son implore Lord Krishna, 
saviour and protector of the Pandavas, to bring 
Arjuna back to life. He is moved by their sorrow, 
and recognizing that it was Arjuna's arrogance 
that was the cause of this tragedy, recalls him 
to life. 

Even today, in Imphal, there is a place called 
‘Sagol Bandh’, which, visitors are told, is the 
place where Babhruvahana tied the horse. 
Sagol (horse), Bandh (tie). 
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21 . Rebuilding the Second Manipur Rifles 


G human drove us to the circuit house first 
where we left our luggage and then to his house 
where he gave us a good lunch. 

As required of me that same day I went and 
called on the Inspector General of Police of 
Manipur. He formally asked me to take over 
2nd Manipur Rifles. 

The next day I entered the unit lines with 
Ghuman. I had never seen anything like this 
before in all my years in the Army. 

All the buildings and barracks were made of 
mud with thatched roofing. They looked dinghy 
and dilapidated. In many places the thatch had 
been washed away by the rain or blown away 
by the wind. Men’s kits and equipment just lay 
everywhere haphazardly. 

The men themselves lounged here and there, 
unshaven, their clothes unwashed. One 
especially dirty group of 4-5 men I was told 
had been put under suspension by the previous 
commandant for some reason or the other. 
Nothing had been done about them yet. 

This was supposed to be the battalion 
headquarters with a Quarter Guard, a signal 
platoon, and a Motorized Transport Platoon. I 
did not see any signs of life in this place. 

“Most of the men are at the outposts, Sir” 
Ghuman said, apologetically. 

“If this place is any indication, God help 
them” I replied. 

To me who had worked all his life in well- 
trained and disciplined Army battalions, this 
looked like utter chaos. 


Around lunch time I went around the cook 
houses. All of them were in terrible condition, 
some without roofs. All had kuccha floors 
which, this being the rainy season, had turned 
into wet mud. Food was cooked over smoky 
open fires. Cooking vessels and serving utensils 
looked filthy. Men stood in line, plates in hand 
waiting to be served. They looked completely 
demoralized. There were no tables and chairs. 
They ate standing up in the wet mud. I took a 
look at what they were eating. No vegetables 
or meat. Just rice and dal. 

I decided that food had to be tackled first. I 
called a meeting of all the masons in my unit. 
There were about twelve of them. I told them 
that they had to renovate all the cookhouses. 
From the catering course I had done in Bareili 
earlier in my service I knew something about 
cooking ranges. 1 got them to build me one. 
When I was satisfied with their work, I told them 
to build one for each of the cookhouses. 

The ranges were clean and sanitary, were 
convenient for the cooks and economized on 
wood. A chimney carried smoke away directly 
from the fire. In each cookhouse the masons 
built storerooms. Attached to the cookhouses 
they built dining halls with facilities for washing 
hands and plates. All this took a few weeks. 

I called for a sammelan of all ranks in one 
of the first new cookhouses. We had exactly 
twelve jawans. The rest were JCOs and NCOs 
and a couple of officers. I asked to see the ration 
scale prescribed by the Manipur government. 
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I was surprised. In some respects it was even 
more generous than the Army scales. I then 
asked the Company Quarter Master Havaldar 
(CQMH) to issue 12 men’s rations to the cooks, 
asking him to make sure to include the 
prescribed amount of fresh vegetables. 

There were no fresh vegetables. I told him 
to go and get some immediately from the 
market. 

In the meantime I asked the cooks to start 
making lunch for 12 people. In about an hour 
they had prepared the following items: chapatis 
- about 70-80, rice, dal, two subjis, curds raita, 
chutni, onions and cabbage salad, kheer. I 
asked them to divide all this up into 12 equal 
parts and got the CQMH to serve the men. Even 
though they ate heartily, they could not finish 
everything on their plates. 

I announced to them that this was going to 
be the standard. If anyone got less food than 
this the concerned jawan could walk into my 
office without notice and I would take action 
against whoever was responsible, including 
officers. I told the officers that it was their 
responsibility to see that the men were fed well, 
and instructed them to make sure that one of 
them was present at every mealtime. 

After proper storerooms had been built to 
store food grains and supplies, and I had 
instituted a proper storekeeping system, the 
food operation quickly came under control. The 
morale of the men improved visibly and there 
were no more complaints about the food. 

One day I happened to visit some family 
quarters. Only the women and children were 


there, the men having gone to the outposts. The 
family quarters were old hutments that leaked 
profusely when it rained, making the mud floors 
dangerously slippery. In fact as I was walking 
around accompanied by one of the officers, a 
jawan’s wife stepped out of her house. She was 
several months pregnant and on the slippery 
mud she lost her balance and fell. She was not 
hurt, and a friend helped her up. 

Many other Jawans’ wives were standing 
outside when this happened, and they all 
looked at me with mournful faces. 

“Saab, hamaara sabka haalat aisa hi hai,” 
one of them said. 

As I made arrangements for a doctor to come 
and check her out, I thought that something 
had to be done quickly. 

I immediately called all the officers and JCOs 
and told them that the men and their families 
needed adequate family accommodation. We 
would have to build it ourselves. If we gave it 
to the PWD it would cost ten times more and 
take several years. We would build as Manipuris 
built with wood, reeds, mud, and plaster. 

We recruited some good carpenters, masons, 
and blacksmiths who were familiar with local 
methods of construction. I managed to find 
most of the required money in battalion funds. 
Within three months all the houses had been 
built and the families settled. Roofs were made 
of corrugated sheets so water would not leak 
into the house. Tap water was provided. Simple 
latrines were built with soakage pits attached 
to them. We arranged for a doctor and two 
nurses to be available at all times to look after 
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them. Later we even built pucca roads. For the 
troops who lived in the barracks we did the 
same thing. 

Food and housing were my first priorities. 
While I was concentrating on these, I realized 
that other fronts could not be ignored. Drill and 
training were disorganized and had to be put 
on a sound footing. Discipline among the men 
was bad. Their officers were no better. 

I remember on the third day after my arrival 
there, as I was driving in through the battalion 
gates, I saw a company of men in PT clothes 
coming out for a road walk and run. I stopped 
to watch. Accompanying them as they ran was 
an officer on a bicycle. I had not met this officer 
before. He was an assistant commandant. As 
they came up to me, I stopped him. 

“Kaun hain aap?” I asked him. 

“Company commander, Sir.” He replied. 

“Why are you on a bicycle?” I asked him, 
fully knowing the answer. 

“Supervising men on road walk and run, 
Sir,” he said. 

I told my stick orderly, a Havaldar Major, to 
take away his bicycle. 

“You will run with the men” I ordered him. 

“An officer is not supposed to run with the 
men” he grumbled. 

“The CO himself will run with the men”, 1 
snapped at him. 

I joined the company for a half-an-hour road 
walk and run that day. The officer had no 
choice but to run with us. Later I made it clear 
to every one that all company commanders and 
JCOs were expected to do PT with their men. 


I ordered that sports were to be played 
regularly. Football, volleyball, hockey, and 
basketball fields and courts began to be used. I 
began to conduct tournaments and invited 
teams from other police and army units to 
play with our boys. 

In the meantime we ourselves were settling 
down slowly. We were given quarters in a nice 
area called Sanjonthong. Hema was admitted 
to the sixth standard in the Central School. We 
found that there was very little to do in terms of 
recreation. There were a few movie theatres that 
showed bad Hindi pictures that were 3-4 years 
old. There were no clubs where one could play 
something. After dark the place had a reputation 
for being dangerous for non-Manipuris, even 
for the men. Few people ventured out. 
Especially for the wives, it was a boring place. 

By a lucky accident I came across a huge 
quantity of wood that the CPWD could not use. 
They were glad to be rid of it. It occurred to me 
that we could use it to make a good badminton 
court. I put our carpenters to work and in a few 
weeks they had built a large hall with a very 
high ceiling and a fine wooden floor. Now we 
had a first class badminton court, which could 
be turned into a drama or dance hall or even a 
classroom, when needed. As word got around, 
every one wanted to play here. 

On any given evening, the IG, or DIG, the 
Chief Secretary, officers from Assam Rifles, a 
couple of doctors from Imphal Hospital, or even 
the Chief Minister could be found there. 

I remember one day, just as Savitri and I 
had got on the court for a game, the DIG 
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Mr. Quinn arrived escorting the Chief Minister 
of Nagaland. 

I offered my racquet to the Chief Minister 
and he started playing with Savitri. At first he 
toyed with her, giving her easy tosses. Soon he 
realized that everything he gave her was coming 
back faster and at difficult angles. He started 
smashing, but Savitri was returning equally well. 
It seemed to me that the shuttle was in the air 


for several minutes at a time. Now he was 
fighting for every point with this woman in a 
sari. I don’t remember who won, but at the end 
of the game, he was soaked in sweat and too 
tired to play another. Savitri went on to play 
two more singles and several doubles games. 

Everyone wanted to play badminton in our 
court and as a result our circle of friends and 
acquaintances increased enormously. 


22. A Mithun for dinner 


I started visiting our posts almost as soon 
as I took over the battalion. They were all in 
far-flung extremely inaccessible areas involving 
a lot of walking. Tracks to some of the nearer 
posts were jeepable only in good weather. One 
such post, Pushing was just thirty miles away, 
but it took 5 hours to reach it. We travelled in 
convoys of about 10 vehicles. There were 
escort vehicles, and vehicles carrying supplies 
and rations. 

All our posts were vulnerable to attack from 
the hostiles. They had no all-round defences 
and could be easily surprised. All their quarters 
had thatched roofs. One tracer round would 
have sent everything up in flames. There were 
no trenches to protect our boys against mortars. 
All movement was above ground and in line of 
enemy fire. There was absolutely no 
camouflage. This was an invitation to disaster. 
I had to do something quickly. 

The thatched-roof constructions were 
dismantled first. I ordered the men to build dug- 
in bunkers with portholes for firing weapons. 


Bunkers were connected by trenches so that 
men could crawl from bunker to bunker without 
exposing themselves. We built weapon pits for 
mortars and LMGs. Cookhouses and stores 
went into bunkers. All bunkers were 
camouflaged. I showed them how to dig deep 
trench latrines. I showed all ranks how to design 
and lay booby traps, and instituted systematic 
patrolling of the areas immediately surrounding 
the posts. All this took a few weeks. We were 
now protected against immediate danger. 

Our boys were not trained in patrolling, 
escorting, laying or breaking out of ambushes, 
battle tactics or drill. In batches I got them to 
Imphal for training in all these aspects. Slowly, 
they turned into soldiers who would give a good 
account of themselves in any battle. 

As I made more and more trips to the posts 
and got to know the villagers in the surrounding 
areas, I found that many had not seen a state 
or central government official for several years. 
Elected officials came just before election time 
and then disappeared. Most of these villages 
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had no running water or electricity. Few had 
schools or medical clinics, let alone police or 
postal services. 

Roads were non-existent. During World War 
II, some jeepable tracks had been made, but 
afterwards without any use or maintenance, 
the tracks disappeared into the fastness of the 
Indo-Burmese jungles. 

One such track remained however, 
connecting Pushing to Maokot where we had 
another post. It had become a rough narrow 
trail now, fit only for trekking. Maokot was the 
eastern-most village just this side of the Indo- 
Burmese border. I thought a jeepable track 
between these two places would be a good idea. 
That way travel between these two posts would 
become easier and we would have earned the 
good-will of the villagers by giving them more 
access to the outside world and other villages. 

Once again, I realized that we would have to 
do it ourselves. Asking the PWD or CPWD to do 
it would tangle us hopelessly in red-tape for several 
years after which there would still be no road. I 
spoke to my officers and to some of the village 
chiefs. They liked the idea and volunteered the 
labour of some sturdy boys and girls. 

I promised them that on a particular day, 
not very long from now, I would drive my jeep 
from Pushing to Maokot. 

Work started with enthusiasm. Men and 
women, small boys and girls, and many 
platoons of our own jawans started clearing 
the track and widening it to allow a jeep to go 
through. In some places land-slides had covered 
up most of the road leaving only a very narrow 


ledge looking over a precipitous drop of 100- 
200 feet. It was back-breaking work clearing 
all this. Weak points had to be strengthened 
with stones and teak beams. As always, we 
had to contend with mosquitoes and leeches. 
We were learning road-building the hard way. 

And then it would rain and several days’ 
work would be washed away. But such was 
the enthusiasm of the villagers and our boys 
that nothing could slow us down or hold us 
back. We made steady progress and by our 
self-imposed D-day, the job was done. That 
morning I got into my jeep and escorted by 4 
other jeeps started towards Maokot. Savitri was 
with me. Several other officers and their wives 
also accompanied us. It was tough driving, but 
it was definitely a jeepable track. 

All along the way the road had been 
decorated with colorful flags and buntings. 
Groups of villagers waved to us as we drove 
past them. Others ran with the jeeps trying to 
give us gifts of eggs and chickens. 

At the entrance to Maokot village we had to 
stop. The entire village had gathered there to 
welcome us. A welcome arch had been built. 
We were made to sit in chairs and the Chief 
and other important people of the village 
presented us with baskets, shawls, eggs, and 
garlands. It was a warm day and some women 
brought us water to drink. 

The Chief officially welcomed us and 
thanked us in a long speech. In my reply, I said 
that it was really their road. They had worked 
very hard, and it would not have been possible 
without them. It was up to them to make good 
use of it and see that it did not fall into disrepair. 
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Then the entire village joined in singing songs 
from the Bible. But we could not leave yet. I 
was told that there was a very important gift 
waiting still to be given to me. 

I was wondering what this would be when 
there was some commotion and then the people 
burst into cheers as the Chief now appeared 
leading a big animal of some kind. 

He brought it to where we were sitting and 
it dawned on me that he was offering it to me. 
This was neither cow nor buffalo, though it 
clearly belonged to the cattle family. In fact I 
had not seen anything like it before. It was called 
a mithun. 

The crowd applauded. Knowing that these 
villagers were extremely poor I tried to tell them, 
without offending them, this was too generous. 
They would not listen, so I gave in. I thanked 
them. The animal was led away. The Chief then 
outlined the rest of that day’s program and as I 
listened I was horrified. 

In the evening there would be a big feast, 
and this mithun would be slaughtered in my 
honour. As a vegetarian I could not 
countenance this thing. How to stop this 
without hurting anyone’s feelings? In a short 
time here I had learnt that the Nagas and the 
Kukis of the hills of Manipur were the most 
generous people but also the quickest to take 
offence. 

And then an idea occurred to me. 

“Since you have given this animal to me 
with all your love,” I said to them, “I will not 


refuse. I am honoured. But as this animal is 
mine now, you should let me do with it as I 
please.” 

They nodded somewhat unsure as to what 
was coming. 

“I would like you to put a sign around this 
animal’s neck saying that it belongs to the 
Commandant 2 MR and that nobody is to 
harm it. It is a wild animal, so let it go into the 
jungle to roam around freely.” 

Put this way, they could not refuse. I breathed 
a sigh of relief. A delicate situation had been 
defused. Bound by their word that is what they 
did. Every now and then my men would tell 
me of having seen it on their patrols. I even got 
reports on it after I had moved to Nagaland. 
As far as I know it was still roaming in the jungle 
when I left that part of the country for good. 

That afternoon, every villager, young and 
old, was given a ride in a jeep. Many had not 
seen a vehicle in their lives and were thrilled to 
be sitting in one. We could hear their excited 
cries even from a distance. That evening we 
did have a feast, but my mithun was not the 
main dish. 

As I had anticipated, once the road was 
opened, more and more people travelled to the 
bigger villages and towns. Some enterprising 
villagers even bought second-hand jeeps and 
started bringing goods to sell in the village. 
People began to live better. 
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23. Battle for hearts and minds 


At the time I took over 2 MR many of the 
villages in the hills where we operated were 
considered hostile. Several different hostile 
groups operated under cover of the thick jungle, 
but the size of any one group was small. From 
any village at the most half a dozen youths would 
become hostiles. When things became too hot 
for them, they donned civilian clothes and 
became villagers. It was difficult for us to tell 
who the enemy was. We had to be on guard all 
the time against sniping, ambushes, and booby 
traps. 

In such a climate it was easy to think that 
everyone around was an enemy and punish 
them all. This gained nothing but the hostility 
of many more people. Most villagers were not 
for independence. But they felt that they had 
been neglected by the authorities and were 
resentful about this. 

In order to win the villagers over to our side 
and stop them from offering sympathy and 
assistance to the hostiles, I encouraged our boys 
to help them out in any way possible. If someone 
was sick, we treated them or brought them to 
Imphal or Ukhrul for treatment. We brought 
supplies that they needed in our own vehicles. 

In many villages water had to be fetched 
from far away springs, over steep hillsides. 
Women spent several hours each day walking 
up and down these hills carrying water on their 
backs. At one village we could help. We built a 
collecting tank at the source. From here gravity 


would do the job if we could fashion a pipeline 
to the village. But what to use for the pipeline? 
Metal or plastic pipes were too costly. So we 
fashioned a simple system with bamboo pipes. 
Bamboo grew in plenty in these areas and we 
gathered as many as we needed and scooped 
out the knots to fashion out a hollow tube. After 
connecting some 500-1000 of these we had 
our pipeline. So from the collecting tank, the 
pipeline went, supported on wooden posts, 
hugging the contour of the hills, down to the 
village. To the women in the village this was a 
godsend. Water now came to them. Life 
became easier. 

Where possible we tried to start classes for 
the children to teach them to read and write. 
To get youngsters interested in sports instead 
of subversion, we gave them volleyball and 
basketball equipment, and our soldiers coached 
them and played with them. 

Even when we had to take strong steps I 
found that by acting sensibly one could 
minimize the damage. 

I remember in Ukhrul district we had 
received information that a self-styled sergeant 
in one of the hostile groups was visiting his 
village to see his wife who had just delivered a 
baby. However, when our boys got there and 
threw a cordon around the village, they found 
that he had slipped away. The post commander 
questioned the wife but she claimed not to have 
seen him at all. Our men started combing the 
area, and located the sergeant and a few others, 
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and in the encounter, the sergeant was mortally 
wounded. 

When the wife heard this, she rushed to the 
post where they had brought him but the post 
commander, still angry with her, refused her 
permission to see him. All the villagers had 
collected there. The situation was very tense. 
Just then I reached the post and the villagers 
immediately surrounded the jeep demanding 
that I do something. Immediately I let the wife 
go meet her husband, who died soon after. 

Then I spoke to the villagers. We had no 
enemity towards them I said. We were only 
after the hostiles. We did not want to kill the 
hostiles. We would be happy if they surrendered 
or quietly returned to their normal lives. We 
could help their rehabilitation into society 
through education or job training, even money. 


A few days later I learnt that the widow and 
child were completely destitute. I arranged for 
payment of some money to tide her over her 
immediate difficulties and promised to help with 
her child’s education. I offered to teach her 
some sewing skills in our welfare centre in 
Imphal. This was a turning point in our 
relationship with this village. 

This sort of approach worked. Hostilities 
decreased considerably. One unintended result 
of this increased contact was that many of our 
boys married tribal girls. Some villagers 
complained about this, saying that the girls had 
been forcibly taken. All these complaints were 
investigated and found to be without any basis. 
However 1 kept an eye on these couples for 
some time to make sure that the girls were not 
being mistreated in any way. 


24. The hostiles hit back 


In the initial stages we were considered 
devils by the villagers. Slowly, however, we won 
the battle for their sympathy and co-operation. 
This was the biggest battle. Once the hostiles 
had lost the support of the villagers, it was only 
a question of time before they started giving 
up. Some quietly went back to the villages to 
start a new life. Known hostiles surrendered en 
masse. In one case, we took the surrender of 
38 hostile with arms and ammunition. My 
policy, fully supported by IG, Madan Gopal 
Singh and my officers, was to encourage them 
to surrender, and then help them become 
normal members of society. If they wanted to 
become mechanics or carpenters we arranged 


training for them.If they wanted to start raising 
pigs or chicken, we gave them some money 
and whatever help we could. 

A few hard-core of the hostiles fought on, 
ambushing unwary vehicles, sniping at careless 
patrols. 

In march1969, the Prime Minister, Shrimati 
Indira Gandhi was to visit Imphal and Ukhrul. 
I was given the task of providing the security 
for her visit to Ukhrul. We were also asked to 
build a good helipad for her helicopter. We had 
found a site, and we were in the process of 
levelling it. We needed a roadroller, and we had 
arranged to use one that was about 15 miles 
below. Ukhrul is on a hill-top. 
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On the day that we had arranged to get the 
road-roller, all my officers were busy with other 
things, so I decided to go myself. The area had 
been cleared of hostiles, so I did not take an 
escort, nor was I armed. A JCO and a couple 
of men were in a 3-ton which was to bring the 
road-roller, and I followed them in civilian 
clothes with a civilian jeep and driver, about a 
kilometer behind. 

Ahead of me there was a bend and the 3- 
ton disappeared from view as it went around 
it. At this moment, some hostiles opened fire 
from the jungles above the bend. The tires were 
punctured immediately and the vehicle 
stopped. The JCO and the two boys got swiftly 
out of the vehicle and jumped over edge to the 
lower side and disappeared into the jungle. 

Though I was only one bend behind, I had 
not heard the sounds of the firing, and drove 
straight into the ambush. When the bullets 
started flying, I too quickly jumped out of the 
jeep, and over the side of the road and hid in 
some shrubs a few feet below the level of the 
road. The driver too jumped out and ran in a 
different direction. 

I waited. I could hear excited conversation 
as the hostiles came down to see what damage 
they had done. One of them lit a match and 
dropped it into the petrol tank of the jeep and 
jumped back as it went up in flames. So also 
with the 3-ton. 

1 could hear them interrogate the civilian 
driver who had not managed to get very far, 
but those days the hostiles had a policy of not 


harming civilians and so they let him go. He 
ran in the direction of Ukhrul. 

Through a gap in the bushes I could see 
them standing over the edge of the road to see 
if any of us could be found. One or two even 
jumped down to the lower level. I had a big 
rock in my hand, prepared for the worst, but 
they did not see me. They were in a hurry; they 
knew that this section of the road could be seen 
from Ukhrul a few hundred feet above on a 
parallel range. Sounds of the firing would surely 
have been heard and any moment help would 
be arriving to rescue us. 

In fact, the entire ambush had been watched 
by DIG Quinn, who lost no time sending a 
platoon to help us. By then the hostiles had 
disappeared into the jungle. 

By God’s grace there had been no 
casualties. 

On the day the PM was to arrive, Ukhrul 
was covered in cloud. The crew of her 
helicopter decided not to risk a landing, even 
though we offered to guide them by radio 
through a gap in the clouds. Thousands of 
people who had gathered to welcome her had 
to go home disappointed. 

Choosing this moment, when our attentions 
were fixed on the PM's visit, a well-armed group 
of hostiles made a strong attack on our post at 
Pasaithrong. The post, about 5 miles from 
Ukhrul, was manned by barely 20 men under 
a Havaldar. To make arrangements for the PM's 
visit, I had drawn a lot of men from the posts, 
leaving them considerably under strength. 
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However, our boys were well dug-in and 
fought with great confidence. The Havaldar 
himself went from bunker to bunker 
distributing ammunition to the men, ordering 
aimed fire at the hostiles. This was so effective 
that the hostiles could not advance any closer. 
They had lost the initiative and by the time the 
platoon that I had dispatched arrived, they had 
fled. Many of them seemed to have been hurt. 
Our boys were in great spirits, and I was proud 
of the way they had acquitted themselves. For 
the way he and his men had repelled the attack, 
the Havaldar was decorated with a bar to the 
Police Medal. 

Since the PM’s visit to Ukhrul was cancelled, 
we started moving back to our units. I decided 
to go to Pasaithrong and meet the men at the 
post to debrief them on the attack. DIG Quinn 
was to take the rest of my troops back to Imphal. 
Along with him was one Ramunni, an advisor 
to the Manipur governor. 

After the recent hostile activity they were 
taking no chances. Advance parties were sent 
to clear and hold all important ambush sites en 
route. The convoy set off. Things went so 
smoothly that about two miles before the road 
descends into the plains, they decided to 
abandon normal precautions and started 
moving fast. 


This was to be a fatal mistake. Just as the 
lead vehicle came into the last bend, there was 
a heavy burst of machine gun fire. Four of my 
boys were killed on the spot. Their vehicle was 
riddled with bullets. They had absolutely no 
chance. 

And now as the vehicle carrying Quinn and 
Ramunni came into the bend, it was also fired 
on. The driver alerted by the sound of firing 
took evasive action. Still a bullet grazed Quinn 
and Ramunni was hit in the leg. 

The DIG immediately organised a counter¬ 
attack and started combing the area. But the 
hostiles had escaped. I was in Pasaithrong when 
I got the message on wireless, and immediately 
rushed to the scene of the accident. A few other 
men had been injured. We gave them all first 
aid. I drove Ramunni and Quinn to Imphal 
hospital. 

Then I had to go and break the news to the 
families of the four boys. This was one of the 
saddest days of my life. I had not lost this many 
people at once. 

Grimly we set about hunting for the people 
who had been involved. Through our 
information network we soon knew who they 
were. Within a month we had tracked down 
all the hostiles involved in the ambush and 
either captured or killed them. 


25. Mrs. Gandhi comes to Imphal 

When I got home that night, Savitri had her For some time Manipuris had been agitating 
own adventure to relate. When the PM could for statehood, and strikes, protests, and 
not land in Ukhrul, she had gone back to Imphal marches had become the order of the day. 
for talks with the state leaders. There were many violent incidents. Things 
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became worse when neighbouring Nagaland 
with a much smaller population was given 
statehood. 

When Mrs. Gandhi visited Manipur, the 
volume of these protests increased. Buses, 
shops, and government offices were burnt. 
Curfew had been declared; shoot at sight orders 
had been given, but nothing seemed to deter 
the protesters. The police and paramilitary 
forces like Manipur Rifles, CRPF; and BSF all 
had their hands full. When one area came 
under control, trouble flared up somewhere 
else. In one of these incidents, a good friend of 
ours, a Deputy Superintendent of Police, 
Thiruvengadam was attacked by a violent 
crowd. He had been patrolling some of the 
disturbed areas when his jeep had been 
surrounded by a violent crowd. Prompt action 
may have dispersed the crowd, but he must 
have hesitated. It is not easy to fire on people 
even if you have a weapon. The crowd dragged 
him out of his jeep and beat him till he was 
unconscious. The jeep was overturned and set 
on fire. The constables who had been with him 
fled rather than face the rabble. 

Who knows what the mob might have done 
to him while he lay on the ground, but at just 
this moment, police reinforcements arrived, 
and the crowd ran. Thiruvengadam, still 
unconscious, was taken to the Civil Hospital. 

Scattered reports reached his wife. But 
nobody could tell her if he was dead or alive, 
whether he was being treated or not, or even 
where he was. 

Completely distraught, she turned to Savitri. 
Savitri called 2 MR. The Subedar Major on 


duty confirmed that the DSP had been injured 
and had been taken to Civil Hospital. He did 
not know how serious the injuries were. 
Unfortunately all vehicles were on duty, so he 
could not send a vehicle to take Savitri and 
Thiruvengadam’s wife to the hospital. 

At least they knew now that he was in 
hospital. Savitri then called a friend, Capt. 
Ramamurthy, who was Adjutant of Assam 
Rifles. He came immediately to our house with 
a jeep and two armed soldiers, and took Savitri 
and Thiruvengadam’s wife to the hospital. They 
drove by a circuitous route to avoid sensitive 
areas and reached without incident. 

There they found Thiruvengadam, 
conscious now. His injuries looked bad, but 
were not serious. His wife decided to stay at 
the hospital until the doctors let him go home. 

Ramamurthy and Savitri headed back. 
However, on the way, they ran straight into a 
crowd of hooligans. The green coloured military 
vehicle seemed to incense the crowd and they 
started pelting it with stones. As the pelting 
continued and the mob swelled, the driver tried 
to take an alternate route, but that too was 
blocked by the mob. 

Ramamurthy could see that the situation 
was getting out of hand. What had happened 
to Thiruvengadam was still fresh in his mind. 
He took the rifle from one of his men, and 
loading it in full view of the crowd, fired several 
rounds over their heads. His men also did the 
same thing. The mob broke and scattered in 
various directions. Thanking their stars for the 
narrow escape, they drove swiftly home. 
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26. A citation 


In June 1970, I was asked to take over as 
commandant of 96 BSF in Churachandpur, 
about 50 miles from Imphal. I had done 
everything I could with 2nd Manipur Rifles and 
it could be relied on to give a good account of 
itself in any situation. 

I was asked to do a similar thing with 96 
BSF; even though things here were not as bad 
as they had been at 2 MR when I took over. 
Savitri and Hema stayed back in Imphal so 
that Hema’s schooling would not get disrupted. 

Before taking over, I made a quick trip to 
Bangalore because I had got a letter from my 
brother Radhakrishna that mother was seriously 
ill. However, the crisis had passed, and her 
condition had improved. 

Ravi had joined BE in mechanical 
engineering at BMS College in Bangalore. He 
shifted to a hostel run by the Ramakrishna 
Ashram. It was a nice clean place with a calm 
environment. They had many facilities for sports 
and exercise and I was told that they served 
good healthy food. This was the ideal place for 
a serious student and I hoped he would make 
good use of it. 

During my first year at 96 BSF; I finished 
overhauling the battalion in all respects. The 
troops now went through systematic training 
in all aspects of jungle warfare. They ate well, 
lived in good barracks, and played a variety of 
sports with good equipment. There was a fine 
Officers' Mess and a good badminton court. 
We had installed a pucca water supply system. 
Water was piped in from a source in the hills 


above, and all living quarters had running 
water. We had a swimming pool even. 

One evening I got a message from IG 
Madan Gopal Singh saying that he wanted to 
see me whenever I came next to Imphal. It 
sounded important and I had been planning to 
go to see Savitri and Hema any way, so 1 set 
out immediately. 

I reached Imphal and went to the IG’s house. 
We got along very well together. He had 
backed me solidly in my efforts at remodelling 
2 MR and 96 BSF, and even more importantly, 
in my welfare projects in the villages. 

After we had chatted for a while, he said 
without any warning, “Venu, I want to put you 
up for a distinguished service award. Give me 
all the particulars of your work in 2 MR and 96 
BSF” 

I was dumbstruck. 

After some moments I said, “Sir, I have only 
done what I thought was my duty. And even 
that could not have been done without your 
support.” 

He laughed. “I knew you would say that,” 
he said. “But I want you to give me those 
particulars anyway.” 

“Sir, it was really the men’s achievement. I 
had little to do with it.” Our friendly argument 
went on like this for a while. After some time, 
he lost patience. 

“Look, Venu,” he said, “I know you don’t 
think you deserve an award. But, if I want to 
recommend an undeserving chap I will. Who 
are you to tell me what to do?” 
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I came away. 

A few days later his secretary Saldana came 
to Churachandpur and showed me 3-4 typed 
pages on the IG’s letterhead. It was a citation 
for distinguished service award. 

Not expecting any cooperation from me, 
Madan Gopal Singh had instructed Saldana to 
get the details he needed from my Head Clerk. 
I was not to know anything about it until it was 
ready. 

I read the citation 
The Inspector General 
Border Security Force, EF 
Calcutta-19. 

Subject: Award of PVSM to Major 
H.C. Venugopal (IC 9913), 
Commandant 96 Bn BSb Proposal for. 
Sir, 

1) Major H.C.Venugopal whose detailed 
particulars are enclosed herewith was posted 
on 6-3-68 as Commandant 2nd Bn Manipur 
Rifles. On reversion to the BSF, the Officer was 
appointed as Commandant, 96th Bn. BSF with 
effect from 19-6-70. The Officer is thus serving 
continuously in Manipur since 6-3-68 under 
the control of this HQ. 

2) When Major H.C. Venugopal took over 
command of the 2nd Bn MR, the battalion was 
not properly organized, sufficiently trained and 
adequately administered. Major 
H.C.Venugopal very assiduously re-organized 
the battalion, streamlined it, and made it a first 
class armed police unit. 

3) Immediately after taking over the 
battalion he correctly perceived that unless 


men were thoroughly trained and disciplined, 
their comfort adequately looked after, their 
morale sufficiently boosted and sustained at a 
high level, the battalion could not deliver the 
goods, particularly in arduous duties against 
organised armed underground elements. He 
also correctly assessed that even a first class 
force could not do much by way of counter¬ 
insurgency, unless it won over the general public 
to its side. 

4) With a view to train the men thoroughly 
he organised well-planned and useful cadres 
and arranged several demonstrations in tactics. 
Inspite of the unit being heavily deployed and 
continuously engaged on operational tasks, the 
officer somehow found time and opportunity 
for their training. With his foresight and long 
experience, he devised judicious arrangements 
for the refreshing of the men at the outposts. 
Because of the refresher training imparted to 
the men under the guidance of Major H.C. 
Venugopal, they gave an extremely good 
account of themselves in all difficult and 
dangerous situations in which they were placed 
consequent to stepping up operations against 
the undergrounds. It was primarily due to 
training received from Shri Venugopal that a 
Havaldar of his battalion with barely 20 men 
could resist a heavy attack on 23-4-69 from well 
armed hostiles at Pasaithrong from where the 
rest of his force had been recalled for law and 
order duties in connection with the visit of the 
Prime Minister of India to Ukhrul. The Havaldar 
was decorated by the award of a bar to the 
police medal for gallantry, for conspicuous 
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bravery shown on the above occasion. 
Similarly, another JCO and NCO also could 
bravely rise to the occasion when confronted 
with hazardous encounter with hostiles because 
of training received under Major Venugopal 
and were decorated by the award of gallantry 
medals. Numerous other men and officers of 
the battalion retrained by Major Venugopal not 
only earned a name for themselves during 
encounter/operations, but also brought credit 
to the battalion and Manipur. 

5) Comfort of the men had not received 
adequate attention before Major Venugopal 
took over the battalion. Major Venugopal with 
his resourcefulness and tact got all the 
dilapidated barracks of the men repaired, 
constructed modern-type cooking houses and 
dining rooms for them and brought about 
enormous improvements in their food, and 
hygiene of the battalion’s premises and 
outposts. This went a long way in making the 
men physically fit, reducing incidence of 
sickness among them and boosting their 
morale. Coupled with training, unit personnel 
achieved splendid results in operations. 

6) Family welfare was practically unknown 
in the battalion when he assumed command 
of the unit. The battalion had no family 
accommodation at all and married men were 
keeping their families in high-rent dingy shacks. 
Wives frittered away their spare time. Major 
Venugopal, realizing that owing to paucity of 
funds, construction of quarters for the men was 
not possible through official channels, decided 
to construct some quarters by self-help and 


exploitation of local resources. As a result of 
his initiative and skilful planning he was able 
to construct quite a number of quarters 
practically without cost and accommodated 
families of men especially hardpressed for want 
of proper housing. To provide the families of 
low-paid men with means of supplementing 
their meagre income and to enable them to 
utilise their spare time in a productive manner, 
he organized a welfare centre in the battalion, 
which took over the work of stitching of 
uniforms hitherto done by private contractors. 
Under his able leadership the centre grew in 
strength and acquired sufficient perfection and 
started not only stitching of articles of uniform 
but also several utility textile goods and 
enchanting handicrafts. Several high officials 
visited the centre and praised the forethought, 
resourcefulness and industry of Major 
Venugopal. The centre not only added to the 
welfare of the battalion personnel, but also took 
up several philanthropic works including the 
training of tribal girls in tailoring and stitching 
of uniforms of school children at nominal cost. 
The example set by him was also emulated by 
Commandants of other Manipur Rifles 
battalions and soon each battalion started its 
own welfare centre. 

7) A lot of Government money was being 
wasted in destroying packing materials and 
non-exploitation of local resources. Major 
Venugopal showed how the apparently useless 
articles could be put to use and converted into 
utility goods and government money saved. 
Also by dextrous use of ponies he not only 
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effected a huge saving, but also restricted using 
villagers as porters, a job detested by them. By 
streamlining management of private funds, 
government accounts, motor transport section, 
quarter master branch, documentation, etc., he 
improved administrative efficiency and 
promptitude in the battalion to a very great 
extent. 

8) In order to win the co-operation of the 
villagers, in order to contribute his humble mite 
towards their welfare, he distributed sewing 
machines in many remote villages training their 
womenfolk in tailoring and stitching work, 
constructed tanks for drinking water and 
improved the means of communications. He 
also encouraged his medical officers to extend 
help liberally to the inhabitants of remote areas 
in which his unit was deployed and where 
medical facilities were badly lacking. This 
earned the gratitude of the villagers and led to 
improving police-public relations admirably. 

9) He not only devoted himself to the 
betterment of his troops, but also his high 
qualities of leadership imbued his officers with 
dedication and dutifulnes and thereby set off a 
chain reaction for all-round efficiency and 
improvement in his unit. 

10) The 2nd Bn MR was deployed during 
his time in the Ukhrul area. The area was not 
only hard and hilly, but also heavily afflicted 
with insurgency and there were frequent clashes 
between the underground and police. In such 
a hard and dangerously disturbed area his 
battalion held as many as 22 outposts. To 
minimize hazards to the men posted in small 


strengths in these remote posts, Major 
Venugopal constructed very sound and effective 
defences. The defences served as models to his 
counterparts and junior officers in other 
battalions. 

11) The officer also created a good 
intelligence set-up in the interior areas and 
thereby could prevail on many a hostile to 
surrender and hand over firearms to the police. 
He personally led several lightning raids in 
dangerous areas and succeeded in capturing 
several hardcore armed hostiles at grave risk to 
his personal safety. Because of the excellent 
rapport which he established with his officers 
and men on the one side and the general public 
on the other, none of the numerous operations 
launched by him failed. As a result of this and 
continuous chase and daring operations, the 
area of responsibility of his unit was retrieved 
from hostile control and civil administration 
restored there. This also gave widespread relief 
to the general public who had been very badly 
harassed by depredatory hostiles in the area of 
responsibility of his unit. A large number of arms 
and ammunition were recovered by him besides 
valuable documents and ordnance stores. 

12) On 19-6-70 the Officer took over 
command of 96th Bn. BSF. He was fortunate 
in getting command of a trim unit like the 96th 
Bn. Nevertheless, the battalion raised in the 
middle of 1967 lacked in many aspects, e.g., 
its temporary bashas had collapsed and men 
were badly exposed to the elements during 
inclement weather; the battalion because of its 
heavy preoccupation in operational work could 
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not develop its training area; it had no range, 
etc. In the 96th Bn BSF too, the officer 
continued to devote himself wholeherartedly 
to his duties. During his short tenure of nine 
months in the battalion, he has managed to 
secure as many as 14 rifles, 2 revolvers, 2 SBML 
guns and quite a large quantity of ammunition 
from the hostiles and cultivated a large number 
of useful contacts and further strengthened the 
position of the BSF along the borders. He has 
also been able to give the unit an excellent 
training area constructed departmentally. A 
number of newly sanctioned pucaca structures 
have gone up with remarkable promptitude. He 
has also been able to get a number of protracted 
issues settled because of the cordial relations 
he has been able to develop with the civil 
agencies and nearly army formations. 

13) Water supply was a baffling problem for 
the HQ of 96th Bn BSF The water had to be 
fetched from long distances. Even then the 
supply of drinking water was very limited. 
Because of shortage of drinking water, 
incidence of sickness and stomach ailments 
was extremely high in the unit. The water supply 
schemes proposed did not materialise due to 
several reasons. Non-availability of pipes and 
reluctance of villagers to share water with others 
were a serious hindrance in provisioning water 
to the force. Shortage of water badly perturbed 
Major Venugopal. He continuously surveyed 
water points, the area which the pipes could 
be laid, and persuaded the villagers to share 
their water supply. Despite heavy odds he 
accomplished a rare feat by bringing good 


drinking water from a distance of 11,000 feet 
in inexpensive bamboo pipes laid underground 
and relieved the unit of a besetting problem. 
Enroute other villages were provided water by 
this scheme. The scheme had not only 
successfully solved the water problem, but also 
boosted the men's morale enormously. All the 
senior officers, both in the civil administration 
and the Army who have seen the scheme have 
highly applauded his imaginative work. 

14) Major Venugopal correctly feels that not 
only should members of the force have self- 
confidence and be self-reliant, but also that 
their wives and daughters should have the 
same mental make-up and be courageous. They 
should also be able to face the enemy side-by- 
side with their menfolk. With a view to achieve 
this, he trained the wives and daughters of a 
large number of his men both in the 2nd Bn 
MR and 96th Bn. BSF, in the handling of fire¬ 
arms and drill. 

15) A thoroughly conscientious, honest, 
industrious, and courageous officer, Major 
Venugopal has affected enormous 
improvement in the working of his battalion in 
various departments, gained far-reaching 
operational achievements, and earned the 
goodwill and confidence of the locals in the area 
of responsibility of his unit by his missionary 
zeal and dedication of very high order. His 
services highly deserve to be recognized by the 
award of the Param Visishta Seva Medal. 

Yours faithfully 
Madan Gopal Singh 
Inspector General of Police 
Manipur, Imphal. 
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I knew that a PVSM was out of the question. 
The war with Pakistan had just ended, Bangla 
Desh had just been liberated, and I knew that 
there were many cases far more deserving than 
mine. 

But did it really matter whether I received 
an award or not? As far as I was concerned 
Madan Gopal Singh’s citation was my award. 
That he had such a high opinion of me meant 
infinitely more than medals. 

The citation then went to the Governor who 
in turn recommended and signed it, and then 
forwarded it to the Defense Ministry. 

A few days later, I received a completely 
unexpected signal from Gen. DeSouza. It said, 
“Congratulations: You have been awarded the 
Visishta Seva Medal. ” 

The investiture ceremony was to be on 
Republic Day 1973 in Bombay, at the 
Brabourne Stadium. We were to receive the 
awards from the President himself. Savitri and 
I went to Bombay leaving Hema with some 


friends in Imphal. Ravi came from Bangalore 
to be at the ceremony. 

But as fate would have it, a couple of days 
before the 26th, President Zakir Hussain 
passed away. Several days of mourning were 
declared and of course the investiture was 
postponed. 

It was held later in Lucknow and I received 
the medal from Field Marshal Manekshaw on 
his first day as Field Marshal. 

At this ceremony I ran into my old fellow 
officers from 22 Marathas, Sabbarwal and 
Torphy. They were also receiving VSMs. We 
could not have asked for a better reunion. 

In June of 1971 Gayatri came to Imphal for 
her first pregnancy. Everything went off very 
well, and in August she delivered a fine baby 
girl, Suma. She had none of the redness or 
hairiness of some new-born babies. 

Born in Manipur, she looked like a little 
pearl, so perfect was the coloring of her skin 
and the roundness of her face. 


27. For laymen it would be impossible 


We had built barracks and cookhouses, 
bunkers and roads. In 1972 we got an 
opportunity to build a bridge. It happened this 
way. 

Early in February 1972, the Director 
General of the Border Security Force, 
K.F.Rustamji visited the battalion. We went in 
his helicopter to a village called Sinjol where 
one of our posts was located. Sinjol is very close 
to the Burmese border, as well as to the 
Manipur-Mizoram border. 


All the villagers of Sinjol and the 
surrounding areas had turned up to welcome 
him, many in their ceremonial dresses. There 
were many speeches in which the Chiefs spoke 
warmly of the BSF-how much we had helped 
them and so on. Rustamji, quite pleased 
immediately sanctioned Rs.5000 for any 
developmental projects that the villagers and 
the BSF could do together. 

Before we left, he spoke to the villagers at 
length about their needs. One of the things they 
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complained about was road communication 
with Churachandpur and the rest of Manipur. 
The problem was with the raging Tuivai river. 
There was no bridge across it anywhere within 
walking distance of the village. When the river 
was in flood, reaching Churachandpur, no 
more than 50-60 miles away, became a journey 
of several days: Sinjol to Tipaimukh, then 2-3 
days to Jeeribam by boat, then bus to Silchar, 
plane to Imphal, and finally bus to 
Churachandpur. 

From where we stood, we could see the river. 
The DG turned to me. 

“Venu, do you think a bridge can be built 
across this river?” 

Looking at the river, rushing wide and fast, 
with its steep banks, I felt safe in replying, “For 
laymen like us, Sir, it would be impossible.” 

In his characteristic way he replied, 
“Nothing is impossible.” 

When we had first established our post here 
everything had come by ponies or on foot. 
Sinjol and other villages were almost completely 
cut off from the rest of Manipur. Not 
surprisingly, no civilian official ever came here. 
So there was no administrative control. The 
economies of these villages remained stunted 
because they could not sell their produce. 
Oranges grew in plenty, but rotted on the 
bushes unharvested. Schools and dispensaries 
were unheard of. 

When we had suggested the idea of building 
a jeepable track, the villagers had responded 
enthusiastically, and with their help, we had 
built 30 miles of track from Thinghat to Sinjol. 


As in Maokot, many civilian jeeps started plying 
on this road. Soon the Manipur government 
established a primary school and a dispensary 
at Sinjol. But the river was still a problem, 
especially in the rainy season. 

The DG’s final words had been a challenge 
to us. We were determined to bridge the Tuivai 
at Sinjol. But that would not be enough. To 
connect Sinjol, Maokot, and the other 
interior villages, we would need at least four 
bridges. 

First I had a conference with my officers, 
JCOs and other ranks. They were with me. 
Then we discussed the matter with the villagers. 

“Just tell us what you want us to do,” they 
said, “and we will do it.” 

I entrusted the job to N.K.Sharma one of 
my Assistant Commandants. 

He carried out a thorough reconnaissance 
of both banks of the river. Construction of all 
the bridges started in earnest on the 10th of 
April. 

Huge trees had to be cut, trimmed, and 
brought over difficult terrain and through dense 
jungle, to the edge of the water. This alone took 
several days. In addition, the men had to 
contend with mosquitoes and leeches. 

Then we started the most difficult task of 
digging in the stony river and erecting the 
pillars. The flow of the river had to be stopped 
and diverted, before we could start digging. The 
river responded to this mistreatment, by oozing 
out and filling the pit, as soon as we had dug 
it. But the jawans and the villagers were beyond 
caring for the likes and dislikes of this river. At 
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times they forgot their food and sleep in their 
eagerness to finish the job. 

I visited them often keeping them on the 
move with advice and encouragement. We 
made good progress. Soon we had the pillars 
up. Now it was just a question of time. On July 
7th, a short three months after we had started, 
all four bridges across the Tuivai were finished. 

The shortest was 80 feet long with a span 
of 8 feet, the longest 240 feet with a span of 21 
feet. Each bridge was 11-12 feet wide, and 
about 22 feet high. We had accomplished an 
impossible task. 

On 10th July, Chief Minister Alimuddin, 
accompanied by Development Minister 
Dingliana and IG Madan Gopal Singh, 
inaugurated the bridge at Sinjol. I wished the 
DG could have been there to see what his words 
had accomplished. 

I sent Rustamji a detailed account of our 
activities. He was amazed that we had actually 
done it and was very pleased. Through him 


word reached the home secretary who wrote 
me a fine letter commending 96 BSF for what 
it had done. Later I learnt that the Chief Minister 
had himself spoken to the Home Ministry about 
our accomplishments. 

In fact I received a letter from the CM in 
which he wrote: “...I have been so much 
impressed by the bridge constructed by you, 
by the handlooms and sewing machines given 
by you to the tribal people and the keen interest 
you have been taking in their development that 
I have been thinking in terms of extending 
monetary help to other units of the security 
forces posted in Manipur, so that they could 
also undertake similar work...” 

I was happy to see that our project had led 
to something bigger. Efforts like ours had to be 
replicated on a large scale if development and 
education were to reach all the remote corners 
of this beautiful but backward state and calm 
its insurgents. 


28. Searching for the 2nd Naga Brigade 


In early 1973, I was posted to 99 BSF in 
Nagaland. It was not practical to keep two 
establishments, one in Imphal with Savitri and 
Hema, and then myself in Longnak near 
Kohima. Hema was in tenth standard, and as 
soon as she had finished she went to Madras 
for the final year of school. IIT Madras where 
my brother Radhakrishna was a professor had 
a Central School, and she was given admission 
there. This would be good for her too. The 
environment in Manipur was not very 


competitive, whereas at IIT Central School she 
would be with some of the brightest and the 
best students, learn good study habits, and 
make intelligent career choices. Plus this way 
she would be in a position to apply for colleges 
in Bangalore where I was trying to get myself 
posted. After Hema had left in May, Savitri 
joined me in Longnak. 

99 BSF was not an ordinary battalion. It 
was made up entirely of Naga boys who had 
been in the underground movement. 
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It had been Rustamji’s idea, to raise a 
battalion of ex-underground boys who knew 
the terrain and the people, and would be 
familiar with the guerilla tactics of their former 
comrades. This would lessen our reliance on 
the intelligence gathered by the central agencies, 
which was rarely of any value. It either was 
not accurate, or came too late. Many were the 
ambushes and traps that could have been 
avoided if only we had had timely intelligence. 

With the help of the local Naga leadership, 
a sizable number of ex-undergrounds who had 
stayed clean after their rehabilitation had been 
identified, and offered attractive pay and 
allowances to join the battalion. Since it was 
done on an experimental basis, it was called 
the 99 Auxiliary Bn, BSF. 

The commandant of this battalion had been 
a young officer, who had not been able to make 
much headway moulding it into a fighting 
force. Midway into his tenure, I was asked to 
take over and complete the raising of the 
battalion and make it operational. So 1 left 96 
BSF and Churachandpur and took over. 

I was lucky to have a good set of officers, 
and together we set about the task of raising 
and training this battalion. We gave them tough 
training in ambushing and breaking ambushes, 
and breaking out of ambush. I made sure that 
loyalty and comradeship developed among the 
officers, JCOs and the boys. During our 
recruitment, we had picked up some hostiles 
who had been self-styled officers. We made 
them JCOs. Since intelligence was a big 


problem, I decided that about 200 of our boys 
would be used mainly in intelligence collection 
activities. They could keep their long hair and 
dress in civilian clothes. Most of the time all 
they had to do was stay in their villages and 
gather information about hostile movements 
and plans and relay them back to the battalion 
headquarters - wherever I happened to be. 
Their pay packets were sent to their houses. 

My greatest worry was: what if one of our 
boys were to desert with the weapons that had 
been issued? In the Army we had been taught 
that you could lose your life but not your 
weapon. At any time every weapon and every 
round had to be accounted for. Losing a 
weapon was one of the most serious offences 
an officer or soldier could commit. Careers had 
been destroyed over a misplaced revolver or a 
lost rifle. 

But so tightly knit had our force become, 
that this never became a serious problem. We 
had only one case of desertion with arms. One 
evening, at one of the posts, a boy ran off taking 
his Sten gun and some 9mm ammunition. The 
post commander spoke to me over the wireless, 
and I immediately called a couple of boys who 
knew this deserter and sent them out to 
intercept him as he went back to his village. 
He was caught and brought back late that 
night. I carried out a summary court martial 
and sentenced him to a year’s rigorous 
imprisonment in a civilian prison in Jorhat, 25 
miles away. By 11 a.m. that morning, he was 
in Jorhat jail. Case closed I thought. 
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However, at this point one of the central 
intelligence organizations operating in the area 
swung into action and sent an agitated signal 
to Delhi saying that a soldier had deserted from 
99 BSF with his arms and ammunition. The 
Home Ministry demanded an explanation from 
Rustamji. In turn, Rustamji sent me a very 
alarmed signal. What was happening? Why 
had he not been kept informed? What had been 
done about the deserter? Why had I allowed 
this to happen? Had he been caught? 

I sent him a soothing reply, saying that over 
24 hours ago the boy had been chased, caught, 
court martialled, sentenced and was now in 
Jorhat prison; the Sten and ammunition had 
been recovered and all accounted for. 

Rustamji was surprised and relieved, but 
delighted to be able to tell the Home Ministry 
that their intelligence was not fast enough to 
keep up with 99 BSF. 

Longnak was battalion headquarters, but we 
also had three companies at Chadeema near 
Kohima. Situated on the Nagaland-Assam 
border, we also controlled the Indo-Burmese 
border with some of our posts. During this 
period we organized over a hundred operations 
against the hostiles. Most were minor, but some 
were big operations with several companies 
taking part. 

In a matter of months, my information 
network in the villages was well established. 
One day we got word that a group of hostiles 
was operating in a jungle about 25 miles form 
Kohima. I asked one of my deputy 


commandants, R.M. Sharma to organize a raid 
and comb the area. He and his party left 
Chadeema on foot at 7 in the evening and 
reached the suspected camp at about 1 a.m. It 
was too late. The hostiles had left about an hour 
earlier. Located beside a small river, it was a 
well-made camouflaged camp for a two-platoon 
strength force. This seemed to be a larger and 
more organized force than we had believed. I 
wondered if this was the 2nd Naga Army 
Brigade of which we had heard some rumours. 

A couple of days later we received 
information from a midwife in a village that an 
underground officer had been bitten by a snake 
and tried to seek medical help. She was a 
relative of one of our jawans who had been 
posted in his village to gather information. He 
also reported hearing rumours that the 
underground 2nd Naga Army Brigade was 
operating in the area, near Chamakdima. 

I decided that it was time to investigate. With 
the midwife and this boy as our guides, we went 
in pursuit of this brigade and its snake-bitten 
officer. We were in company strength, and my 
assistant commandant S.S. Rawat was with me. 
To avoid wasting time, we went in vehicles as 
far as we could and then on foot. On the way 
we picked up another informant who confirmed 
that hostiles were indeed in the area. We 
combed the area in the darkness and could find 
no one. It was 2.30 a.m. and bitterly cold. What 
to do next? 

I ordered the men to rest. Chamakdima, 
where we had a post was not far away, and I 
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decided to go there to arrange some breakfast 
for the men and try to get more information. 
While I was gone, one of Rawat’s patrols came 
across signs that people were nearby: the smell 
of fresh excrement. It was about 5.30 a.m. They 
could not lose this opportunity. Rawat 
immediately started combing the thick jungle 
in two-up formation. The jungle sloped toward 
the river, and as one of his patrols made its way 
out of the dense growth it ran smack into the 
2nd Naga Army Brigade. 

It was about 6 a.m. and still dark. With us 
on their heels they must not have had the time 
to eat anything. They were roasting a huge pig 
on a campfire. Some sat around the fire, others 
lay resting here and there. 

The hostiles were just as surprised as we 
were. As our two boys got their weapons ready 
to start firing, they looked up with alarmed 
shouts. There was no time to take anything. 


Across the shallow river they ran, some thirty 
or forty of them, and disappeared into the thick 
jungle on the other side; they were so surprised 
that they left behind about 32 Chinese-made 
rifles and hundreds of rounds of ammunition, 
and the half-roasted pig. Some had not even 
had time to put on their hawai chappals. 

Rawat’s men had been too scattered to give 
effective chase. Soon I reached the place and 
immediately organized search parties to look 
for the hostiles, but we could not find any 
body. 

But we were very satisfied with our haul. 
Later we learnt that several hostiles had been 
injured. One of them was their leader, Brigadier 
Yanio. He had to be carried away by his 
colleagues and after a few hours he had died. 
Their arms gone, their leader dead, this was, 
for all practical purposes, the end of the grandly 
- titled 2nd Naga Army Brigade. 


29. Baba works a miracle 


Both in Manipur and Nagaland, whenever 
I visited a village, I would be invited as a guest 
to their churches, especially if it happened to 
be a Sunday. Many times I would be invited to 
speak, and I would pick topics from the Bible, 
Geeta, or even stories from the Upanishads, 
and discuss them in the context of their day- 
to-day life. After coming to Manipur and 
Nagaland and realizing that most of the tribals 
were Christians, I thought that it would be a 
good thing to be conversant with their religion. 


I studied the Bible, and tried to draw similarities 
between Christ’s teachings and those of our 
own books and saints. 

Around this time I became attracted to the 
teachings of Satya Sai Baba. My brothers 
Radhakrishna and Prasanna were great 
devotees and from them I had developed an 
interest in Baba. There was considerable 
controversy surrounding him. His followers 
claimed that he could perform miracles. These 
ranged from pulling watches and jewellry from 
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thin air and presenting them to his faithful 
followers, to curing incurable illnesses and 
making the blind see and the lame walk. Others 
scoffed at all this. 

I had just finished reading a book on him 
called Sai - Man of Miracles, by an Australian, 
Howard Mophet, when I was asked to speak 
at a church in a small village called Chanki 
near Kohima. I quoted a few verses from the 
Sermon on the Mount, and then related stories 
from the Ramayana, the Mahabharata, and 
Upanishads, which made the same points. I 
concluded with some stories that Baba liked 
to tell at his prayer meetings. 

After I finished, I was invited to the Pastor’s 
house for a cup of tea. Quite a few of his friends 
were present and we got into a discussion of 
some of the things that I had spoken about. 
People asked me where I had got my stories. 
They even asked me if I was a priest or had 
studied theology. I told them about Satya Sai 
Baba and what little I knew about his teachings. 
One or two women remarked that he seemed 
to be the living Christ. 

About 10-12 days after this, 1 was in my 
office, when my stick orderly told me that a 
man and a woman were waiting outside to see 
me. I asked him to send them in. I wondered if 
they had a complaint against one of my jawans. 
They sat down. 

“What can I do for you?” I asked them. 

The man spoke. He was a teacher. The 
woman’s name was Arepla. 

“Sir, this lady’s husband is suffering from 
cancer. He is almost at death’s door. He was a 
servant in my school, and due to his sickness 


he had to stop working. His wife and 5 children 
have no other means of support. The doctors 
in Kohima and Dibrugarh have given up hope. 
Yesterday someone told us that you knew this 
Chirst-like man, Satya Sai Baba. The lady 
wants to know whether he can cure her 
husband and save her family from calamity.” 

“I don’t know if Baba can cure him”, I said. 
“But it would be a good idea to meet him. Man’s 
extremity is God’s opportunity.” 

The teacher spoke to the woman. 

“I am a very poor lady.” She said to me. 
“How can I reach this far-off place, this 
Whitefield, with my seriously ill husband?” 

“We could raise money from others.” 1 
replied. “I will gladly contribute what I can. But 
first I think we should write to Baba and seek 
his advice.” 

She agreed. 

I immediately called my PA and dictated a 
letter explaining to Baba the particulars of her 
husband’s ailment, and how all efforts to cure 
him had failed. He was in great pain, and likely 
to die soon leaving his wife and children 
destitute. What did Baba suggest? Should she 
and her husband come to see him? I signed it 
in her name. 

We made two copies of this letter, and sent 
one to Whitefield and the other to Puttaparthi. 

“In the meantime,” I suggested to Arepla, 
“You should write down the name ‘Satya Sai 
Baba’ at least 21 times every day and each 
time you write it say it aloud so that your 
husband can hear you in the morning after 
bath.” 
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She looked at me somewhat dubiously. 

“Similar things had helped me when I was 
in trouble,” I said to her, “try it, at least it cannot 
hurt.” 

I showed her how to spell ‘Satya Sai Baba’, 
and made her write it a couple of times to make 
sure that it was correct. Then thanking me they 
left. 

Some 15 days after this meeting, I was 
coming out of my office to go home for lunch, 
when I saw an old man running towards me, 
waving me to stop. I waited for him. 

He was Arepla’s father. 

“For the last 15 days, she had been doing 
what you told her to do,” he explained. “Writing 
Satya Sai Baba’s name 21 times.” 

“A few days ago a miracle took place” he 
said. 

I listened with growing excitement. 

“Her husband woke up in the morning, and 
the pain was not so bad. After a very long time 
he felt hungry and ate a good breakfast. He 
talked so much that we were worried. We told 
him to rest. But each day made him more 
cheerful, more talkative. We could not believe 
that he was getting better. Today he even 
walked around. The pain is getting better day- 
by-day. Arepla feels that the whole family has 
been given life again. I am a very happy man 
to see my daugter smiling. She told me to come 
and tell you this good news.” I was delighted 
to hear this. 

“God’s help seems to be coming. It might 
be better if you also started writing Sai Baba’s 


name every day. Your son-in-law will be cured 
in no time.” 

“I will do exactly as you say. Sir, I cannot 
tell you how happy I am. You have given her 
husband back to her, and her children their 
father. And you have given my daughter back 
to me. God bless you, Sir.” Giving me all this 
undeserved credit he left. 

Around this time, my posting to Bangalore 
came through, and 1 bacame busy with 
preparations for handing over to my successor. 
I was to leave soon. 

A few days before my departure, Arepla’s 
father came to my office again. 

“Sir, we just came to know that you are 
leaving the day after tomorrow. We want you 
to please come and visit our village.” 

I told him because of my impending 
departure, that would not be possible. He told 
me that his son-in-law was making very good 
progress. On the advice of the villagers, they 
had taken him to Dibrugarh hospital. There the 
doctors had thoroughly checked him. There 
was no sign of the cancer. “God only knows 
where it disappeared,” they said. He was still 
a little weak, but with good food he would soon 
regain his health. 

Arepla wanted to bring him to see me if I 
could not go to her village, but I told her father 
that they should not do any such thing. 

“Continue your prayers,” I said to the old 
man. “God will be with you.” I bade him good 
bye. 

A few days later I left for Bangalore, never 
to return to this part of the country again. 



214 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


30. Santh Sadguru of Beas 


I must go back to a meeting I had with 
Madan Gopal Singh just after I had taken over 
99 BSF Savitri had just joined me in Longnak, 
then I got a telephone call from the IG. He 
wanted Savitri and myself to come to Imphal 
immediately. This was quite mysterious, but 
knowing him, we knew that he would not lightly 
make us drive 6-7 hours over hilly territory. 

So we left immediately, spent the night in 
Kohima and by 11 a. m. the next day we were 
in Imphal. We headed straight for the IG’s 
residence. There he had left word that we should 
proceed to the Gurudwara. When we got there 
we found it packed with people. We learnt that 
they had assembled to hear the Santh Sadguru 
of Beas. Dhurries had arranged on the ground 
for people, men on one side, women on the 
other. In the front row sitting on chairs were 
various dignitaries- the Governor, Chief 
Secretary, etc. The Sadguru was seated on the 
dais discoursing on the Santh Math. 

I had heard about him before, when I was 
with 22 Marathas in Samba. An ammunition 
inspector was visiting the battalion and since I 
was Quarter Master, I had shown him around 
and hosted him. He told me that he was a strict 
vegetarian. I am a vegetarian myself, and we 
started discussing our reasons. That is when 
he told me about the Sadguru of Beas. I 
expressed an interest in meeting him, and one 
Sunday morning he took me to Jammu to 
attend one of his discourses. Unfortunately, we 
reached there late. Devotees were standing in 


line for the prasada that was being distributed. 
We too joined the line and obtained our 
packets. 

Just as I was about to eat it a beggar boy 
put his hand out. 

“Don’t give it to him,” the ammunition 
inspector said, “Eat it. It has miraculous 
powers.” 

I pointed out that the boy was more in need 
of its miraculous powers than I, and gave it all 
to him. 

After I came to Manipur, I had learnt more 
about the Sadguru from Madan Gopal Singh 
and his wife and had expressed a desire to 
meet him if he ever came to Imphal. That is 
how we came to be here today. 

When the discourse was complete, in silence 
he walked among the people in the 
congregation, and after a few minutes, came 
and sat before me, facing me. He still did not 
say anything. After a few moments he got up 
and walked away. I did not know the meaning 
of this, but felt honoured that he had chosen 
me ignoring all the dignitaries. Later that evenig 
we were invited to Madan Gopal Singh’s house 
for a more intimate audience. A few other 
people had also been invited. Some of the 
women sang a welcome song. After that there 
were many questions about spiritual matters, 
about the Santh Math and Satsang, to which 
the Sadguru gave simple and convincing 
answers. 
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He explained that there were four minimum 
requirements of anyone who wanted to be 
initiated into the Satsang. He or she must be a 
vegetarian and teetotaller. He or she must lead 
a moral life, and must be ready to devote at 
least 2-3 hours every day to dhyana and 
meditation. The details of this last requirement 
would be explained when one joined the 


Satsang, but roughly consisted of smaran 
(repetition), concentration (dhyana), and 
bhajan (dhun). This practice was called Surat 
Shabda Yoga. It was late in the night when the 
discussion ended. 

Highly impressed, we left for Longnak the 
next day. 


31. Hema goes to medical college 


In Bangalore I took over the 102nd 
Battalion BSF. For many years I had been 
asking to be sent to Bangalore for my last 
posting. 1 wanted to retire in Bangalore where 
most of my brothers and sisters lived. Ravi was 
studying in fourth year engineering in 
Bangalore, and I thought that it would be a 
good place for Hema to get her college 
education. Gayatri and Nagaraj were also in 
Bangalore. Thus all of us would be together 
after a long time. 

102 BSF had a dual role. It served as a 
training centre for recruits into the BSF. 
Secondly, it could be called upon to help the 
police or CRP in the case of internal 
disturbances, or provide security cover for 
special events or VIPs. 

The battalion was located in Yelahanka a 
few miles from Bangalore, on the Hyderabad 
road. Rustamji called it the paradise battalion. 

BSF had bought the location from one 
Byramji, a wealthy horse breeder and racer, 
who had planted mango, cashew, and coconut 
trees all over the 200 or so acres. There was 
also a very well maintained rose garden with 


several prize-winning varieties. This was the 
first BSF battalion that I was taking over, where 
I did not have to build from scratch. The 
battalion lines were well laid out, the men slept 
in good barracks, and ate decent food. There 
was even an outdoor cinema theatre. But our 
entertainment budget was small, so we could 
only get old Hindi movies. 

Our neighbour here was the Air Force. 
Bangalore is the headquarters of the Training 
Command, and here in Yelahanka pilots are 
trained to fly all kinds of transporters, Dakotas, 
Avros and AN-12s. All day planes took off and 
landed and took off and landed. On the other 
side of the road was the Air Force colony with 
hundreds of modern quarters for men and 
officers and their families. 

Hema had finished Higher Secondary at IIT 
Central School in Madras taking Physics, 
Chemistry, and Biology. She had passed barely 
getting a first class. With these results she could 
not get into Medicine in Bangalore. She even 
wrote the entrance exams for medical colleges 
in Pondicherry and Vellore but could not get in. 
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Since she was determined to become a 
doctor, she decided to do 2nd PUC and then 
try again. She was admitted to MES College in 
Malleswaram. It was one of the best colleges in 
Bangalore. BSF had a bus for the convenience 
of students who went to schools and colleges 
in Bangalore. It left at 7 a.m. and got back at 
6.30-7 p.m. Hema was the first to be dropped 
off and the last one to be picked up. Since PUC 
is very competitive, she had to make good use 
of all the time she had. After the bus dropped 
her off, she would study in the library or at 
Gayatri’s friend Lata’s house in Malleswaram, 
until it was time to go to class at 10.30 a.m. 
Same thing in the evening. It was a gruelling 
schedule. 

Another problem was that in Madras in the 
final year of HSC she did not have any 
mathematics. Now she had to study maths also. 
We thought of arranging private coaching, but 
between classes and travelling on the bus, 
where was the time? So she had to catch up 
one year’s portions on her own, and she set 
about it with surprising determination. In the 
first maths test, she just passed. In the mid¬ 
term exam, she improved gettig 60%. But she 
had 85% in the other subjects. Maths was still 
a problem. 

Ten months went by quickly. In April she 
took the 2nd PUC exam. She said she had done 
well. I was very impressed with the way she 
had applied herself. She had given her best and 
the results were in God’s hands. At least the 
hard grind of the last 9-10 months were over. 
We waited for the results. 


When they finally came, we could not 
believe our eyes. Such marks we had not seen 
in our family. She had got a perfect 100% in 
maths! In Physics and Chemistry each she had 
96%, and 87% in Biology. She had performed 
beyond our wildest dreams. 

“Now who dare deny her a seat in 
medicine!” we thought. 

We were wrong. The University authoritries 
rejected Hema’s application to Bangalore 
Medical College saying that she was not 
domiciled in Karnataka. Once again, the 
authorities seemed to be punishing my children 
for their father’s service in the defence of their 
country. 

I immediaterly made a representation to the 
Chief Secretary G.VK. Rao. I had known him 
from my Belgaum days when he had been 
Deputy Commissioner. 

Two days later, we all happened to go to a 
large party that a friend of ours was giving at 
Woodlands Hotel to celebrate the success of a 
new kind of surgery that his brother had 
developed. We had been there only a few 
minutes, when who should walk in, but the 
Chief Secretary and his wife. The moment he 
saw me, he said “Venu, I got your letter. I cannot 
see how they can deny your daugher a seat in 
Bangalore Medical College. I will call the 
concerned secretary and do the needful.” It just 
so happened that this secretary was also at the 
party. Rao immediately called him over and 
explained the facts. 
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“Who says she is not domiciled in 
Karnataka?” He said. “I will certify it. How can 
we deny a seat to someone with such a high 
percentage?” 

The secretary nodded and said that he 
would take care of it. 

“Cheer up, young lady,” Rao said to Hema. 
“The day-after-tomorrow go to the BMC 
Admissions Notice Board and you will see your 
name there.” 

That is how Hema got into medical college. 
She stayed in the BMC Ladies Hostel. Medical 
College was too rigorous and demanding for 
her to travel by the BSF bus every day. But she 
came home every Saturday or Sunday. 


I am proud to say, in the tradition of her 
cousins Uma and Vijji, she passed all 5 years 
at the very first attempt in first class. 

In 1975 July, Ravi finished engineering, and 
was given admission in the M.Tech., program 
in Industrial Engineering at IIT Madras. Along 
with admission he got a Government of India 
scholarship which covered all his expenses. He 
stayed in a hostel on the campus. 

Gayatri and her husband Nagaraj had 
moved to Bangalore and stayed with us for 
sometime and then moved to a house in 
Yelahanka. Suma was 4 years old. When she 
was old enough she started going to the 
Kindergarten school run by the Air Force. In 
Ferbruary 1977 Sundeep was born. 


32. Mopping up one lsat time 


As I said earlier, 102 Battalion’s main duties 
were training and internal security. In 1975 
Emergency had been imposed. Our internal 
security reponsibilities increased. When state 
police could not be trusted to act firmly we 
stepped in. 

On one occasion, Tamilnadu police went 
on strike, and we had to go to Salem to help 
maintain law and order there. We arrested the 
ring leaders and policed the streets. Soon the 
strike fizzled out and we returned to Bangalore. 

Another time, it was the CRPF; which went 
on strike in Pallipuram, Kerala. This was their 
training centre and over some grievance or 
dispute, soldiers had seized arms and 
ammunition and mutinied against their officers. 
We reached there within hours, and in the dead 
of night encircled their barracks. 


At 3 a.m. in the morning, over loudspeakers 
we asked them to surrender quietly. In reply 
they threatened to kill their officers and start a 
battle if their demands were not met and if we 
did not withdraw. It was very tense. We had 
no intention of withdrawing. CRPF was, like 
the BSF, a central government force and we 
could not let them get away with indiscipline 
of this magnitude. After several hours of 
negotiation and persuasion, they finally gave 
in. Not a round was fired. All the mutineers 
were arrested and severely punished. Our men 
and officers had displayed great deal of 
restraint and courage. Any wavering could 
have led to slaughter. 

Ever since the anti-Hindi riots of the sixties, 
there had been considerable animosity 
between the centre and the state government 
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in Tamilnadu. The state was now ruled by the 
DMK, with Karunanidhi as Chief Minister. 
Emergency had made things worse. In every 
public meeting Indira Gandhi was vilified. 

A sample: At one meeting a leader said 
“Listen, Indira Gandhi has a twenty-point 
programme to reform society and remove 
poverty. But our Karunanidhi has a twenty- 
three-point programme. One of them is widow- 
remarriage. When a widow remarries, our state 
gives Rs. 4000 to both husband and wife. If 
Smt. Indira Gandhi, a widow, remarries, our 
Karunanidhi will give her also Rs. 4000.” All 
DMK leaders were great orators and jokes like 
this were received with great laughter and 
merriment. In any other state they would all 
have been arrested instantly. 

At some point Mrs. Gandhi decided to 
dismiss the DMK government and impose 
President’s Rule. Anticipating violence and 
trouble from the DMK, paramilitary forces were 
asked to move to various trouble spots and be 
in place to deal with any break-down of law 
and order when the dismissal was announced. 

We were assigned to Salem again. We 
moved within a few hours and when we 
reached Salem I deployed my men just outside 
the city. I let the Collector know that we were 
there in battalion strength in case there was 
trouble. That night President’s Rule was 
announced. My men were deployed to various 
sensitive spots in the city. Police armouries and 
vehicles were taken over as a precaution. The 
Collector thought it would be good idea if we 


arrested several DMK ring-leaders - people who 
could incite goondaism and violence. 

The trouble was, the next day was a popular 
wedding day. Many of the leaders we planned 
to arrest were giving away their children in 
marriage. How to arrest them without disrupting 
the wedding ceremonies and inflaming religious 
sensibilities? It is very easy to create trouble in 
the name of religion and we did not want to 
provide them with an excuse. The Muhurtham 
was at 10 a.m. I thought that soon after this we 
would invite the fathers out on some pretext 
and arrest them quietly. 

That is how it worked out. In civilian clothes 
our men went to pandals all over the city. 
Politely the father was told that someone wanted 
to see him outside. When he came out, he was 
quietly shown a pistol and whisked away. Thus 
in the space of half-an-hour, 25-30 fathers of 
new brides and bridegrooms were in our 
coustody. By this time, our troops were in 
charge of all sensitive spots in the city. The police 
had been told to cooperate with us. We had 
taken control so quickly, they had no choice. 

We were in Salem, all told, for about 3 
months. During this period, we had no serious 
disturbances or incidents, either in the city or 
the surrounding district. 

After the Emergency was lifted, and the Shah 
Commission started investigating atrocities, we 
were asked to provide security for the hearings 
when they came to Bangalore. We also 
provided security for cricket test matches. 

Even though this was a well-established 
battalion, there was still plenty to do. Our 2000 
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acres in Karehalli had every kind of terrain. 
Taking advantage of this we built a really tough 
obstacle course. All our recruits had to train 
there regularly. We upgraded the firing range. 
In the battalion headquarters near Yelahanka, 
we added new varieties of roses to the rose 
garden. I had an officer L.K.Verma who had 
an agricultural degree and put him in charge of 
the roses, coconuts, cashewnuts and mango 
trees. Under him they thrived. We built new play 
grounds and courts for volleyball and 
basketball. We built a first-class parade ground 
that even the Army would have been jealous 
of. Many of these projects were criticised by BSF 
auditors, and even by my DIG. But once the 
Director General himself saw what we had 
done, he was very pleased and that silenced all 
critics. 

Finally we built a multi-religious prayer/ 
meditation hall for our soldiers. For this we had 
to raise a lot of money. Fortunately, we were 
able to arrange a benefit show of Raj Kapoor’s 
new picture Satyam Shiuam Sundaram. The 
Archbishop of Bangalore and Sri Narasimha 
Murthy, Principal of Sanskrit College 
performed the inauguration ceremonies. I had 
wanted Sri Satya Sai Baba also to come, but 
at the last moment he was held up. 

In 1977 Ravi finished his M.Tech., degree 
and joined a consultancy called IBCON. With 
them he did assignments in Madras, 
Pondicherry, Bangalore, Bombay and Poona. 


Tiring of this nomadic life he joined Tata 
Consultancy Services in Bombay. All along he 
had been trying to go to the US for higher 
studies. In 1980 the University of Texas at 
Austin offered him admission and financial 
assistance to study for a Ph.D., in Management 
and he accepted their offer and left in August. 

A few months after he had left, we arranged 
a meeting for Hema with a boy, Prasad, who 
was visiting from America. They liked each 
other, and within a few days we arranged the 
wedding on our own grounds. The ceremony 
was conducted in our new prayer hall. Prasad 
had to leave soon. Hema was doing her 
internship and so could not go with him 
immediately, but joined him a few months later. 
After going there she completed residency in 
paediatrics and then a felllowship in paediatric 
cardiology. Now she is a practising paediatric 
cardiologist in New Jersey, where they have 
lived for the last 14 years. I was given several 
extensions to service without my having to ask. 
Thus I spent almost eight years in Bangalore. 
This was the longest I had spent in any one 
place since I left Hassan to go and study in 
Mysore. 

On September 23rd 1981, I retired after 
having served for 32 years. Inspite of its trials 
and tribulations, separations and hardships, 
I had enjoyed army life and felt privileged 
to be in it. Retiring was not easy. I was 
miserable. 
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33. Postscript 


But one has to get used to these things. We 
moved to a small house in Rajajinagar, one 
street behind Savitri’s sister’s house. Gayatri 
lived in a flat in Malleswaram which was also 
close by. She was now working for a company 
that made clothes for export. Every now and 
then she would have to go on tour to all over 
Europe. 

We devoted more time to Suma and 
Sundeep. I got Suma admitted to Central 
School near Indian Institute of Science. I started 
attending religious and spiritual discourses and 
discussions - Kundalini Yoga, Soham Japa, 
Sahaj Yoga. I still retained my devotion for Sai 
Baba and went to Whitefield whenever I could. 

Some months after my retirement, I ran into 
Madan Gopal Singh, and through him got 
initiated into the Beas Satsang when the 
Satguru came to Bangalore. I learnt several 
ways of meditation and prayer, which I practice 
to this day. Much later, in Beas, Savitri was 
also initiated. 

In 1984 Savitri got an opportunity to go to 
the US. Ravi had not been able to come home 
since he left in 1980 and she was getting very 
anxious to see him. Hema sponsored her for a 
visit and in November of 1984 she was able to 
go and spend a few months with Hema and a 
few months with Ravi. This also gave her an 
opportunity to be there when Samhita was born 
in August 1985. Since then Savitri has visited 
USA quite regularly. Vikram, the other child, 
was born in June of 1988.1 have also managed 
to go there three times. 


A couple of years later, in 1986 I think, 
Gayatri got a job in Bombay and decided to 
shift there. By then I had got my Freedom 
Fighter’s railway pass, so we could travel 
comfortably between Bangalore and Bombay, 
as frequently as we wanted. We began 
spending quite a lot of time in Bombay coming 
back to Bangalore only for functions and 
ceremonies. Suma was in high-school now and 
could manage quite well on her own. I felt 
Sundeep needed more attention. He was very 
keen on joining the Army and I thought I could 
help him get ready for it. There was a swimming 
pool in Andheri where I coached him whenever 
he had the time. I also arranged horse-riding 
lessons. During the summer he played some 
tennis. I tried to get him to do regular exericse 
and develop his strength. 

After I joined the Army in 1949, most of my 
service life was spent in the North. I completely 
lost touch with the people of Itagi and other 
villages. But every so often I would think of the 
good time I had during the year I spent with 
them. 

Strongly feeling the urge to go back there, 
in late December 1987, I wrote a letter to the 
Itagi Panchayat committee saying that I was 
keen to visit them. I did not get a reply. But I 
had made up my mind to go there anyway, so 
I sent them a telegram saying I was coming 
and with Savitri set off by train on the 5th of 
January. We reached Ron the next morning. 
There was no one at the station. Obviously, 
they had not got my telegram, or if they had 
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they could not understand the reasons for my 
coming. 

From Ron there is a bus to Itagi. The bus 
stand is just outside the station, and we were 
about to board a waiting bus when two villagers 
approached us. They said they were from Itagi 
and that they had been sent by the Panchayat 
Committee to escort us. I was relieved and 
happy. They took our luggage and put them 
inside the bus and got us comfortable seats. 
We were immensely pleased and started talking 
about my Itagi days with them. The whole bus 
was staring at us wondering who we were. In 
twenty minutes we were at Itagi, now a fairly 
big village. I was eager to meet some of my 
friends from those days. But nobody was at the 
bus station for us. I was disappointed. But our 
two escorts said that everything had been 
arranged. 

It was about 9 in the morning. Our escorts 
took us to a Matha where they had arranged 
for us to wash and freshen up and eat breakfast. 
So far I had not seen anybody I had known in 
Itagi in 1948. Why had we taken the trouble to 
make this journey? 

When we stepped out after breakfast, some 
30-45 minutes later, a huge crowd had 
gathered. I thought there had been some 
accident, somebody was hurt. But complete 
strangers waved out greetings to us. No, they 
were all there for us! Hundreds of people, men 
and women, all of them trying to talk to us at 
once! Every one from the 14 villages seemed 
to be there. We mingled with the crowd. Now 
we met people I knew from those days. Others 


came and introduced themselves as relatives 
of other acquaintances who had passed away. 

A procession was formed. People started 
singing patriotic songs form the time of the 
freedom struggle. Some of these I had not 
heard for almost forty years. But I could 
remember the words perfectly. Musical 
instruments accompanied the singing. We all 
marched to a pandal-like place. 

A big meeting had been organized. 
Somebody gave me an invitation-cum- 
programme of that day’s function. 

And who should be presiding over the 
meeting, but V. Channabasavaiah, the man we 
called Gurugalu, who had been Panchayat 
Chairman, 40 years ago! 

There were other leaders too and one after 
another they all spoke about me and 
reminisced about our activities. Gurugalu, after 
the speeches were over, requested me and my 
wife to get up. He wrapped a new beautiful 
Kashmir shawl around me in appreciation of 
my activities in Itagi’s service. My wife was 
similarly presented with a Benares silk saree 
by a senior lady. When I got up and tried to 
express my gratefulness for the wonderful 
affection shown, I could not speak. My throat 
was choked. 

Then they took us to lunch. The food had 
been deliciously cooked. After lunch they told 
me that they were planning to build a memorial 
commemorating our activities of 1948. What 
better time to have the ground-breaking 
ceremony than now? Savitri was asked to cut 
the first sod and break the coconut and perform 
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the pooja ceremony for the laying of the 
foundation stone. 

At the end of the ceremony, it was time to 
leave. It was difficult to tear ourselves away from 
there. After saying farewell to all our new and 
old friends, we left in a car belonging to one 
Sri Desai, whose parents were the jagirdars of 
those villages. Sri Desai himself drove us to 
Hubli station where we were to catch the train 
back to Bangalore. I was happy to see that after 
40 years their affection was still as strong as 
ever. What we had done had not been 
forgotten. I was very happy. I felt even happier 
than when I was awarded the VSM by Field 
Marshal Manekshaw. 

In 1986 Ravi finished his Ph.D. and got a 
job as an assistant professor at the University 
of New Mexico, in Albuquerque. After getting 
his green card, he was finally able to visit India 
in 1988 summer. 

After about two years in Bombay, Gayatri 
got a good job offer from Arvind Mills in 
Ahmedabad and shifted there. So now our 
travel pattern changed and we became familiar 
with the Ahmedabad-Bangalore route. Suma 
and Sundeep were also shifted to Ahmedabad. 
Suma finished PUC and joined B.Sc., 
Electronics. Again Gayatri had to do a lot of 
travelling all over Europe. Once she even went 
around Africa. 

After three years here Gayatri got a better 
job in Baroda, about 2-3 hours from 
Ahmedabad. So she and the children moved. 
Suma had finished B.Sc., by then, and got a 
job selling computers in Baroda. Sundeep got 


admission in a good school. He was now in 
the final years of high school, and we spent a 
lot of time there making sure that he was 
studying well during this crucial time. After a 
year of working, Suma got into the MBA 
program at M.S. University in Baroda. 

In 1994 summer Gayatri had to move back 
to Ahmedabad. Sundeep had just finished his 
high school exams. 

He had taken the NDA entrance exam in 
February. But by the time his high school results 
came out in May and it was time to start 
applying to various colleges, he had still not 
got the NDA results. His high school marks 
were not very high and getting into a good 
engineering college seemed to be out of the 
question. At the last moment without any 
preparation, he sat for the joint entrance exams 
for the schools of architecture in Ahmedabad 
and Vallabh Vidya Nagar, and to every one’s 
surprise, was selected for the school in Vallabh 
Vidya Nagar. Who would have guessed that 
his talents lay in this direction? 

But to complicate matters, soon after he 
started attending classes, he got the NDA 
results. He had done well there too, and had 
been selected for the SSB interview! He went 
to the interview and did extremely well in all 
the psychological tests, the obstacle courses, 
the individual and group tasks, and finished in 
the top five students in that batch. I was 
overjoyed. Unfortunately he was rejected on 
medical grounds. Undaunted, he returned to 
his architecture studies and is doing quite well. 
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Soon after retirement I had been allotted a 
site in BTM Layout near my brother Subbarao’s 
house in Jayanagar T-block. We had not 
decided what to do with it and time was 
running out. If we did not build a house soon, 
we would have to surrender the site. After 
consulting Ravi and Hema, we decided to go 
ahead with construction. Our contractor was 
Mr. Rangan. His wife was the sister of a very 
good friend of Hema’s from college. His son 
had a heart condition, and Hema had arranged 
for a life-saving operation for him in New 
Jersey. He built a very fine house for us. 

We had rented it out for some time, but now 
we have got it back and live in it. Brother's 
house is only a 15-20 minute walk form here. 
So we see him and sister-in-law almost every 
day. Three of their children, Keshava, Uma, and 
Raji, have settled in America. Two other 
daughers, Vijji and Savitri, live in Bangalore. 
We also see Somu and Sharada quite often. 
Two of their daughters Usha and Sudha are in 
America, married, and well settled there. The 
third daugter Savita, is also there temporarily. 
Prasanna and Shreelakshmi have built a big 
house in Mysore and retired there. Ranjini their 
first daughter lives in Gorakhpur and Nandini 
is in Dubai. Shanta has been bedridden for most 
of the last 20 years or so. She and her husband 
Nagaraj also stay in Mysore. All their daughters 
are married and with the exception of Padmini, 
who has married Gokarna’s son Diwakar, they 
all live in the area. Mani’s daughters Padma 
and Indira have also settled in Bangalore. 
Sundermurthy’s second son Dinesh works in 


Mysore and so he and his wife Shanta spend 
quite a bit of time there. Their daughter Vidya 
is in the US. Another son Ramesh is in Madras. 
Radhakrishna after retiring from IIT Madras is 
teaching in Malaysia. Two of his daughters 
Kathyayini and Prashanti are married to boys 
in Bangalore. The third daughter Padma is 
studying to be a dentist. My late sister Padma's 
children are also doing well. Manjula has settled 
in Bangalore, Vani in Madras. Their 
brother Shankar is I think in Bhadravati, I am 
not sure. 

Savitri’s sister still lives in Rajajinagar with 
her son Gopal and his wife Padma. 
Gangadhara Shastry passed away recently 
after a long and fruitful life. Gokarna and his 
wife Nagaratna live in Mattur with Diwakar 
and Padmini. One daughter Sudha is in 
Mysore. Another daugher, Savitri, used to live 
in Bangalore with her husband Sudhir and two 
delightful children. Recently tragedy struck. 
Savitri was killed by a burglar whom she must 
have caught in the act. We had seen her just 
the previous day. They had moved to a new 
house. Needless to say the whole city was 
shocked and saddened. But this kind of thing 
is happening more and more. 

Gayatri has bought a large flat in 
Ahmedabad. She is still in the clothing 
exporting business and had made quite a name 
for herself and still travels abroad extensively. 
Even before finishing her MBA Suma had job 
offers from several reputed companies. In 
January of 1995 she decided to join a 
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company called Modi-Xerox. She has turned 
into a smart and extremely popular young 
woman. 

Hema is still in New Jersey. Samhita has 
turned into an accomplished singer of Karnatak 
classical music and knows scores of kritis by 
Thyagaraja, Purandaradasa and Dikshitar. 
She has already won several prizes in music 
competitions. She has also won prizes writing 


about these composers in several essay 
competitions. Her brother Vikram is also 
learning to sing. I have given him a mridangam. 
I hope one day he learns how to play. 

In June last year, Suma got married to very 
nice boy called Sanjay Maru. They both work 
at Modi-Xerox. Ravi is coming again for a short 
stay. Then it will be Hema and the kids. 

And that is how life goes on. 



MATHOOR IN BRITAIN 


Kannada Narration : Sumana Vishwanath 
English Translation : K. Sundararaju 


PART - ONE 

1. My early life* 


It has been our age-old tradition and custom 
to worship and pray to Lord Ganesha 
(Vighnesha, Gajanana, Lambodara, Mushika 
Vahana etc., are some of the other names) 
before we embark on any new venture. My 
venture now is to begin the work on 
autobiography. We firmly believe that Lord 
Vighneshwara eliminates any impediment 
(Vighna) which we may come across while 
striving to accomplish our goal. 

Of the many shlokas (stanzas) sung in 
praise of Lord Vighnesha the one I like most 
and recite every day ever since 1954 is as 
follows: 

Agajanana padmarkam Gajananam aharnisham / 

Anekadantam bhaktanam Ekadantam upasmahe // 

Here letter A like we pronounce ‘a’ in the 
word ‘around’ in English. ‘A’ is negative ‘GA’ 
means that which moves. AG A means that 
which does not move. Here in this verse AGA 
means Mountain, Parvatha - that does not 


move. JA means born to the king Parvatharaja. 
She is Parvathi. 

Of Paarvati’s two sons, one is Gajanana 
and the other being Shanmukha. When mother 
Parvati looks at Gajanana, her face blossoms 
just as Arka - lotus flower blossoms at the sight 
of the sun. 

I pray day and night to lord Ganesha or 
Gajanana who brought much joy to his mother, 
who used one of his tusks to write 
Mahabharatha as dictated by the epic poet Veda 
Vyasa and who bestows whatever boons the 
devotees pray for. 

It was our most venerable seer Sri Kanchi 
Paramacharya who recited this shloka as 
invocation and expounded its meaning before 
beginning his discourse. It made an everlasting 
impression on me and taught me an invaluable 
lesson that children must be the cause of joy 
for their beloved mothers. The revered seer 
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had come to Bangalore in 1954 to inaugurate 
a branch of ‘Veda Rakshana Paripalana 
Sabha’, founded by him in the year 1916 itself 
for the protection and preservation of the 
Vedas. I had also been a member of the 
‘Welcome Committee’ and incidentally was 
assigned the job of interpreting the seer’s Tamil 
discourse in Kannada. Paramacharya was 
pleased with my translation and blessed me. 
In the very first meeting I felt as if the seer was 
endowed with extraordinary divine powers. He 
was an enlightened soul and led a very simple 
life. People from all walks of life could go to 
him for blessings. I have been an ardent 
devotee of the great seer ever since. Some time 
later I was made secretary of the Veda Rakshana 
Samiti. ‘Kaamakoti Prabha’, a monthly Tamil 
magazine devoted to metaphysical matters was 
being published from Kanchi under the divine 
guidance of Paramacharya. The Swamiji 
permitted me to bring out the magazine in 
Kannada also. The then chairman of Canara 
Bank Sri Venkataraman promised to extend 
financial aid to the publication and the 
magazine began coming out. In connection 
with the publication of Kannada version from 
Bangalore I had the pleasure of having the 
‘darshan’ of Paramacharya now and then. 1 
was wondering how that immense knowledge, 
compassion, understanding and the power of 
‘tapas’ could all be there in that frail body of 
the Paramacharya. He was not exhibiting any 
miracles to the people or to his devotees. But 
any one who sat near him could certainly feel 
the divine aura of his trancendental power. So 


many stories about his divine power were 
making rounds but he would not misuse it in 
exhibiting some worthless miracles, instead he 
would conserve that energy for the good of 
humanity. He was also interested in social 
reforms. One remarkable example of his 
experimentation with societal reforms bears out 
his concern for mundane problems also. There 
was a ‘Poor Brahmin Students' Association’ 
in Malleswaram. The students there were 
hardly getting a meal a day. Somehow 
Paramacharya heard about the hardship being 
caused to the poor students. He immediately 
gave a call to all the housewives of 
Malleswaram, “set apart a handful of rice every 
time you cook rice in your house and donate it 
to the poor students of the association. That 
will take care of the students' food problem.” 
Every housewife responded to this call and 
within a month 50 bags of rice got stocked in 
the storeroom. Retaining some bags of rice 
for cooking the superfluous bags were sold and 
other provisions bought. This was a practical 
miracle of the Paramacharya. 

I earnestly hope that the work on this 
autobiography would continue undeterred and 
unhindered with a spontaneous outflow of my 
experiences from my childhood days to the 
present days of my restless devoted service to 
the Bhavan albeit my old age preoccupations. 

My early life 

My ancestral village is Mudalapura in 
Hassan District. My mother would tell an 
interesting episode about my paternal 
grandfather (her father-in-law). My grandfather 
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Sri Ananthayya had no children even though 
he was over 45 years of age and my 
grandmother more than 35 years. My 
grandfather’s elder brother had nine children. 
When my grandfather was seriously 
considering adopting a child of his brother my 
grandmother gave birth to a male child in her 
38th year and that was my father. They named 
the child as Ramakrishna. My grandfather got 
his son married just when he was 12. The 
bride, Nanjamma, my mother, was then just 9 
years old. Both my grandparents went away 
to Varanasi. Before leaving the village he had 
told his son and other relatives that they would 
receive the news of his death on a particular 
day. He had died on the same day as he had 
predicted and the news was received through 
a telegram. Just four days later news of the 
death of my grandma also was received. In 
those days Hindus believed that they would 
attain Moksha if they died in Kashi (Varanasi) 
which is the abode of Lord Vishwanatha. Even 
today lakhs of people have firm faith in this. 
They also believe that bathing in the sacred 
river Ganga would wash away all their sins 
not only of this birth but also of all the previous 
births and the belief persists. 

By the time my father decided to abandon 
his village once and for all he had three sons 
and a daughter, Ananthaiah, Keshava Murthy, 
Subbalakshmi and Shankara Murthy 
respectively. My parents along with their four 
children came to Shimoga and took temporary 
shelter in a choultry. Sri Narayana Avadhani 
and Sri Lakshmi Keshava Shastry, both 


Sankethis (a Brahmin sect) from Mathoor, took 
our (Sankethi) family to Mathoor. By the year 
1922-23 our family had settled in Mathoor with 
the very kind cooperation extended by the noble 
hearted Sankethis. Almost all of them were 
agriculturists. Each family had its own areca 
garden, irrespective of its area. Though they 
were not very rich they had sufficient means to 
make both ends meet. All the Sankethis in 
Mathoor were well-versed in Sanskrit 
Language and related oriental literature of the 
Vedas and Upanishaths. These Brahmins fed 
our family for some time. Meanwhile my father 
went to Shimoga and learnt carpentry by 
working with a professional carpenter for eight 
days. From then on he took to carpentry for 
livelihood. 

No loss of weight 

My immediate elder brother Rama Murthy 
and myself took birth in Mathoor. I was born 
on 8th August 1928. It was Srikrishna 
Janmashtami day and so I was named Krishna 
Murthy. We were very poor and my mother 
once revealed that due to poverty she had to 
breast-feed me for almost three years. Even in 
my student days I was forced to go without food 
because of penury. But never did I feel weak 
or tired. This led to an interesting episode in 
London. During the first few months of my 
stay I was once forced to fast for 4 or 5 days. 
Not only did I not feel tired but my body weight 
also remained stable. I told this to Dr.Koya, a 
Gujarathi doctor practising in London. He said, 
“No, Mathoorji, if you fast for 4 to 5 days 
undoubtedly your weight gets reduced. Don’t 
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do it unnecessarily.” But I was persistent in my 
statement and asked the doctor to examine me 
during the period of my fasting. The doctor 
noted my weight before I went on fasting and 
subsequently he continued to note my weight 
for 5 days. When even on the fifth day he saw 
that my weight remained unchanged he was 
really surprised and remarked, “Mathoorji, are 
you really fasting or eating surreptitiously?” I 
said, “ No, Doctor Koya, normally people lose 
weight on fasting. But I don’t. Is there any 
specific reason for this?” The doctor also was 
very eager to get it investigated by a specialist. 
He got me admitted to Charing Cross Hospital 
which was very near to the Bhavan. They kept 
me in a ward for seven days. Except water I 
did not take any food for 5 days. Three doctors 
came on the seventh day and tested my weight 
and general condition. The weight was the 
same as it was on the first day and there was 
no other complaint. They asked me, “Do you 
feel weak?” I said, “No”. They further asked, 
“We would like to see you walk” I walked till 
they asked me to stop. On seeing me being 
quite normal and healthy even after fasting one 
specialist asked me, “Do you remember or have 
you been told, for how many months were you 
on your mother’s milk?” I told him, “My mother 
used to tell me, until I completed three years.” 
The doctor’s face brightened up as though he 
was expecting this answer from me. He said 
with confidence, “That’s what exactly I wanted 
from you. Any special reason for it?” he asked. 
I said, “Poverty. My mother’s milk was the only 
food for me... I come from a very poor family”. 


The Doctor explained to me in brief that the 
metabolic process of breast milk in the body of 
the child lends it great strength and immunity 
and after growing up such a person would not 
get easily tired. He further said that the case of 
a child having breast fed for 4 years and 9 
months has entered the Guinness Book of 
World Records. My case found a place in the 
Doctor’s Research Report in this regard. 

Primary education 

My only sister Subbalakshmi’s marriage 
was solemnized with Sri Doreswamy an 
accountant from Shimoga. Meanwhile my 
father had built his own house - a thatched 
shed in Mathoor and our family lived there 
happily. The primary school was opposite our 
house on the other side of the road. I completed 
my primary education in that school. Even 
today I remember my teacher Sri Chintamani 
Avadhani who taught us with loving concern. 
By this time my eldest brother Sri Ananthaiah 
had finished his education and being employed 
in Shimoga he provided a little financial support 
to the family. It was during 1937 when I had 
just completed nine years my father had fixed 
an auspicious day for my thread ceremony 
(upanayana). But unfortunately he was laid 
up with deadly fever and expired within three 
days. It was a great blow to my mother in 
particular. A year later my elder brother Sri 
Keshava Murthy himself performed my 
Upanayana. 

Off to Shimoga 

I was sent to Shimoga to join Old Boys' 
Middle School and continue my Higher 
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Primary education. I had to attend the school 
for 4 years to appear for the Lower Secondary 
(L.S) Examination. Somehow I attended the 
school for the first two years but for the last 
two years I had to struggle for my food. It was 
a practice of dire necessity then, for poor 
students like me to approach seven different 
families for their weekly subsistence. The cycle 
would repeat for the subsequent weeks. One 
meal per day was guaranteed in this practice. 
If by chance any one of the houses could not 
oblige us for a day we had to fast till the next 
day and our food for that day was only water. 
It was almost impossible for us to get some food 
from a hotel because no one would give us 
money. Money was an object of our dream 
then. But there were families which were really 
sympathetic towards poor students and 
provided food for years though once in a week. 

I was going to my sister’s house now and 
then but could not stay there permanently 
because they were also poor. Now I feel like 
recounting to you a few of my experiences 
related to my earning a day’s meal. You will 
please note that I was about 11 or 12 years 
old and you can very well imagine my plight in 
loitering in the streets of the town searching for 
philanthropists who could provide me with a 
meal a day. 

From the very beginning I loved to learn 
Kannada language very well and I was scoring 
high percentage in it throughout my 
educational career. Three of my friends were 
scoring just about average marks in Kannada. 


One day my beloved teacher Sri Shama Iyengar 
said, “Krishna, these three friends of yours are 
quite backward in learning Kannada. They 
score well in other subjects. Why don’t you 
teach them Kannada?” I began helping them 
after school hours. Then Friday was vacant in 
my meal timetable and it was compulsory 
fasting for me on Fridays. One day I asked 
these friends to inquire with their mothers 
whether any one of them could feed me on 
every Friday. Each one of them invited me to 
his house and said that his mother would only 
feel glad to feed me. But I insisted on getting 
permission from their mothers. The next day 
one of them told me that his mother had agreed. 
The next Friday I went to his house. It was a 
very small house and his father was a retired 
Head Master having eight children to feed. I 
had begun to feel guilty but my friend’s mother 
Smt Parvathamma treated me as one of her 
own family. I too sat with all the children and 
had my meal. Smt. Parvathamma said, 
“Krishnamurthy, come early in the evenings. 
We don’t have a big kerosene lamp. What we 
have as a source of light for nights is just an 
earthen lamp. My children sit outside the house 
and study under the street light.” Though I was 
a bit reluctant my hungry stomach directed me 
to their house in the evening also. After 3 or 4 
weeks I began to feel more at ease with all of 
them. But one thing I observed during the 
evening meal puzzled me. Smt. Parvathamma 
was serving hot rice exclusively to me though 
all the nine of us sat together. I made bold to 
stop her from serving and questioned, “Mother, 
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why do you serve hot rice only to me when all 
your eight children are here?” She said, 
“Krishnamurthy, you see, if my children fall ill, 
as parents we are here to look after them. But 
who is there to look after you here if something 
happens to you?” Tears welled up in my eyes 
and I could not utter even a word of gratitude 
to her. But later in my life I realised what an 
ideal mother Smt. Parvathamma must have 
been! I dare say that she and her tribe are the 
true embodiment of motherly love and 
personify the great culture of our motherland. 
Even today I think that I got a glimpse of what 
our culture is and where it lies . 

Another incident would not bore you, I hope. 
Sri Mahabaleshwara Bhat from Kundapura area 
was running a small hotel in Shimoga. He was 
also feeding me on a particular day in a week. 
One day due to some inconvenience in a house 
that was to feed me, I was asked to come during 
the next week. After my school hours I was 
feeling very hungry and had not even a single 
paisa in my pocket. Bhat’s hotel was in the 
Bazaar Street. It was my fond hope that if I could 
draw Bhat’s attention towards me at that time 
of the day he would invariably call me into the 
hotel and offer some food. I did not have the 
courage to approach him directly and tell my 
predicament. I loitered before his hotel for some 
time and was successful in drawing Bhat’s 
attention. He called out my name and asked 
me to get in. He saw my flaccid face and said 
“ Krishna, it seems today you are without food, 
why?” I told him the reason. “Then you have 
remained hungry, isn’t it?” he asked. I said, “Yes, 


sir.” He twisted my ear and gave a beating on 
my back. My head started reeling and I started 
crying loudly. He was very angry but I did not 
know why. But I knew him to be an outwardly 
rough man. He simply shouted at me saying 
“Did you think that this Mahabaleswara Bhat 
is dead and kept yourself hungry all day long?” 
He caught hold of me by the ear, dragged me 
into the kitchen and ordered the server to serve 
me food quickly. I managed to eat the food even 
though tears were rolling down my eyes. After 
I washed my hand Bhat took my right hand, 
placed it on his head and ordered me to swear 
that I would not keep myself hungry on any 
day thereafter. I simply obeyed him with respect 
in my heart. In an emotional outburst he said, 
“Krishna, I would die on the day you break your 
oath. If on any day you are denied food 
elsewhere you must come here and have your 
food. Know that this is your house and you 
can come whenever you feel like. Do you 
understand?” Are not such people the true 
repositories of our dharma who don’t preach 
but live it! 

This episode is about how my intense desire 
to eat rice cakes (dosas) was fulfilled. On my 
way to the school there was a small hotel. It 
was a thatched shed through which the pleasant 
smell of dosas permeated the air around it. 
Everyday I used to stand there for sometime to 
enjoy that invigorating smell. One day the cook 
who was making the dosas shouted at me 
saying, “You mischievous fellow, without paying 
anything you are deriving the benefit of 
enjoying the pleasant smell of our dosas.” I 
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simply ran away and did not dare to go near 
that hotel another time. 

Desire fulfilled 

I had earned a day’s meal in Sri Sanna 
Ramashastry’s house. He was doing arecanut 
business. One day he said, “Krishnamurthy, my 
daughter’s father-in-law will be staying here for 
two or three days. You need not go anywhere 
for your meals on those days. Stay here and 
serve him whenever he needs your help. 
Especially during night times he may ask you 
to massage his whole body because of acute 
muscle pain.” The honourable guest arrived 
and stayed for three days. Each night I had to 
squeeze his leg muscles gently with my feet also 
while holding a hanging rope for support till 
midnight because he would not go to sleep 
unless he got complete relief from pain. He had 
instructed me to call him as ‘Sir’ now and then 
while pressing his legs with my feet and if he 
did not answer I should assume that he had 
fallen asleep and retire to my bed. I was quite 
young and naturally it was almost impossible 
for me to keep myself awake till such a late hour. 
But I knew very well that I had no other way. I 
had to forego my sleep for three nights and 
serve the gentleman. On the fourth day very 
early in the morning I carried his heavy trunk 
on my head to the bus stand and kept it inside 
the bus, which was to leave for Teerthahalli. I 
asked his permission to leave and paid my 
obeisance. He took my right hand, placed 
something in my palm and closed it with my 
fingers. I knew it was a coin but only when I 
saw it under a lamp that I realised to my utter 


surprise it was a silver Queen Victoria rupee 
coin. I felt as though the whole world was in 
my palm. When I was not in a position even to 
feel the nice touch of a rupee coin, to hold it in 
my palm was nothing less than a fortune for 
me. I was extremely happy over the fact that it 
was my own earning and that too for the first 
time in my life. After finishing my morning 
ablutions I went to Kundapur Brahmin’s hotel 
holding the rupee coin firmly in my hand. The 
cook was making dosas. He said, “What is the 
matter, Krishna? You have come in 
unhesitatingly.” I sat on the bench and said, 
“Give me two dosas with chutney and butter.” 
He wondered at my audacity and remarked, 
“Ah! Krishna, have you become a rich man 
today? ” I replied, “Yes, I too have become rich 
today ”, and showed him the silver rupee coin. 
He served me the dosas. I ate them with great 
satisfaction. I can never express how I enjoyed 
its taste. The cost of two dosas was just one 
anna. For 16 days I enjoyed eating the rice 
cakes with that one rupee. 

Brothers settled 

My eldest brother Ananthaiah had settled 
in Madras doing some business; my second 
elder brother Keshava Murthy was in Tanjavur 
learning Yajurveda and related rituals and my 
third elder brother Shankara Murthy was 
learning music from great maestro Chembai 
Vydyanatha Bhagavathar in Chembai. My 
immediate elder brother Rama Murthy was 
studying in High school fifth form (IX Std) in 
Bhadravathi while I was in Shimoga studying 
in middle school. 



234 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


Ramu’s demise 

It was during 1939-40 that my brother 
Ramu (Rama Murthy) expired all of a sudden 
due to haemorrhage in the brain and his death 
was a bolt from the blue both for me and my 
mother who had already lost my father just two 
and a half years ago. I had met Ramu just on 
the previous day and I hope it may interest you 
to know the circumstances of that meeting. 

My mother was very fond of drinking coffee. 
My brother Ramu used to get the coffee powder 
to my mother from Bhadravathi. Whenever he 
came to Mathoor he would carry some lemons 
to Bhadravathi, sell them, collect some money, 
purchase coffee powder and bring it to mother. 
He too depended on seven families in 
Bhadravathi for his weekly subsistence. He was 
elder to me by three years and was very 
intelligent. 

Tonsure Ceremony (chaulopanayana) to the 
first son of my sister was to take place on a 
particular day. On the previous day my mother 
asked me to go to Bhadravathi to bring coffee 
powder as well as to ask Ramu to come to 
Shimoga to attend the ceremony. I had no 
money to go by train or bus. I finished my 
breakfast and began walking a distance of about 
10 miles. It was really very difficult for me to 
walk such a long distance at one stretch. Still I 
made it and reached Bhadravathi by afternoon. 
I went to the school where Ramu was studying. 
I met him and told him what mother had asked 
me to tell. He handed over to me a coffee 
powder packet and observing my flaccid face 
asked, “Krishna, you look very tired and hungry. 


Come on, let us eat something.” While eating 
he remarked jocularly, “every week I walk this 
distance to and fro but now you are tired, how 
can you walk back to Shimoga?” He gave me 
two and half annas for the train ticket. If I 
remember correct that was the first time in my 
life that I enjoyed the train journey. 

The next morning when we were expecting 
Ramu to arrive by the train for the auspicious 
ceremony, a jataka (cart drawn by a horse) 
came and stood before the house. Someone 
alighted from the jataka and inquired whether 
it was the house of Doreswamy. I said, “Yes”. 
He continued, “I have come from 
Bhadravathi... ” Even before he spoke further I 
asked him, “ Where is my brother Ramu? By 
this time he too should have been here.” He 
spoke with a bit of hesitation, “That’s why I 
have come here. Your brother expired yesterday 
night at about 2.30 a.m.” Sudden panic gripped 
me as I cried out loudly, “What?” All my 
relatives, brothers, sisters, brother-in- law and 
my mother ran out of the house in great panic 
and confusion and heard the sad news. My 
mother fell unconscious but slowly recovered 
after sometime. Ramu’s body was brought to 
Shimoga and obsequial ceremonies performed. 
But it was my mother who suffered most till her 
death in 1972. 

To Madras 

Somehow years rolled by and I had passed 
my L. S. (Lower Secondary) Examination. It 
was a state level public examination in old 
Mysore State. Since the examination fees was 
Rs.5 generally people called it as Rs. 5 
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Examination. In the same way SSLC 
(Secondary School Leaving Certificate) 
Examination was called Rs. 12 Examination. I 
had to get admission to a High School but there 
was absolutely no money to pay the fees or 
buy books and clothes. 1 had only one dhoti to 
cover just the lower half of my body. I had not 
even a towel let alone a half shirt to cover the 
upper portion of my body. My elder brother 
Shankara Murthy was coming to Mathoor at 
least once in a year to perform our father’s 
ceremony. I would eagerly await him to grab 
one small dhoti from him to spread around my 
shoulders. I had to wait for another one year 
to get another dhoti from my brother. Such were 
the days of naked poverty but still none of us 
would grumble about our pathetic condition. 
Instead life had taught us that poverty was part 
and parcel of so many people and we were not 
an exception. In those days we were being 
taught that poverty was a test of our integrity 
and God would watch it. It was imperative that 
we had to strive hard to come out successfully. 

At this juncture my eldest brother suggested 
that I should go to Madras, stay with his family 
and study in a High School. A day was fixed 
for my departure from Shimoga as I was in my 
sister’s house then. On the previous day my 
elder brother Keshava Murthy brought a pair 
of canvass shoes for me which had costed him 
Rs 2. It was an object of boundless joy for me. 
My sister told me in the morning that I had slept 
that night with my shoes on. Wearing a new 
pair of shoes was a dream come true for me. I 


too laughed with my sister when she made fun 
of me. 

Annaiah (Keshava Murthy) accompanied 
me to Madras and left me to the care of my 
eldest brother Sri Ananthaiah. Being the eldest 
son of the family he was our role model in every 
aspect of the family affairs. He loved and 
respected our parents and treated them with 
all reverence. He was a very faithful son. Soon 
after he passed his SSLC he began to work 
and earn. When I was studying in the primary 
school at Mathoor he worked in the office of 
the Deputy Commissioner of Shimoga and 
supported the family. He was a good cricketer 
also. He had good physique and loved to attend 
the gymnasium. His first wife was from a village 
near Hassan. Sometime later he had opened 
a petrol bunk in Tiptur and also a gym. I was 
just six years old when I was in Tiptur for a 
few days. One day my brother carried me from 
his house to the gym. while I hanged on to his 
right arm with my feet dangling. He was so 
strong and sturdy. After both his wife and the 
baby expired at the time of delivery he married 
an Iyer girl from Tamilnadu to be his second 
wife and settled in Madras. He had setup a 
partnership business in mixing and selling 
coffee powder. 

It was 1943-44 and I was already 14 years 
old. Though I was behind schedule by two 
years I got admission to the High School first 
year at Christian College High School as I had 
scored high marks in the L.S. Exam. Annaiah 
was especially glad and even felt proud at the 
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prospect of my learning English in an English 
School. Three or four days after I began 
attending the school he took me to the beach 
for a stroll. There was a board by the roadside 
on which some words in English were painted 
above the picture of a bus. He asked me to 
read those words. I pronounced one word 
wrongly and he corrected it. Such was his 
concern for my education. Students of that 
school were required to read Bible also as one 
of the texts. I always liked to read the Bible 
and this was an opportunity for me to go 
through it in detail. 

My eldest brother and sister - in- law looked 
after me very well. They had no male children 
as yet. Naturally I enjoyed their love and 
affection throughout. My sister-in-law spoke 
Tamil language only. I used to talk to her in our 
Sankethi Language. Many Tamil and 
Malayalam words are interwoven in Sankethi. 
So we did not feel any difficulty in 
communicating with each other. 

Hair cut 

The episode of my long hair, though trivial, 
may give some comic relief. As was the tradition 
and custom of those days, I had long, thick and 
black hair almost 40" long. I used to twist the 
whole lot of my hair from the bottom end and 
wound it into a knot behind my head. It was a 
common sight in our villages, but not so in cities 
and especially in Missionary Schools. My 
classmates and companions were making fun 
of my hair by calling me as ‘Pigtail, Pigtail’. After 
3 or 4 days my brother also suggested to me to 
have a haircut. The next day when I was about 


to leave the house to go to the barber’s shop, 
my sister- in-law said that she would like to cut 
my lengthy mass of hair and get a ‘chowry’ 
made out of it so that she could use it to make 
her short hair look thick, black and long. The 
previous day I had met the barber to tell him 
that I would come in the morning for a hair 
cut. He seemed to have felt very happy and 
said, “Vaa, Vaa, naalai Vaa”(Come tomorrow). 
But when he saw me bereft of my long hair he 
scowled at me and shouted, “Po, Po, unakku 
na haircut pannadillai, echal, echal” (you have 
already cut your hair. I don’t cut your hair, go 
away). I went to another barber’s shop and got 
my haircut. Even now, though bald-pated 
whenever I look into the mirror I remember my 
rich hair which had adorned my head. 

Kaupeena (Loin cloth) 

The next episode, though seems to be 
ridiculous, depicts the deep involvement of our 
ancestors in some of the socio-religious practices 
bordering on orthodoxy. I refer to one such 
practice here. I have already told you that it 
was my brother, vedic scholar Annaiah who 
performed my ‘Thread Ceremony’ (Brahmo- 
padesam). As an integral part of this ceremony, 
the boy (Vatu) who undergoes this ceremony 
will have to swear that he would lead a life of 
strict celibacy till his marriage. As a mark of 
observing celibacy the boy has to cover his 
genitals with a ‘Kaupeena.’ I too had this 
Kaupeena. But when I joined the High School 
at Madras I had to discard it because it was 
causing inconvenience while wearing the school 
uniform. On the advice of my eldest brother I 
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had begun using ready-made underwears. A 
few months after I began attending the high 
school my brother Sri Keshava Murthy once 
took me to Mathoor. He made me talk in 
English before our people in the village and was 
very much pleased with my vocabulary. That 
night while I was sleeping by his side he had 
put his hand on my back and accidentally his 
hand began searching for the knot that the 
twisted end of the ‘Kaupeena’ would make with 
the girdle (Udidara). He was aghast not to find 
it. He gave a loud cry of alarm in the dead of 
night and began beating his chest. My mother 
was frightened and asked him in panic, “What 
happened Annaiah? Has cobra entered here?” 
But he began crying and said, ‘Amma (Mother) 
why am 1 still living? I should have been dead. 
He is not wearing the Kaupeena. I will definitely 
go to hell.” I too began crying loudly. Somehow 
my mother pacified us. But my brother and 
myself took cold water bath at about 3 am in 
the night and I was made to wear the 
‘Kaupeena.’ It was only after my brother 
conducted some cleansing rituals all of us slept. 
Age-old tradition had made him so rigid and 
irreconcilable in matters of religious 
observances. 

Ashram link 

In Madras, Kannada language was also a 
subject we had to study in those days even in a 
Christian School. Sri Shama Bhat was our 
Kannada teacher. Sri Shivaram Karanth’s 
nephew Keshava was my companion in 
Kannada classes. 1 was very happy about 
Kannada being one of the subjects of study and 


I used to score very good marks in Kannada. 
In our school all the subjects were being taught 
very well by efficient teachers. Gradually I 
learnt Tamil language also. Special mention 
must be made of English language teaching. 

Ramakrishna Ashram was very near to my 
brother’s house. I made it a practice to attend 
to some of the duties like sweeping, washing 
and cleaning at the ashram every evening after 
my school hours. I was permitted to be one of 
the volunteers of the Ashram and my dedication 
to the work assigned drew the attention of the 
Swamijis Asheshananda, Nishreyasananda, 
Advayananda, and Adidevananda. Swami 
Adidevananda being a Kannadiga had special 
affection for me. Usually I used to return to the 
house after the ‘arathi’ at 7.30 p.m. On Sundays 
I was working full day and my job was to attend 
to the patients in the outpatient department. 
Not only the patients but also the immates of 
the Ashram had developed a soft corner for 
me observing my patience and my way of 
pleasant interaction with them. I was very 
particular in attending to the discourses of all 
the Swamijis and observe how the devotees 
would respond. Somehow the intense desire in 
me to listen to such Swamijis, to visit various 
cities and towns, to give discourses like them 
and to live like them, gradually transformed into 
a very strong determination that I too must 
become a Sanyasi (Monk). Definitely it was not 
because of poverty or my inability to cope up 
with the circumstances in the family that I 
decided to become a Sanyasi. Even my mother 
advocated her children to go out and live 
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independently by their own good efforts. The 
determination was inborn and not thrusted on 
me by any one. 

It was March and the birthday of 
Paramahamsa was to be celebrated in Calcutta 
throughout the month. Initiation Ceremony 
(Deeksha) for those who were ready to enter 
‘Sanyasashram’ had been arranged. I implored 
the Swamiji to accept me also for ‘deeksha’. 
He asked me whether all my elders would 
permit it. I said, “Swamiji, we are four sons and 
my mother would not object to my initiation 
into Sanyasa. You must take me with you and 
help me become the inmate of the Ashram 
permanently.” Eventually the Swamiji permitted 
me to go with him and all of us reached Calcutta 
well in time. 

Deeksha not given 

On the previous day to the initiation 
ceremony all the candidates were to be 
introduced to the venerable President of the 
Calcutta Ashram, Swami Virajananda. When 
my turn came I went in and saw the Swamiji. 
With his resplendent face, head full of flowing 
thick white hair, long white beard and well built 
body in its erect posture he created in me ripples 
of fear for a few seconds. He said “Khom 
(Come) khom, shit down (Sit down) shit down” 
in his Bengali accent. I prostrated before him. 
He asked me, “Have you read about Guru 
Maharaj? Why do you want to become a 
Sanyasin?” I replied, “Swamiji, I have been 
working as a volunteer since two or three years 
and that’s why I want to get into Ashram 
permanently as a Sanyasi. I have read some 


books about Guru Maharaj.” “Have you read 
‘Holy Mother’?” he asked. I had read it 
repeatedly and recited a number of lines from 
it. He continued his questioning, “ Where was 
Guru Maharaj born?” “In Kumarapukur”, 1 
answered. I was successful in qualifying for 
‘deeksha’. The Swamiji expressed his 
satisfaction but he asked one last question, 
“Have you obtained your mother’s 
permission?” I said, “My mother has three other 
elder sons and she would not object, Swamiji.” 
But he repeated the question 2 or 3 times and 
I too repeated my answer. Evidently he got 
irritated and asked me in his raised voice 
“answer to the point.” It made me a bit 
apprehensive and I said, “No, I have not taken 
permission from my mother”. I felt depressed 
fearing that I would not be selected for 
‘deeksha’. 

The next day I was waiting for my turn at 
the venue of ‘deeksha’ experiencing the thrill 
of entering an entirely new world. But at the 
same time doubt also was lurking behind my 
thrill because of Swamiji’s last question. When 
my turn came Swamiji smiled and said, “Khom 
(Come) Khom”. He handed over to me a letter 
and asked me to read. It was a telegram from 
my brother Sri Shankara Murthy and the text 
was. “If you fail to return home immediately 
mother will commit suicide - Chinna” (my 
brother’s pet name). I was at a loss to know 
how my brother got scent of my taking 
‘deeksha’. There was no other way for me but 
to return. Great disappointment was showing 
on my face. Swamiji said in a sympathetic tone, 
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“Can you tell me how many family men are in 
Madras who are there as dedicated devotees 
to Guru Maharaj?” I told the names of twelve 
such devotees. Then he said, “Do you know 
how many lakhs of such devotees are there all 
over the world? You must honour your 
mother’s wish. Go back to your house. You 
need not necessarily become a Sanyasin to 
serve the math or the common people. You can 
serve even if you become a familyman.” Thus 
the Swamiji spoke to me persuasively and sent 
me back with his blessings. I gave word to my 
mother that I would not even think of becoming 
a Sanyasin (Monk) in future. 

Girish Chandra Ghosh 

Here I remember Sri Girish Chandra Ghosh 
who was both a family man and a great devotee 
of Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa. He used to 
act in dramas and that too in the role of God 
Ishwara he had excelled. But he was a 
drunkard behind the curtain. Sri Ramakrishna 
Paramahamsa would enter the state of 
‘Samadhi’ (Trance) seeing Girish Chandra 
enacting the role of God Ishwara. He was such 
a consummate actor. Once it so happened that 
Sri Paramahamsa suddenly went behind the 
curtain calling out Girish Chandra soon after 
the drama came to an end. Girish Chandra sat 
there drinking but no sooner did he see Sri 
Paramahamsa standing before him than he fell 
at his feet and began crying. He wailed saying, 
“I am a sinner. Why did you take the trouble of 
coming here to see me? How can I face you in 
this wretched state of mine?” Sri Paramahamsa 
put his hand on Girish Chandra’s head and 


caressed it. It was a magical touch and Girish 
Chandra was released forever from the 
bondage of drinking and became a frontline 
devotee of Sri Paramahamsa. This is not a 
concocted story but a real one. These things 
happen in real life and people take it as though 
it is a miracle. 

With Bapooji 

It was during 1944 that my life took an 
altogether a different and significant turn. I was 
then 16 years old. Gandhiji was scheduled to 
visit Madras and I was very eagerly awaiting 
the occasion. I had long been cherishing the 
desire to see Gandhiji ever since I had read in 
my younger days Gandhiji’s autobiography 
‘Sathya Shodhane’ (Search for truth) written 
in Kannada by former chief justice Nittoor 
Srinivasa Rao and his wife Smt. Padmamma. 
The book was a translation of Gandhiji’s ‘My 
experiment with truth.’ I was telling all my 
friends so many stories about Gandhiji from 
that book. In doing so I had been greatly 
influenced by Gandhiji’s life. I had also read 
to my friends a magnificent letter written by 
Gandhiji to Adolf Hitler during the days of the 
Second World War. All these had generated in 
me an acute desire to see Gandhiji at least once 
in my life. But I had only a faint hope of having 
at least a glimpse of that Himalayan man. 
Somehow the opportunity seemed to knock at 
the door of my ambition when I read the 
‘wanted column’, in the news paper Hindu 
which stated, ‘Volunteers are required to render 
their services during Mahatma Gandhiji’s visit 
to Madras.’ I applied for it and attended the 
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interview at Mambalam. A long queue of 
almost three miles up to Roypettah was there. 
I had gone there very early in the morning and 
it was 9 o’ clock when my turn came. I was 
simply disqualified and sent out because I did 
not know Hindi. I sat in a corner and wept out 
of utter disappointment. But my ambition to 
work as a volunteer and see Gandhiji persisted. 
As a last resort I went in and asked “Will you 
kindly allow me to work if I come to you after 
having learnt Hindi within 15 days?” They 
showed me the exit door. Still I did not lose 
heart. I decided to learn Hindi and try my luck 
once again. 

The next day I took Rs. 5 and a coconut 
from my sister-in-law and went to Smt. 
Sharadamma, a Hindi teacher who lived in a 
nearby house. I kept the money and the 
coconut at her feet, paid my obeisance and 
requested her to teach me and train me in 
conversational Hindi within a week. She smiled 
and gave Dakshina Bharath Hindi Prachar 
Sabha’s five books of preliminary lessons in 
Hindi. She taught me so well as to be able to 
mug up almost all the lessons in the books 
thereby gaining full confidence in my capacity 
to speak in simple Hindi before my interviewer. 

It was Sri Sathyanarayana who had sent me 
out on that day. He had long been working as 
the Chief Secretary of Dakshina Bharath Hindi 
Prachar Sabha and a very influential man. I 
appeared before him and spoke to him as well 
as answered his questions in Hindi. He was 
satisfied and gladly asked me to be one of the 
team of four volunteers who would render their 


services very cautiously and reverentially in 
Gandhiji’s room itself. A volunteer’s badge with 
Gandhiji’s face imprinted on it was given to me. 
My joy knew no bounds. I was thrilled at this 
opportunity of seeing Gandhiji from very close 
quarters. With all gratitude I thanked Sri 
Sathyanarayana for having provided me the 
chance of serving Gandhiji whom the whole of 
India loved and worshipped. 

We, the volunteers had all assembled on the 
previous day itself. We were given strict 
instructions regarding our duties. There were 
more of northerners and so we had to converse 
in Hindi itself. I managed it without any 
difficulty. The next day I saw all the front-line 
leaders - Jawaharlal Nehru, Sardar Patel, 
Acharya Kriplani, Rajaji, Abdul Kalam Azad and 
so many others in the camp. I was regularly 
going through the columns of the ‘Hindu’ and 
would know in advance who were all coming 
to meet Gandhiji and how were they faring in 
the freedom struggle. I was experiencing 
inexplicable ecstasy on seeing so many patriots 
all in the span of a few days. 

If 1 remember right, Gandhiji stayed in 
Madras for 35 days. I had to get up before 
4 A.M. get ready to accompany Gandhiji in his 
early morning walk. For us it was not actually 
walking but running with Gandhiji who walked 
with a very brisk pace. All through the way 
innumerable people were trying to have a few 
words with him or touch his feet in reverence. 
Gandhiji would not disappoint any one. It was 
only to be seen to be believed the magnitude 
of the people’s love and reverence for Gandhiji. 
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It was verily an unimaginable sight the imprint 
of which on my mind can never get erased till 
my last breath. 

No one seemed to have noticed the fast 
moving days till Gandhiji was there in the 
camp. One day the camp drew to the end and 
the volunteers were given a Charaka and a 
Certificate. Unfortunately I lost the certificate 
in Madras itself but had gained the knowledge 
of the principles underlying the Gandhian way 
of life which became the guiding spirit of my 
life ever since. Even now I count those days of 
serving Gandhiji as very sacred and worthy of 
recording in golden letters. 

In Kamaraj Nadar’s camp 

When I was once working as a volunteer in 
Sri Kamaraja Nadar’s camp I happened to wash 
his clothes, all of pure khadi. 1 noticed that a 
piece of cloth he used as innerwear was torn at 
2 or 3 places. I went to him and spoke 
hesitatingly, “Sir, this is torn. Will you discard 
this and use a new piece?” He laughed and 
patting my back affectionately said, “Doesn’t 
matter, Krishnamurti. Innumerable destitute 
people are there in our country who do not have 
even this much. At least I have something to 
wear, don’t worry.” He was a true follower of 
Gandhiji in both word and deed. 

No further education 

I passed my S.S.L.C examination in 1947. 
I had scored 85 marks in Kannada and wished 
to join a college and my teacher Sri Mariyappa 
Bhat encouraged me. I was required to pay a 
fee of Rs. 60 at the admission time but somehow 


my brother did not evince any interest in the 
continuity of my education, instead he asked 
me to assist him in his business affairs. He 
was running a canteen in those days and put 
me in charge of it. I had to toil for eight hours a 
day though my heart was not in it. This duty 
deprived me of my daily visit to Ramakrishna 
Ashram. As I was habituated to do my duty 
with dedication I continued to work in the 
canteen though with a disappointed heart. 

With Gemini Ganeshan 

I must have been 18 or 19 years old then. 
Because of my interest in dramas and aptitude 
for acting, I acted in some Tamil dramas and 
gained good experience in that field. I was then 
a member of ‘Suguna Vilas Club’ where I used 
to play tennis. Famous hero of Tamil films 
Sri Gemini Ganeshan was also a member of 
that club and I had made acquaintance with 
him. He knew my interest in acting. Shooting 
of one of his films was in progress in Gemini 
Studio at the time and he asked me to meet 
him in the Studio so that he could recommend 
me for a role in the cinema. The next day I 
went to the Studio and waited for him in vain. 
But as he had given instructions to the 
concerned studio people they took me inside 
the makeup room and made me to put on the 
makeup of Devendra saying that I had just to 
appear for shooting in that role without any 
dialogues. Though I sat there with my makeup 
on for hours I was not at all called for shooting. 
The same thing repeated the next day also and 
I was told that Gemini Ganeshan was very busy 
with shooting. I could not meet him. The next 
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day I told Sri Ganeshan that I would not come 
to the studio anymore. But he compelled me 
to go over to the studio and said that he would 
join me there. Of course, he kept his word this 
time and took me into the makeup room. But 
by that time I was fed up with all this and told 
him, “Sir, please don’t mistake me. Permit me 
to go home. Somehow I feel that this does not 
suit my temperament.” He too did not compel 
me to continue my efforts to act in the cinema. 
He smiled and bid me goodbye. There ended 
my hope of entering the film world. 

But I had not been able to shake off my 
drama craze. A Shakespearean Drama Troupe 
had arrived from London. I was a permanent 
spectator for all their dramas. They made a 
lasting impression on me. Even in London I 
saw the dramas enacted at the Shakespearean 
Theatre paying for the reservation of seat in 
advance. What a superb enactment! They 
would bring back to life the 500-year-old 
Shakespearean era before the spectators. 

A shocking news 

An R.S.S (Rashtriya Swayam Sevaka 
Sangh) volunteer to the core, Sri Ranganatha 
Sharma used to visit our canteen almost every 
day. He had made it his objective to decry 
Gandhiji irrespective of the subject of his talk. 
Though he knew that I was a staunch devotee 
of Gandhiji invariably he used to irritate me 
and a strong altercation would follow. One 
evening he shouted at me in Tamil (language) 
“Hey! Some one has shot dead your Gandhi.” 
I could not believe it and I felt as though the 
blood was rushing to my head causing dizziness. 


With my voice charged with wounded feeling I 
too shouted at him, “Hey, what are you 
blurting? Don’t ever dare to utter such a ghastly 
lie once again” and in a fit of anger 1 slapped 
his cheek with all my strength. Ranganatha fell 
down at the impact. He was taken aback for 
sometime but slowly recovering he told me, “I 
am not uttering a lie, Krishna Murthy. It is true 
that Gandhiji is shot dead by someone.” To me 
the news was a bolt from the blue. I was mortally 
shocked and I could not stand there anymore. 
I took the bicycle of a customer and rode to the 
office of ‘The Hindu’ within five minutes. 
Gasping for breath I saw to my utter 
bewilderment a large poster on which was 
printed ‘Gandhiji shot dead’. I could not bear 
the sorrowful news. I began sobbing loudly and 
with my legs trembling I collapsed. India 
declared independence on 15th August 1947 
and Mahatma Gandhiji was shot dead on 30th 
Jan. 1948. 

The next evening when Ranganatha came 
to the canteen 1 begged his excuse having 
repented for what I did to him. He pacified me 
saying, “I have understood your hurt feelings. I 
know how you revere Gandhiji, you must also 
excuse me. I should not have revealed the sad 
news the way I did.” 

Communal violence 

It was March and I was returning to Madras 
by train after having visited Mathoor. While 
hoving my breakfast I made acquaintance with 
an Iyengar family seated opposite to me. They 
were Doreswamy and Kumuda, brother and 
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sister and Sri Varadarajan, maternal uncle of 
these two. They too were going to Madras to 
look for a bride to Doreswamy. We had our 
meals at Katpadi and were relaxing. All of a 
sudden a man with a dagger entered and began 
stabbing the Hindus one by one. Blood flowed 
on the floor of the bogie. This unforeseen 
murderous attack had benumbed all the 
passengers. Only those stabbed were crying out 
loudly. I was also shouting and appealing to 
stop this carnage. None could even think of 
pulling the emergency chain to stop the train. 
By the time the murderer approached us 
Doreswamy was trying to pull the chain but he 
was grievously stabbed in his stomach and in 
the scuffle one of Kumuda’s fingers was cut off. 
Varadarajan was also stabbed, but I wondered 
why I was spared. Inquiry of the ghastly incident 
was conducted in Vellore. I too attended it. 
When the inquiry commission pointed towards 
me and asked the murderer “Why did you not 
stab him?” He said, “Taking him to be a 
Muslim I spared his life”. On that day I had 
worn a jubba and a pyjama (collarless full 
armed, loose fitting upper garment and 
pantaloon). Muslims also wear them. Evidently 
the murderer was a Muslim and because of my 
dress he mistook me also to be a Muslim. Those 
were the days of dangerous strife between 
Hindus and Muslims in the country. How I 
wished he had better stab me also along with 
the other Hindus. 1 felt as though I was a 
wretched soldier returning from the battlefield 
without achieving anything. Later I donated my 
blood to both Varadarajan and Doreswamy in 


the hospital. Unfortunately Doreswamy 
succmbed. Varadarajan recovered. 

Job hunting 

After passing the SSLC examination in 
1947 and being unable to join the college I was 
struggling to find a way to stand on my own 
legs. I applied for a post advertised in ‘The 
Hindu’. A student of Fiji Ramakrishna Ashram 
had also applied for the same job. The employer 
asked me to get a typewriter for the use of his 
office just for two days. One of my friends 
spared me the one he was using in his office to 
help me getting employed. The concerned 
employer had opened his office in Connemara 
Hotel and asked the applicants to pay a deposit 
of Rs. 500 in advance. My sister- in-law pawned 
her two gold bangles and gave me Rs. 500. 
Both my Fiji Friend and myself paid the deposit 
and were assured of the appointment. The 
employer talked to me very nicely and said, 
“You seem to be an intelligent chap. We have 
planned to open a branch office in Bangalore. 
Both of you go to Bangalore, find a suitable 
place for our office and report to us soon after 
you return.” I felt very happy at the prospect of 
living with my brother Sri Shankara Murthy 
and sister-in-law if 1 were to be posted at 
Bangalore. 

Both of us arrived in Bangalore. My brother 
expressed his misgivings about the whole set 
up of our appointment. But we protested saying 
that every thing was in order. Both of us roamed 
about the whole of the surrounding area of 
Kempegowda Road and found a place suitable 
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for the office. My mother was also in Bangalore 
at that time and shared our happiness. She had 
high hopes of me coming to Bangalore as the 
Manager of that office and earn a salary of Rs. 
one thousand per month. We left for Madras 
the same night and went to Cannemara Hotel 
in the morning. There was already a queue of 
more than 100 applicants. The concerned 
employer had closed down the office with no 
trace left defrauding all of us by embezzling the 
whole of our deposit amount. I had lost my 
friend’s typewriter also costing Rs. 600 along 
with the deposit money. All my hopes were 
shattered and I was heartbroken. All of us in 
the house shed tears over the loss of so much 
of money and of high hopes. 

‘Kalki’ editor 

Sri Kalki Krishna Murthy was both a noted 
journalist and a famous novelist in Tamil 
language. The weekly ‘Kalki’ that he edited 
and published became so popular that the 
readers suffixed ‘Kalki’ to his name and his 
popularity as Kalki Krishna Murthy spread far 
and wide. He was a great orator too. He was 
a cent percent Gandhian and all his writings 
would be centering round Gandhiji. He wrote 
Gandhiji’s biography also in Tamil. 1 loved to 
read all his writings and had developed great 
admiration for him. He had begun publishing 
a serial of his new novel Alai Oshai’ in his 
weekly. The story of this novel centred round 
our freedom struggle. It was both authentic and 
very interesting. Every week I would bring the 
weekly Kalki and my sister-in-law would read it 
for me because I was an illiterate in Tamil. 


Sometimes she would be so busy with her 
routine that she could not spare any time to 
read the story for me. When my interest and 
curiosity were mounting with each serial my 
dependence on my sister-in-law proved to be 
disappointing for me and at the same time I 
too did not want to trouble her. I decided to 
learn Tamil and within two days I repeatedly 
practised writing its alphabets (just 32) a 
number of times. As I was conversant with 
speaking Tamil my problem was only in reading 
it. So within a few days I began reading the 
serials on my own and consequently a deep 
feeling of translating the serials into Kannada 
originated in me. I translated two chapters of 
Alai Oshai’ and was awaiting a chance of 
meeting the author Sri Kalki. 

One Saturday evening Sri Kalki delivered a 
brilliant lecture on Gandhiji at some society. I 
was simply overwhelmed and his magical words 
had cast a spell on me. I met him there and 
paid my obeisance. I highlighted two incidents 
in his speech, which I heard from him for the 
first time. He was greatly pleased and patted 
me on my back. I took this opportunity to 
request him for an appointment. He granted 
my request and asked me to meet him in his 
office at 10 A.M. the next morning. His 
simplicity and nobility left a lasting impression 
on me. 

The next morning I went to meet him exactly 
at 10° clock and touched his feet in obeisance. 
He blessed me saying ‘deerghayushman bhava’ 
(Live Long). On learning that I was from 
Karnataka he recalled the names of some of its 
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venerable sons Gangadhara Rao Deshpande, 
Hanumantha Rao, D.V.Gundappa and R.R. 
Diwakar. Then I told him why I liked his novel 
and asked, “Sir, would you permit me to 
translate it into Kannada?” He simply stared 
at me in surprise for a few moments as though 
he doubted my experience in that field. 
Somehow I sensed his doubt and said, “Sir, I 
have translated the first two chapters. Shall I 
read it to you?” “Yes, Yes, go on,” he 
encouraged me. He gave me his patient 
hearing and blessed me saying, “well, wish you 
all the best. Translate it and get it published.” I 
took leave of him with utmost joy. Sri Kalki 
Krishna Murthy expired in 1954. Neither could 
I complete the work of translating nor find a 
publisher before his death. But the complete 
translation of ‘Alai Oshai’ was later published 
in 1957 bearing the Kannada name 
‘Aleyosage’. 

Marriage proposal 

In 1950 I was still on the look out for a job 
even while working in my brother’s canteen. 
Meanwhile my sister-in-law initiated a plan of 
getting her sister married to me so that I could 
continue to support my brother in his business. 
Added to it the girl was a bit below average 
and it would be hard for them to find a match 
for her. Of course I was assisting the girl in her 
household duties. She might have heard about 
this proposal and so she made bold to ask me, 
“Krishna, will you marry me?” I feared that 
they would make a scapegoat of me if I 
continued to stay there. When I was already 
disappointed and disgusted this proposal drove 


me to the brink of desperation. Consequently 
the very next night I left Madras and arrived in 
Mathoor to be with my mother. 

Sugarcane leads to marriage 

I can never forget that queer incident that 
happened after my second elder brother 
Annaiah returned from Tanjavoor after having 
completed his study of Yajurveda. One day he 
was returning from the fields rending a piece of 
sugarcane held in his hand. An elderly person 
of our village who owned a nearby sugarcane 
field saw my brother and accused him of 
pilfering the sugarcane from his loaded cart. 
Shocked by this false charge my brother, natural 
to his age, retorted rather roughly, ‘no, I have 
not stolen your sugarcane and I don’t lie even 
if you cut my tongue. I swear that I have not 
taken this sugarcane from your cart or field.’ 
But that elderly person arrived before our 
thatched house and shouted, ‘what a shame! 
You have given birth to such a son.’ My father 
came out and asked him, ‘what is the matter? 
whom are you accusing? whose son?’ The 
elderly man complained about my brother and 
went home. In a fit of anger my father ordered 
my brother to stretch both his hands, tied them 
with some dry coconut leaves and set fire to it. 
Stunned by this heartless sight of her son’s 
hands being burnt my mother gave a piteous 
cry to our neighbour Sri Suryanarayana 
Avadhani. Dashing out of his house Sri 
Avadhani (who was giving advanced lessons 
in Veda to my brother) exclaimed, ‘What have 
you done? What is this atrocity?’ My father also 
cried out, ‘why should there be such stealing 



246 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


hands?’ Of couse, the fire was put out but the 
damage had been done. My brother’s hands 
carried the scars till the end of his life. The 
elderly person came to the scene of punishment 
and passed his remark in his own unconcerned 
manner, ‘I just told that your son might have 
taken the sugarcane without my permission. 
For just that should you punish him so severely?” 

The most surprising matter was the same 
elderly person, though we were poor but he 
considerably very well to do, gave his daughter 
in marriage to my brother Annaiah within a year 
or two after this incident. Don’t you think that 
this is a fair example which justifies, ‘Man 
proposes but God disposes’ 

Once again in Mathoor 

My brother Annaiah who had learnt 
Yajurveda in Tanjavur had settled in Mathoor 
with his family. My third elder brother Shankara 
Murthy, (whom we used to call affectionately 
‘chinna’) who had become a musician under 
the strict guidance of the great master Chembai 
Vydyanatha Bhagavathar had settled in 
Bangalore with his wife Smt. Seethalakshmi. I 
did not while away my time in Mathoor. I learnt 
some important Vedic hymns and got myself 
trained in conducting Tonsure, Upanayanam, 
marriage and other religious rituals and 
ceremonies. In Mathoor almost all the brahmins 
are trained in this field. Even people of other 
castes are taught to converse in simple Sanskrit. 
No wonder in Mathoor being called a ‘Samskrita 
Grama’ (sanskrit village) nowadays. All the 
families in the village except ours owned more 
or less a few acres of areca garden. We were 


struggling for our subsistence without having any 
means even for the bare minimum of two meals 
a day. My mother sent me to Bangalore to be 
with my brother Shankara Murthy and to look 
out for a way of earning my livelihood. 

With Chinna in Bangalore 

Chinna was earning a meagre sum through 
his music tuitions. He was very humble, nice, 
understanding and by nature endowed with 
great patience. Though he was elder to me 
just by 6 years he looked after me with paternal 
concern. My sister-in-law Smt. Seethalakshmi 
matched his exquisite personal traits with her 
love and affection. When they got married he 
was 21 years and she just 12. On the day of 
their marriage she was almost unconscious, 
running a temperature of 103° C. I remember 
well how much I feared about her survival on 
that day. Fortunately she recovered. 

Chinna loved reading books. Though his 
earning was barely sufficient to make both ends 
meet he would manage to buy books of his 
choice and read them to me. It was he who 
created in me an undying love for literature and 
especially for our ancient scriptures and great 
epics. He was very liberal in spending 
whatever he earned and would not keep 
accounts. Even after I began earning more 
than what he did he would neither ask me for 
money nor tried to know how much I earned. 
My mother also came to live with us in 
Bangalore. Both Chinna and sister-in-law 
loved and respected my mother so much that 
she preferred to live with them all her life. They 
were my ideal elders in all aspects of my life. 
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When I was in Mathoor I suffered from 
jaundice but recovered with the help of 
ayurvedic medicine. Within a few months after 
coming to Bangalore I fell severely ill due to 
typhoid. Dr.Dayalu of Dayalu Nursing Home 
in Gandhi Nagar was treating me with utmost 
care. Then, typhoid meant fever for 21 days. 
In my case though the fever seemed to subside 
it relapsed and the fever went up. Our doctor 
finally said that there would be no hope of 
recovery unless ‘Chloromycetin’ was obtained 
from Bombay and administered at the earliest. 
It was already 48 days after I was bedridden. 
Physically I was very weak and much 
emaciated. My brother was deeply disturbed 
seeing no chances of my recovery. But when 
the doctor said that only Chloromycetin could 
save me from typhoid fever, Chinna went round 
on his bicycle to all his tuition houses, collected 
his tuition fees in advance and sent it to Bombay 
by Telegram Money Order (T.M.O). In about 
48 hours the injection tubes were in the hands 
of the doctor. After the injections were given I 
gradually recovered. I am ever grateful and 
obliged to Chinna and sister-in-law for their 
deep concern in nursing me back to normal 
life. I can never compensate their sacrifice in 
the whole of my life. It was a rebirth for me. 
But my liver was a bit affected at that time and 
it has restricted the choice of my food even to 
this day. 

Once again I began hunting for a job. Very 
rarely did we have two meals a day. Those 
were the days of acute poverty for the family. 
Wherever I went seeking for a job ‘No Vacancy’ 


boards would make my eyes sore. The Post¬ 
independent era had just begun in our land and 
it was very difficult to get a job. 

As a Bus Conductor 

One day while roaming the streets of 
Bangalore in search of a job I accidentally saw 
a name plate bearing the name, ‘Madhava Rao, 
B.A., B.L.’ Immediately it struck me that I was 
constantly seeing this board in Shimoga. Yes, 
for three years Sri Madhava Rao had fed me 
on ‘one day in a week’ basis during my Middle 
School days. He was then a leading congress 
man and an advocate. It was really a great 
surprise for me. Still I hoped that he should be 
the same Madhava Rao of Shimoga and a 
distant glimmering hope of getting a job sprung 
up inside me. It was around 10.30 A.M. The 
door opened and it was the same Sri Madhava 
Rao who came out, sat in his car and went 
away. In my three years of regular attendance 
to his house at Shimoga I had never seen him 
speaking with patience. But I had to test my 
luck. I went to the door and sounded the calling 
bell. The door opened and Smt. Rathnamma 
came out. It was already six years after we saw 
each other but she immediately recognised me 
and took me inside the house. I touched her 
feet in obeisance. She took me in her arms 
and wept. She asked me a series of questions, 
“Krishna, how is it you are here? Where were 
you all these years? What are you doing now? 
How is your mother? What about your 
education?” After I answered all her questions 
she said, “Krishna, I would remember you 
whenever I cooked potato curry that you were 
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so fond of.” Such was Smt. Rathnamma’s 
motherly love for me. 

I had to tell her that a job was my immediate 
concern and so I asked her, “Rathnamma, 
what is Sri Madhava Rao doing now?” She 
said, “He is the General Manager of Road 
Transport Corporation.” I requested her, 
“Rathnamma, kindly persuade him to offer me 
a job.” She felt very sorry to say that Sri 
Madhava Rao would not oblige any one in this 
respect and it was better for me to look for a 
job elsewhere. With a bit of obstinacy I told 
her, “Rathnamma, I will certainly go and see 
him. Let me see what happens. Bless me and 
wish me success. That’s enough,” and left. I 
had no money to pay for the bus and so walked 
a distance of almost three miles under the 
blazing sun to the transport office. I was 
allowed to meet him after I sent in a brief 
introductory note. Entering his office I directly 
fell at his feet and requested him saying, “Sir, 
you know that we are poor. 1 am in great 
difficulty without a job. Please get me a job.” 
He strictly denied my request. But I persisted 
in my appeal saying, “Sir, 1 am ready to do 
any job you assign to me, even if it be sweeping 
or cleaning or going on errands...” Somehow 
he took pity on me and calling his secretary he 
asked, “you see, he is our boy from Mathoor. 
See if there is a job for him.” The secretary 
said, “Sir, there is no other job except that of a 
conductor.” In a hurry to grab the chance I 
implored him, “Sir, please allow me to work in 
that job. I will be so happy and obliged to you.” 
That I was a Brahmin who had passed the 


SSLC Examination had perhaps made him 
doubtful of my working as a conductor. He 
expressed it saying, “Krishna, can you really 
do that work?” 1 took courage seeing his 
much-softened voice and said, “Sir, I was in 
Wardha Ashram for a year doing all kinds of 
jobs and I have served Gandhiji also as a 
volunteer staying very near to him. I have 
served in the Ramakrishna Ashram also doing 
all kinds of duties. I know the dignity of labour 
and hope to do justice to whatever job I am 
assigned.” Being far from getting convinced 
he asked his secretary’s opinion whether 1 
would do the work of a conductor. Without 
allowing the secretary to speak I implored him 
once again, “Sir, don’t say no. I can do that 
work. There is so much of difficulty in my 
house. Please appoint me as a conductor. I 
don’t feel it disgraceful. I will do it with all my 
heart and soul.” Only then he asked me to 
wait for some time outside the office. Within 
half an hour he called me into his room, gave 
me the appointment order and said, “Let me 
see your performance for one or two months. 
Perhaps you will quit the job and go home.” I 
answered him that I would do my duty without 
any hesitation. Holding the appointment order 
I felt as though I was flying in the air and floating 
in the sky. I went running to my house and 
told my mother. I had to explain to her what 
my job meant. Any way she felt very happy 
knowing that I would get a monthly salary of 
Rs.35 and a pair of Khaki uniform to wear while 
on duty. In those days it was not considered a 
respectable job and so Chinna reacted to my 
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appointment rather coldly when I told him, 
“Chinna (nickname) I am appointed as a 
conductor to work in city buses.” He even 
said, “Then, you can go and live elsewhere,” 
as though it was shameful on my part to work 
in that post. Sometime later he reconciled and 
said, “whatever be the work one must do it 
promptly with dedication.” 

I joined duty on the first of the month and 
was posted to Basavanagudi - Shivaji Nagar 
route. I was given conductor’s training for two 
days. While I was on duty the Traffic Inspectors 
were demanding bribe now and then but very 
strictly I used to refuse. Greatly influenced by 
Gandhiji’s life I too had pledged to live a life of 
truthfulness and honesty. I did not yield to their 
demands and they too were apprehensive of 
my principles. I worked for three months and 
drew my salary. 

Promoted as a Traffic Inspector, but. 

One Monday I was asked to meet the 
General Manager immediately. I had not met 
him ever since I joined duty. But I had gone to 
his house to inform Smt. Rathnamma of my 
appointment and solicit her blessings. I went 
to meet Sri Madhava Rao after he entered his 
office at 11 A.M. He bid me to sit down and 
pushing a file towards me he asked me to go 
through it. It was a complaint by the concerned 
Traffic Inspector of my route wherein a number 
of entries of the late arrival and departure of 
my bus were shown. The G.M asked very 
calmly, “Why is your bus running so late?” I 
replied, “Sir, I work very promptly. I may have 
taken 3 or 4 minutes more to issue the tickets 


and to allow women and children as well as 
old people to board the bus or to alight carefully. 
Have I done anything wrong, Sir?” Then he 
asked me to go through another page of the 
file. There were some more complaints written 
against me. I made bold to say, “Sir, please 
forget all these complaints. I am working very 
sincerely. Don’t bother about them.” The 
G.M.Sri Madhava Rao did not get upset or 
angry over my candid reply. He called his 
secretary and asked him to listen to what I would 
say about the complaint. I repeated my 
statement and lodged my oral complaint against 
the Traffic Inspectors who were demanding 
bribe money. I further said, “Sir, how can I 
pay out of the ticket money? Should not our 
Government get its due share of profit and 
survive? Is it not an offence to pay or take 
bribe?” Our G.M turned towards his secretary 
and said, “Srinivasa Murthy, did you listen to 
him?” He said, “Yes, Sir, it is always like this 
with the educated people.” Our G.M. took it 
all very calmly and placed before me another 
file with a letter of my promotion. It said, “ You 
are hereby promoted from today itself as the 
Traffic Inspector having jurisdiction over these 
areas.... Your salary will be Rs.75 per month.” 
I was tongue-tied and it took some time for me 
to realise that I was not dreaming. I didn’t know 
how to express my feelings. I could just mutter, 
“Sir, what is this!” Our G.M. brushed me aside 
saying, “Go and do this job. I knew that you 
would not fit yourself into the role of a 
conductor.” In an emotional outbreak I fell at 
his feet and cried aloud. He said, “It’s enough 
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Krishna. From the day one I did not want you 
to work as a conductor. I knew that something 
like this complaint would come up one day.” 
In a fit of ecstacy I applied for leave and directly 
went to our G.M.’s house. I bowed to Smt. 
Rathnamma and said, “From tomorrow I will 
be a Traffic Inspector. Bless me.” It was far 
beyond her expectation. She said, “Krishna, is 
it really true? What a lucky boy you are! May 
God bless you. Do prosper in your job.” I 
gulped down the coffee she gave and went to 
my house in great jubilation. 

Clerk in Raja Mill 

I could not say then whether it was my good 
luck or bad luck to have come under pressure 
to give up my job of Traffic Inspector and enter 
the office of Raja Mill as a clerk. On the very 
day of my promotion when I went home in the 
evening Sri Seetharama Iyer was there talking 
to my brother. He abruptly said, “Krishna, give 
up your job and come to the Raja Mill from 
tomorrow itself. I will get you a clerical job 
there.” Though I felt very happy I said, “Sir, 
your assurance is worthy of consideration. But 
what can I say to Sri Madhava Rao who has 
so generously promoted me as Traffic 
Inspector? I can’t face him.” Sri Seetharama 
Iyer allayed my fear saying, “You need not 
worry, Krishna. These transport jobs are not 
for us. I will convince Sri Madhava Rao.” 
Chinna too was of the same opinion. 

Both Sri Seetharama Iyer and myself met 
Sri Madhava Rao in his house. Sri Iyer gave 
his own version of the matter saying, “Sir, you 
have been very kind and considerate to our 


Krishna. You have even promoted him as 
inspector. Still I don’t think it proper for him to 
work in that post. Later no one would come 
forward to give his daughter in marriage to 
Krishna because of this job. From tomorrow 
itself I will arrange for him the job of a clerk in 
Raja Mills. What is your opinion?” As Sri 
Madhava Rao’s line of thinking was also the 
same he felt happy and said, “Very good. I too 
did not feel happy either while appointing him 
or promoting him. I am quite confident that 
Krishna would manage to live an honourable 
life irrespective of the place or position in which 
he works. I wish him all the best.” I took his 
blessings and left. 

I began my clerical work in the Labour Office 
of the Mill. A Christian by name Andrade was 
my boss. I had to fill up all the required details 
in the cards of 5500 labourers every month. 
Complaints if any against any labourer had to 
be written in red ink. I was constrained to work 
extra hours to update all the cards because of 
the arrears of work left by the previous clerks. 
Very conscientiously I did my work and learnt 
all the concomitant jobs. I had a bicycle and it 
was my pride possession in those days. My 
brother’s house was in Srirampura and I took 
pride in reaching my office within 10 minutes. 
By this time I had begun writing articles and 
stories to newspapers. I wrote 3 or 4 novels 
utilising my leisure time in the office without 
prejudice to my clerical duty. Aleyosage’, a 
translation of Tamil novel Alai Oshai’ was 
published in the popular weekly Prajamata in 
a serial order and won readers’ appreciation. 
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Marriage 

One day my mother asked me to go to 
Mathoor and bring some 10 kgs of paddy from 
my maternal uncle who lived there. The next 
Sunday I went to Mathoor. While returning with 
the paddy I saw a girl of about 13 or 14 years 
near Tunga River walking in my direction. 
Normally in our villages we can easily recognise 
children and their parents. But it was already 
more than four years after I had left Mathoor. 
Both of us looked at each other as though we 
were strangers. When I reached the mango 
grove on the banks of the river there came Smt. 
Seethangane, mother of my classmate Krishna 
and wife of Late Venkatesha Shastry of 
Hosahalli. Both my father and Venkatesha 
Shastry were bosom friends. During Ganesha 
Chaturthi festival they would keep coconuts on 
the floor and break them with their bare hands. 
They were so strong and well - built. Both of 
them died within a span of two years. Smt. 
Seethangane inquired about my whereabouts. 
After a few minutes she asked me, “Haven’t 
you thought about marrying as yet?” I said, 
“How can I think of marriage when we don’t 
have the means to make both ends meet?” and 
laughed. But she persisted saying, “Why don’t 
you marry my daughter? I will be relieved of 
the great burden if I can get her married before 
she matures. We are also very poor. Think over 
it, Krishna.” Out of curiosity I asked, “Who is 
your daughter?” She said, “The girl you saw 
just now is my only daughter. I could not afford 
to give her enough education. Please tell me 
whether you like to marry her or not.” I was 


confused with shyness overtaking me. I said, 
“Seethamchikku, it is our Annaiah who has to 
decide about my marriage.” She continued, 
“Then I will go to Mathoor and put my proposal 
before him. I hope you have no objection.” I 
just bowed to her and took leave of her. She 
blessed me saying, “May you live long” and 
joined her daughter who was waiting near the 
river. I returned to Bangalore the same day. 

The very next Tuesday I received a telegram 
from my brother in Mathoor. The message was, 
“Krishna, your marriage is arranged on the next 
Wednesday, Feb 23rd. All of you come here on 
the 20th itself.” I married Rajalakshmi on Feb 
23,1952. Accompanied by my wife I boarded 
the train to Bangalore along with others. It was 
the first train journey in her life, but all of a 
sudden Rajalakshmi began laughing. I 
wondered why? As 1 had not yet begun to talk 
to her, I asked my mother-in-law the reason for 
her laughing. She too didn’t know but asked 
her daughter. It was only then that she pointed 
towards a man on the opposite bench. His 
head drooped as he was asleep. ‘Why do 
people sleep even in trains instead of enjoying 
the journey?’ was her innocent question. 
Almost all the village lasses were marked by 
their innocence in those days, as they had no 
chance of going out of their villages and see 
the outside world. Only after getting married 
they would get a chance of going to other places 
along with their spouses. Even after two 
months my wife had not shed her shyness and 
all her replies to me were monosyllabic. But as 
days went by she adjusted herself very amicably 
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to the routine of the house and became a loving 
daughter-in-law to my mother and an 
affectionate sister to my sister-in-law, and a 
dear wife to me. 

Translation of Tamil Novels 

One day when I was absorbed in my 
translation work in my office unexpectedly my 
boss Mr. Andrade came and observed what I 
was doing. He was a bit irritated thinking that 
I was misusing the office hours for my own 
interest, and questioned me about it. But I told 
him that I had already finished making entries 
in the labourer’s cards and showed him the 
cards. He was satisfied and left my table. 

Sometime later I was transferred to Minerva 
Mills as a Time Office Clerk on a little higher 
salary. It was my duty to get the main gates 
closed after all the labourers entered the Mill in 
time. One day two labourers came late and I 
did not allow the gates to be reopened for them. 
With a vengeance these two labourers 
assaulted me when I was returning home after 
duty hours. I was admitted to the hospital and 
I recovered within a few days. But enquiry was 
conducted and those two were dismissed. 

Once again I was transferred back to Raja 
Mill. During this second term of my duty here 
I completed the translation work of Akhilan’s 
“Deepa Dharini” (The Lamp-holder), Smt 
Kausalya Narayan’s “Dr. Akhila” and 
Anupama’s “Onde ondu maathu” (Only one 
word) ‘Deepa Dharini’ was published in 
‘Karma Veera’ weekly as a serial. My mind was 
gradually getting concentrated on writing. 


As a Journalist 

One day I came across an advertisement in 
‘Samyukta Karnataka’ daily. It said, “Wanted 
reporters for our Bangalore office.” I applied 
for the job and was called for interview. Sri R.R 
Diwakar, Sri Kaujalgi and Sri Shama Rao 
constituted the Interview Committee. I 
introduced myself and said, “Sir, I don’t have 
the academic qualifications that you have asked 
for.” They said, “ We are not particular about 
that qualification. We want writers.” I was 
appointed. I landed myself in the field I loved 
most. 

I was given a hearty send off by the Raja 
Mill workers though there was no such practice 
in the case of an ordinary employee like me. 
But it was the most cordial relationship I had 
cultivated with the workers that had earned me 
the honour of a send - off. It was a spontaneous 
show of affection on their part. 

My mentor Sri Siddavanahalli Krishna 
Sharma 

I began my work as a reporter in Bangalore 
but I needed good training in journalistic field 
to become a successful reporter. I had to put 
my best efforts and persevere in the right 
direction. So I began attending Sri 
Siddavanahalli Krishna Sharma’s Gandhi 
Sahitya Sangha (Gandhi Literary Association) 
regularly. Almost every day I would study 
Gandhi literature and discuss it with my friends 
under the able guidance of Sri Sharma who 
had talked and walked Gandhi philosophy all 
through his life. Sri Sharma was a true follower 
of Gandhiji both in word and deed. He had 
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the ability to convey his thoughts in short but 
powerful sentences using very simple language. 
Sri Sharma had scrupulously followed 
Gandhiji’s style of writing and having come 
under the irrevocable influence of both, I tried 
to follow their inimitable style. 

Poverty had deprived me of sound college 
education. At times even now I deplore the loss 
because academic qualifications have their 
own value among the educated class. I had 
gained sufficient knowledge in English language 
being a student of Christian College High 
School in Madras where teaching English 
language had been given top priority. I had not 
only read the stories of Bible but also some of 
the good books in English. Apart from that I 
was a lover of English films. There were days 
when I saw 2 or 3 English movies in one day. I 
had been fairly successful in following the 
dialogues in those films. Another phase of my 
English learning effort was my close contact 
with Ramakrishna Ashram. Every day I would 
go to the Ashram and read the Ashram 
literature in English including the philosophies 
of Sri Paramahamsa and Swami Vivekananda. 
I would not miss learned discourses in English 
by swamijis Madhavananda and 
Adidevananda. I learnt how even difficult 
concepts of philosophy could be easily 
interpreted in simple English. 

I strongly believe that it must be the virtues 
of my previous births that stationed me in the 
orbit of the great Gandhian Sri Siddavanahalli 
Krishna Sharma’s influence. He was the 
embodiment of all that is good in human 


nature. He was very simple both in his habits 
and dress, wearing Khadi only. He would walk 
barefooted as an observance of simplicity. 1 
would take my writings to him for correction 
or modification, which he did with utmost 
patience. But when he was not satisfied with 
my writing he would simply score out the entire 
text leaving only one or two sentences. I knew 
that it was to make me perfect in writing. 
Though there were many distinguished writers 
in Kannada at the time, I did not relish their 
style so much as the simple style of Sri Sharma. 
Even now I try to walk in his footsteps. I must 
mention here that it was Sri Sharma who sent 
me to Wardha Ashram during 1949-50 to get 
myself trained in Gandhian way of life. I was 
there nearly for a year and then returned to 
Bangalore. 

V. Seetharamaiah's guidance 

If it was Sri Sharma who guided me in the 
style of writing it was professor V. 
Seetharamaiah who most unexpectedly 
became my teacher and guide in the field of 
Kannada literature. I was approached to take 
up the work of translating Sri V.K.R.V. Rao’s 
book, ‘Man Power and Human Resources 
Development’ into Kannada. I could not take 
the writer's help in my work, as he was then 
the Principal of Delhi School of Economics. 
This translation work required the knowledge 
of Economics. So it was incumbent on me to 
search for an expert in the field of Economics 
and request for his guidance. It was only natural 
for me to approach Prof. V. Seetharamaiah. In 
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literary as well as reader’s circle he was well - 
known as ‘V. See’. He was a versatile genius. 
In literary field he was a poet, essayist, novelist 
and a short story writer of considerable 
reputation. By his academic qualification and 
profession he was a lecturer in Economics and 
had written books on the subject in Kannada 
language. 

I remember very well that I saw Sri V. See 
for the first time in a ‘Poets, Meet’ programme 
at the Central College in Bangalore. I was very 
happy to receive him and see that he was 
comfortably seated. From then on I frequented 
his house seeking his guidance in understanding 
some important sequences and characters of 
the Ramayana and the Mahabharatha as 
delineated by the epic poets. 

Drama 

Ever since my high school days I loved 
participating in dramas. Even in Bangalore I 
joined my friends in staging Prof. B.M. Sri’s 
‘Ashwaththaman’ for the first time at 
Sevasadan. I enacted the role of 
Ashwaththaman. We staged the same drama 
at Kannada Sahithya Parishath. Among the 
elite spectators present were Sri. V See, Sri R. 
S. Mugali and other luminaries. Sri V See had 
taken pains to train me in the effective delivery 
of soliloquies. He had already written a book 
on the drama giving all the details necessary 
for readers to understand it in a proper 
perspective. Towards the end of the drama I as 
Ashwathaman had to lie down on the stage as 
dead while Ekalavya continued his soliloquy 
for almost 20 minutes. Simply lying like a corpse 


for such a long duration was highly unbearable 
for me. The person enacting Ekalavya’s role 
was a snuff addict. While delivering his 
soliloquy he was face to face with me crying 
“O friend.” As a result of the snuff he had filled 
his nostrils with I could not withhold sneezing. 
Unmindful of my role as dead I sat up and let 
out a high sounding sneeze. The entire mass 
of audience burst into laughter. After the drama 
came to a close V. Seetharamaiah remarked 
jokingly, ‘the tragedy turned out to be a tragi¬ 
comedy by your sneezing.’ He too laughed like 
all the others. From that day onwards he 
became a venerable teacher for me and I have 
held him in high esteem as my guiding light in 
the literary field. 

I must mention here how my mother reacted 
after seeing this drama. She was very much 
depressed and almost ordered me not to enact 
the role of Ashwathama or better still I stopped 
staging this drama itself anymore. She did not 
mean that the drama was not good but she did 
not like me to enact the death sequence in that 
role. She could not bear to see me as dead in 
that role. She was very much disturbed. I tried 
to pacify her saying, “Amma, after all it is a 
drama, you need not bother about it. Why do 
you worry unnecessarily?” But she would not 
be convinced. 1 had to give up and say, “It is 
alright, Amma as you say.” 

In this context I wish to say that the drama 
I liked most was ‘Deepa Daana” which 
happens to be the Kannada version of the 
English play ‘Bishop's candle stick’ translated 
by Sri Neelathahalli Kasthuri. We enacted this 



MATHOOR IN BRITAIN 


255 


drama on a small platform outside an old school 
building near Kengeri. The leader of the area 
was so much impressed by the drama that he 
readily gave away in writing a nearby big site 
to our troupe and asked us to make worthy 
use of it. We were astonished to receive such a 
generous response from a villager. 

Amma (My mother) 

In Bangalore, though we were only five in 
our house all of us were suffering from the pangs 
of poverty. No regular income was there for me. 
Both myself and Sri Rama Shastry were 
occasionally giving ‘Kaavya Vaachana and 
Vyaakhyaana’ programmes mostly in temples. 
Whatever coins dropped into the 
‘Mangalaarathi’ plate by the devotees were 
being equally divided between us and that 
would be our day’s income. Most of the times 
the total amount would not cross even Rs.10. 
Once both of us had been to Channapatna for 
the programme. Many people had gathered 
there and we felt very happy expecting some 
big amount. While returning by the bus we 
counted the day’s earnings and it amounted to 
Rs.15 and paise 10. Both of us shared the 
amount equally. I gave the money to my mother 
and asked her to count. In her life on no 
occasion had she the chance of counting tens 
of coins, let alone counting currency notes. She 
would feel thrilled just at the touch of the notes. 
But she would never grieve over or pine after 
what we did not have. She would feel satisfied 
with whatever was God given and never 
complain. That night when I woke up I saw to 
my surprise that she still sat there counting the 


coins. When I asked her, “Amma, have you not 
yet finished counting ? It’s already past 
midnight.” She said, “Krishna, I have been 
counting and counting but not even once is 
there a little increase in the amount.” Both of 
us laughed but by the time I stopped laughing 
tears were trickling from my eyes. Such were 
the days of our stark poverty. 

My mother had her own way of making her 
children learn the bitter lessons of life. One day 
when all of us were gossiping in a reminiscent 
mood I charged my mother in a lighter vein 
saying, “Amma would always catch hold of me 
without allowing me free even to play and send 
me often and often to the petty shop of our 
village to bring coffee powder or salt or fried 
gram or something else and that too one at a 
time telling me that as the youngest boy of the 
family I had to go out on such small jobs.” 
Amma who was till then in a jovial mood 
became serious all of a sudden. I noticed her 
and asked, “Aamma, what happened? Why are 
you looking so serious? Have I spoken anything 
wrong?” But Amma’s version was very moving. 
She said, “No, no, you did not speak anything 
wrong. You were young and could not 
understand why I was sending you out. We were 
poor and would always run short of so many 
things. Naturally circumstances would incite 
both your father and myself to wrangle. It was 
my intention that you should not be a witness 
to such unpleasant situations. So under the 
pretext of getting something or the other from 
the shop I was sending you out often and often. 
That’s all.” To speak this much was more than 
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she could bear. She began to sob and cry 
uncontrollably. I didn’t expect that she would 
feel hurt so much. Immediately I got up and fell 
at her feet and confessed that I would not dare 
hurt her anymore knowingly or unknowingly. 

Even in the midst of choking poverty I had 
saved some money by which I got two gold 
chains made to order one each to my wife and 
my sister-in-law. On the day both of them wore 
the chains, it was Amma who felt extremely 
happy to see her daughers-in-law wearing gold 
chains for the first time in their lives. But Amma 
could never wear a gold chain. As ill-luck would 
have it my eldest brother Sri Ananthaiah 
suffered losses in his business and as a result 
sent his children to our house to be looked after 
for some time. I had to sell the gold chains to 
meet the increase in household expenses. Again 
it was Amma who raised a hell with her loud 
cry all day long as though some one near and 
dear had expired. 

Here is an instance of my mother’s generous 
nature in looking after our friends or guests. 
During the years of my working for ‘Samyukta 
Karnataka’ my friends used to visit our house 
on almost every Sunday. Both Amma and 
sister-in-law had asked them to come in the 
morning itself so that they could have their 
breakfast in our house. One Saturday I asked 
my friends not to come to my house the next 
day as I had plenty of writing work. But I forgot 
to inform Amma about it. Beginning at the early 
hours of the next morning (i.e. Sunday) I sat 
writing and didn’t even look up. Neither did I 
look into the kitchen nor talk to my mother or 


sister-in-law. Without my knowledge both of 
them had already made a number of dosas and 
coconut chutney for all of us. When no one 
turned up even after 10 a.m. Amma came to 
me at about 10.30 a.m. and said, “Krishna, 
your friends used to be present here by 9 itself 
but why have they not come today though it is 
already 10.30?” Without even the least 
indication of anxiety in my voice I said, “Amma, 
no one comes here today. I have told them not 
to come here and disturb me in my work. But 
I forgot to tell it either to you or to sister-in- 
law. ” I just said it and continued my writing work 
as if nothing serious had happened. But Amma 
had become furious and simply shouted at me, 
“What did you say? Who are you to forbid them 
from coming here? You see, I have breast-fed 
some other children also along with you so that 
I could get something from their parents for you 
to eat. To day God has given us sufficient 
resources to feed at least some of our people or 
your friends. I was thinking that our days of 
abject poverty and begging were over and we 
are now in a position to give something to others 
also. How could you ask them not to come 
today?” I was simply shaken up by Amma’s 
unprecedented rebuke. She was trembling in a 
fit of anger. No more could I bear her words. 1 
got up and fell at her feet crying loudly. I tried 
my best to pacify her saying, “Amma, please 
excuse me. I did not know that you would feel 
so disappointed and disturbed over this matter. 
I was unable to understand how you view such 
things. I have committed this mistake in 
ignorance and it ends here. Here after I would 
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not say ‘no’ to anyone who wish to come to 
our house and I promise.” Later I repented for 
not having understood my own mother 
intimately. This was how Amma taught us to 
learn the lessons from practical situations in 
life. 

Mother’s demise 

In 1962 our mother was bedridden without 
any hope of recovery. The doctor had already 
pronounced that she would breathe her last 
within one or two days. Two days hence was 
my birthday. I was praying for my Amma to 
live as long as possible. I told her “Amma, day 
after tomorrow is my birthday. If you leave us 
before that the happy celebration of my 
birthday would not be there. You must bless 
me on my birthday.” My intention was to ignite 
in her the will to live for some more days. I was 
born on Sri Krishna Janmashtami. Amma called 
my brother Veda Vidwan Keshava Murthy and 
asked him, “Annaiah, till what time will there 
be ‘ashtami’ thithi today ?” He replied “Amma, 
it will be till 12.45 in the night.” When Amma 
was counting moments to meet her end how 
could we celebrate the birthday ? It was 12.25 
in the night and Amma began her inquiry. “Has 
Krishna taken oil bath ? Have you worshipped 
Lord Krishna ? Have you had your prasada?” 
Soon she called all of us to move closer and 
said in her feeble voice, “There is a little money 
under my pillow. All the five of you (her 
children) must share it equally. This is all that I 
can give you.” At about 12.55 she asked in a 
still more enfeebled voice, “Annaiah, has 
“Navami (9th day of a fortnight) come ?” He 


said in her ears, “Amma, Navami has come.” 
She must have felt relieved knowing that my 
birthday (Janmashtami) had passed off 
peacefully. By about 1.15 a.m. she breathed 
her last. Of course, all of us four brothers and 
one sister shared Rs. 48 and Ps. 75 equally 
amongst us. Each one of us still considers it as 
a treasure that was bequeathed by an 
affectionate and loving mother to her children. 
Even while undergoing myriad hardships of 
poverty she had been able to save so much for 
her children. I wish she had lived for some more 
years to see her children prosper and provide 
her some comforts that only money can buy. 

Music lover 

I am a music lover. Enjoying music is one 
of the most prominent features of my life. I have 
already stated that I have penned a book on 
some of the great musicians of the Karnatic 
style. Unfortunately I could not learn singing. 
Though I have been enjoying listening 
constantly to the musical recitations of Gamaka 
Vidwans Sri Rama Shastry and Sri Keshava 
Murthy and many music concerts all my life 
and learnt to identify many ragas I am unable 
to sing. I used to grumble about this even from 
my younger days. Once I asked my mother, 
“Amma, why did you not send me to a music 
teacher and encourage me in learning music?” 
She would say, “Krishna, in your previous birth 
you must have created some trouble for a 
married couple and made them quarrel among 
themselves very often. That sin of yours must 
have deprived you of the chance of learning 
music in this life.” Perhaps nobody knows the 
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background of such a superstitious belief. Now 
that I have conducted the marriages of so many 
couples both national and international 1 
believe my mother must be blissful and blessing 
me from her heavenly abode “Krishna, in this 
birth you have made so many couples come 
together in happy marriage. You will definitely 
learn music and become a great musician in 
your next birth.” 

Srirama, Srikrishna and Gandhiji 

I grew up amidst highly orthodox and 
uncompromisingly traditional brahmin families 
of Mathoor. Every day the soothing tunes of 
the rhythmical chanting of the vedas would 
emanate from each and every house. Elderly 
women as well as grown up girls of the families 
were so conversant with the mantras just by 
listening to them that they would correct the 
learners whenever they went wrong in their 
chanting. But women as a rule were forbidden 
from learning the vedas as such. I was 
wondering why was it so? In Mathoor almost 
everyday there used to be ‘Kaavyavaachana’ 
and ‘Vyaakhyaana’ by Sri Rama Shastry and 
Sri Lakshmikeshava Shastry. I loved to listen 
to the eventful stories from the Ramayana and 
the Mahabharatha being depicted so vividly 
and colourfully. From time immemorial it has 
been our firm belief that Sri Rama and Sri 
Krishna are God incarnates born on this earth 
to establish ‘dharma’ (righteousness) and root 
out ‘adharma’ (unrighteousness). As I grew up 
I began to surmise that the characters of Sri 
Rama and Sri Krishna had some special 
purpose and significance other than what the 


poets had characterized. But it was not very 
much clear to me then. As a student though I 
had seen Gandhiji and was with him as a 
volunteer for a few days, it was only after I 
developed close contact with that inimitable 
Gandhian Sri Siddavanahalli Krishna Sharma 
that I began seeing Gandhiji through his eyes 
and understand Gandhiji through his 
experiences. 

Gandhiji had risen from the status of an 
ordinary advocate to that of the Mahatma in 
the eyes of the whole world by living an 
undaunted life of truth and non-violence while 
struggling for the freedom of India. He drew 
divine strength from the lives of Srirama and 
Srikrishna for his ‘Experiments with Truth’ and 
tried to establish ‘dharma’. 1 wished to see 
Srirama and Srikrishna in the light of 
Mahatma’s life and correlate their lives. It was 
Professor V. Seetharamaiah who shed light 
on this correlation as ‘Maanushaaddaivya 
mupimi’ (rise of human beings to the status of 
divine beings through their ‘Karma yoga’ which 
means performing righteous deeds throughout 
their lives). He further said, “What the poets 
have ascribed to them as Gods, those 
supernatural and superhuman powers are but 
‘poetic embellishments.’" Prof. V. 
Seetharamaiah led me into the critical analysis 
of the character and achievements of 
Srikrishna starting from ‘Bhagavatha’ to Sri 
Bankimachandra’s ‘Sri Krishnacharitha’! I 
was convinced that I was on the right path of 
venerating Srirama, Srikrishna and Gandhiji 
as the most accomplished human beings born 
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to establish ‘dharma’ and annihilate ‘adharma’ 
on this earth. 

Prof.V.See had come to London on an 
invitation from the Bhavan to deliver some 
lectures. The English audience sat spellbound 
while listening to his learned lectures. They 
were all praise for his scholarship, language and 
presentation. Unfortunately he fell ill with a 
mild stroke which compelled him to be bed¬ 
ridden for almost a month. Both my wife and 
myself have the satisfaction of having taken 
proper care and nursed him to speedy recovery. 

More than a degree in Journalism 

In the field of journalism, Sri Shama Rao 
was my mentor. I was a novice to that area. 
In the beginning of my career I had to submit 
every column of the news I wrote to Sri Shama 
Rao’s scrutiny and it would go to print only after 
his approval. Sometimes he would score out a 
major portion of my news column and ask me 
to rewrite it following his guidelines. Once again 
he would scrutinize it and if only found 
satisfactory he would send it for printing. 
Gradually I realised that journalism was an art 
in its own right and it can be interpreted as an 
art of writing journalistic literature that too news 
items in special. Freedom of press is the 
mainstay of journalism. Given the freedom of 
expression, a journalist should be able to make 
the best use of the language he is conversant 
with while reporting on various matters. 
Whatever he writes he must be so involved in 
it as to leave an indelible impression of his 
journalistic skill on the reader’s mind. The 
proverbial statement, ‘Brevity is the breath of 


expression’ applies more to a journalist than 
any other professional. Gradually I was able 
to learn and imbibe all the secrets of journalism 
through that untiring expert journalist Sri 
Shama Rao. He encouraged me to write 
articles on Old Age Homes, Music Schools, 
Homes for the Destitutes, contemporary 
significance of our epics and distinguished 
individual achievers in different fields. I visited 
places and persons, did a little research work 
and wrote articles which Sri Shama Rao gladly 
approved. I interviewed each and every M.L.A. 
(Member of Legislative Assembly) of 
Karnataka and wrote about them and their 
genuine efforts in improving the living 
conditions of the people of their constituencies 
under the caption, ‘Our MLAs’ and these 
articles found favour with not only the MLAs 
but also the common people. I remain ever 
indebted to Sri Shama Rao for moulding me 
into a recognised journalist there- by 
unknowingly laying the firm foundation for my 
future life in London. The professional 
experience and expertise I earned from my work 
for ‘Samyukta Karnataka’ amounted to more 
than a degree in Journalism and gave me 
supreme satisfaction. 

Sri M.V. Chakravarthy 

One day Sri Masti Venkatesha Iyengar told 
me how Sri M.V. Chakravarthy, a Sanskrit 
scholar confronted a famous dramatist who 
was lecturing on Kalidasa’s ‘Shakuntala’. In the 
course of his learned speech the dramatist 
somehow gave an indication that there was 
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an ‘inkling of adultery’ in the drama. This 
infuriated Sri Chakravarthy who instantly stood 
up in protest against that statement and said, 
“Sir, please take back your words and 
proclaim it before the audience at once, 
otherwise I will make you do so.” Sri Masti 
immediately asked the dramatist “Please do 
what Sri Chakravarthy has commanded, else 
he is quite capable of bringing you to trouble 
as he is very well versed in all the forms of 
Sanskrit literature.” Of course, the dramatist 
did as suggested by Sri Masti without a second 
thought. 

It was my undying interest and deep 
involvement in the art of expounding the poems 
of the Ramayana and the Mahabharatha that 
took me to that incomparable teacher Sri M.V 
Chakravarthy who was a master of both 
Sanskrit and Kannada languages. He was a 
native of the famous piligrimage centre Melkote 
but migrated to Bangalore. An interesting 
episode about how he won his dramatic entry 
into the educational service was making rounds 
in the circle of teachers. One day Sri 
Chakravarthy had arrived in Bangalore with 
nothing but a pair of clothes that he wore as his 
material wealth. He went directly to 
Gandhinagar High School and met the 
principal Sri M.RL. Shastry. Without any 
introductory formalities he said in his 
resounding voice, “Sir, I am M.V. Chakravarthy 
coming from Melkote. Can you provide me a 
job in your institution?” The principal saw this 
dark coloured lean man with a traditional 
Shikha (pig tail) on his head and an Iyengar’s 


emblem on his forehead, standing before him. 
But for his commanding voice and bright eyes, 
he appeared to be clumsy in his soiled dress 
and unshaven face. The principal was puzzled 
but said “You see, I can’t say anything now, 
come tomorrow.” Sri Chakravathy said, “Sir, 
if you ask me to come tomorrow where shall I 
go? I don’t know anyone here. Will you permit 
me to spend the night somewhere in your 
school itself?” Realising that he would not 
budge without some definite reply the principal 
asked, “I must know what you can do before I 
decide on giving you a job.” Sri Chakravarthy 
replied, “I know Sanskrit and Kannada. Can 
you appoint me as a teacher?” One of the 
clerks told the principal that the Sanskrit teacher 
was on leave that day and so the SSLC class 
was without a teacher at that hour. The 
principal said, “Mr. Chakravarthy, I have to go 
out for an hour and until I return you sit in that 
SSLC class and see that silence is maintained 
in the class. Let me see afterwards.” Sri 
Chakravarthy’s appearance in the classroom 
was enough for the students to raise a hell of a 
noise. But without getting disturbed in the least 
Sri Chakravarthy took a Sanskrit textbook from 
a student and began his lesson on ‘Shakuntala’ 
in right earnest. Gradually the noise subsided 
and Sri Chakravarthy’s booming voice filled 
the entire classroom. The lesson continued 
unhindered. When the principal entered the 
class all the students demanded in one voice 
to let the teacher continue teaching their class 
in Sanskrit even on the coming days. Within 
the next half an hour Sri M.V Chakravarthy 
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got his appointment order with compliments 
from the principal. 

Sri Chakravarthy had an amazing memory 
power especially with regard to our venerable 
epics the Ramayana and the Mahabharatha. 
He had all the stanzas of both the epics at the 
tip of his tongue. Everyday morning I used to 
go to him to enrich my knowledge of the epics. 
He gave me a clear picture of Kumaravyasa 
Bharatha along with its critical analysis in 
comparison with the orginal Vyasa Bharatha. 
He enkindled the spirit of my ambition to tread 
an altogether a reformed path of expounding 
the epics in the light of contemporary situations. 
Gradually I gained the requisite knowledge and 
confidence from him to carry on my mission 
thereby earning appreciation and admiration 
from both the literate and illiterate classes. If at 
all I have attained the status of a successful 
person in giving exclusive discourses on our 
great epics all the credit goes unreservedly to 
that exquisite scholar and teacher Sri M.V 
Chakravarthy. 

Another incident of Sri Chakravarthy’s 
mastery over both Sanskrit and Kannada is 
connected with the translation of a Sanskrit 
drama written by the great dramatist Bhasa. In 
fact I had been asked to do this work for bringing 
it on the stage. I approached him with the 
original drama in Sanskrit at about 9.30 am. 
By 12.30 pm he had translated the entire drama 
extempore and I had taken the dictation of it! 

Every time I came from London, 1 would 
carry some gift article as my little tribute to him. 
He too would accept it very happily. Once he 


asked me to get him a ‘Sheffield knife’. He felt 
very happy when I brought it from London and 
gave it to him. I will remain ever grateful to 
him for his inestimable gift of the critical 
knowledge of the epics and for shaping me into 
a knowledgeable person capable of expounding 
our epics in my own way. 

Sri D.V. Gundappa 

Now my ‘memory’ has instantly brought 
before me the one gigantic literary personality 
of Sri D.V.Gundappa. He was a living legend 
and memory personified. He was a scholar in 
both Kannada and Sanskrit, but no less in 
English. He was a learned man par excellence. 
The creator of ‘Manku Thimma’ and ‘Marula - 
Muniya’, an expounder of ‘Jeevana Dharma 
Yoga’, a biographer of the past so many great 
social activists, a well-known citizen adept in 
political science, a connoisseur of arts, a great 
poet and more than everything else a great 
humanist - all combined in one and the only 
one Sri D.V.G. I used to go to his house now 
and then. It was my practice to sit quietly 
listening to him speak fluently on any subject. 
How can one categorise his erudition which was 
all encompassing? He seemed to have been 
endowed with that stupendous memory and 
the resultant vast knowledge by the Goddess 
of Learning herself. One day I asked him about 
the secret of his vast memory power. He simply 
stared at my face for a few moments, set right 
his spectacles and abruptly asked me, “What is 
your wife’s name?” I failed to make out the 
context of this question. But I had to answer 
the question of my ‘Guru’ (teacher). I said, 
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“Sir, her name is Rajalakshmi.” “Oh! 
Rajalakshmi! Isn’t it? How was it there in your 
memory?” he asked. With surprise in my voice 
I said, “What does that mean, Sir? After all 
she is my dear wife and I love her...” I would 
have continued my blabbering had he not put 
a stop to it and said whilst getting up from his 
chair, “Yes, you can go now.” Puzzled as I 
was for a few seconds I could just produce some 
sort of a sound “Ah!!” revealing my surprise. 
Sri D.V.G resumed his seat while cleaning his 
glasses. By that time I had understood what 
he meant by his question asking the name of 
my wife. I could always remember the name 
of my wife because I loved her and in the same 
way whatever we love or hold dear to us gets 
permanently etched in our memory. This was 
the answer to my question. What a 
consummate teacher was Sri D.V.G.! Still one 
question of mine remained unanswered. Was 
there anything that was not dear to him? 

Krishnavathara 

Now, let me go back to ‘Samyuktha 
Karnataka’. Considering my dedication and 
satisfactory work as reporter I was promoted 
as a ‘shift manager’. I was then 35 or 36 years 
old and had learnt the ins and outs of printing 
and publishing a daily newspaper. Even from 
my younger days I had nursed the ambition of 
reading the autobiographies or biographies of 
great people and imbibe their qualities to the 
extent possible. This ambition of mine was 
almost fulfilled here. 

‘Krishnavathara’, in my opinion, is a 
masterpiece of Sri K.M. Munshiji, the founder 


of Bharathiya Vidya Bhavan. He began writing 
it serially in Bhavan’s Journal, a fortnightly 
magazine of the Bhavan. I had made it my 
sacred duty to go to the Bhavan’s office, get 
the first copy of the journal and read the serial. 
As I went on reading I realised that Sri Munshiji 
was delineating the character of Sri Krishna in 
the same way as I was visualizing him to be.. 
‘Krishnavathara’ was a corner-stone in my life. 
It made me see Srirama, Srikrishna and 
Mahathma Gandhiji not as ‘Avataras’ of Gods 
descended on earth from their heavenly abodes 
in human form but born and lived as ideal 
human beings who dedicated their lives to the 
establishment of ‘dharma’ in the society they 
lived in by practically living a ‘dharmic’ life and 
not just by preaching it. 

‘MohanaTarangini’ 

Our programmes of ‘Kaavya vaachana’ 
and ‘Vyaakhyaana’ became amazingly 
successful especially in Rajajinagar area. 
Musical rendering of poems from ‘Kumara 
Vyasa Bharatha’ (Kannada) was by Hosuru 
Rama Shastry and I expounded those poems 
in depth to the satisfaction and appreciation 
of the audience. In those days even literary 
figures, poets and politicians were attending 
these programmes. Sri Nijalingappa, former 
chief minister, Sri Veerendra Patil, Chief 
minister and Ministers Ramakrishna Hegde 
and Shankare Gowda attended some of our 
programmes. It was in the month of April 1968 
that Sri Veerendra Patil and Sri Shankare 
Gowda who attended one of our programmes 
came to me after the programme and asked, 
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“Mr. Mathoor, you always take up the poetic 
works of Kumara Vyaasa, Lakshmeesha and 
Raghavanka for vaachana and vyaakhyaana. 
Why don’t you consider the achievements and 
literary works of our Mahatama Gandhiji for 
your programme? Any way we are celebrating 
‘Gandhi centenary year’ from 2nd October 
1968 to 2nd October 1969 and let your 
programme be one of the highlights of the 
celebrations. What do you say?” 1 told him, 
“You see sir, there is no such poetic work on 
Gandhiji, which can be used for our 
programme.” They suggested to me to find out 
a poet who could write poems on Gandhiji in 
whatever metres he thought fit and produce a 
volume of their collection within July. Soon my 
thoughts took me to Birur where one of my 
relatives Sri Chidambara Jois lived. He was a 
learned scholar in both Kannada and Sanskrit 
languages. He had written so many prayer 
songs, ‘bhajans’ and ‘stotras’ in both the 
languages. He had that poetic talent in him but 
did not know much about either the life of 
Gandhiji or his achievements. I went to Birur 
carrying with me about 20 to 25 books written 
exclusively on Gandhiji and sat with Sri 
Chidambara Jois for three days explaining to 
him in detail all about Gandhiji. I requested 
him with folded hands to take it as a penance 
of his life and write an unparalleled poetic 
masterpiece in Kannada of an epoch - making 
life of Mahatma Gandhi which would assume 
epic proportions in the days to come. Sri Jois 
took this work as his life’s sacred mission and 
completed it by July 20th. He wrote to me 


“Krishna, you must come and see this and if 
found to have some merit in it you can take it 
with you.” I went to Birur once again and went 
through his exquisite poetic presentation of the 
life of Mahatma Gandhi in poems of different 
metres. His poetic talent had found its acme in 
this work of 400 pages titled ‘Mohana 
Tarangini’. 1 paid my obeisance to the great 
soul and returned with the book. 

I informed our Education Minister that both 
Sri Hosahalli Rama Shastry and myself were 
ready for the programmes of vaachana and 
vyaakhyaana on the life of Gandhiji on October 
2nd at Ravindra Kalakshetra. The programme 
was largely attended by a host of Gandhians 
and drew applause from one and all. The 
Education Minister Sri Shankare Gowda issued 
a circular to the Deputy Commissioners of all 
the districts instructing them to arrange this 
programme in as many places as possible in 
their respective districts. The proprietor and 
chief editor of ‘ Samyuktha Karnataka’ daily 
Sri R. R. Diwakar granted me paid holidays for 
one full year to fecilitate this program to be 
conducted all over Karnataka. We went round 
160 to 180 places in the whole of the centenary 
year and made a grand success of the ‘Mohana 
Tarangini’ programmes. It was our hearty tribute 
to our beloved Mahatma. 

Sri Shankare Gowda was all praise for both 
the poetic talent of Sri Chidambara Jois and 
our vaachana - vyaakhyaana medium of 
propagation. He inquired about the 
whereabouts of Sri Jois. I told him, “Sir, Sri Jois 
is a poor man struggling to feed his big family 
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of 10 children. He is a learned man having 
acquired mastery over both Kannada and 
Sanskrit. But as he has not passed the S.S.L.C. 
examination he is deprived of the opportunity 
of earning a job.” Expressing his sympathy for 
Sri Jois he asked me to meet him the very next 
day at his office. When I met him he gave me a 
letter appointing Sri Chidambara Jois as a 
Sanskrit and Kannada teacher to a High School 
in Shimoga. 

All the three of us were honoured each with 
a Gold Medal, a Shawl, a Citation and Rs.Ten 
thousand cash award in recognition of our 
services. 

Sri Andavan Swamigal’s Ramayana 

Sri T.S. Rajam of Sundaram Motors and 
his wife Smt. Pankaja were the devoted 
audience for my daily discourses on the 
Ramayana and the Mahabharatha at their 
residence. Sri T.S.Rajam had rendered his 
valuable services as the chairman of the 
Bangalore centre of the Bhavan for sometime. 
The most venerable and learned seer Sri 
Srirangam Andavan Swamigal came to 
Bangalore during 1965 at the invitation of Sri 
T.S.Rajam. He gave enlightening discourses 
on the Ramayana in Tamil language at the 
Malleswaram Rama Mandira for one month. 
Sri T.S.Rajam suggested to me to cover these 
discourses every day in English and send it to 
the English daily, ‘The Hindu’ to be printed 
under the “Religion” column. Though it was a 
challenging job for me I did it with the best of 
my efforts. Everyday night the Swamiji would 
listen to what I had written to ‘The Hindu’ about 


the previous day’s discourse and express his 
satisfaction. Later the devotees of the Swamiji 
approached me and said, “The Swamiji’s 
discourses are very valuable for all of us. Why 
don’t you translate them into Kannada and help 
to bring them out collectively in the form of a 
book?” It was really a time-consuming difficult 
job for me. I had to listen to the recorded audio 
casettes of his discourses in pure Tamil 
interspersed with Sanskrit for hours and then 
translate them into Kannada. It was also not 
easy to match his vocabulary. I hesitated to 
do this work but the devotees would not listen 
to me and persuaded me to go ahead. At this 
juncture Smt. Vedavalli helped me a lot. 

Smt. Vedavalli was the third of the five sisters 
living with their mother, as their father was no 
more. She was an intelligent girl specially gifted 
with astonishing memory power. She had 
completed B.A. (Bachelor of Arts) and B.Ed. 
(Bachelor of Education) Degrees. I was in 
contact with this family ever since I began 
visiting Sri T.S.Rajam’s house. Smt. Vedavalli 
had the ambition of acquiring an M.A. (Master 
of Arts) degree and she told me so. Poverty 
had deprived me of college education and it 
always bothered me. As a result of this I was 
always trying to help those who wished to 
continue their studies. Sri V.K.R.V.Rao was then 
the Principal of Delhi School of Economics and 
Prof. Venkatagiri Gowda was the Professor of 
Economics in Central College. I knew them 
very well and they helped Smt. Vedavalli get a 
seat in the Delhi School of Economics. She 
studied well and completed her M.A. with 
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distinction. Later she took her Ph.D. in a record 
short time and got appointed to the World Bank. 
In due course she supported all her sisters to 
lead a respectable life. Even now they possess 
the same love and affection for me. 

Sri Andavan Swamiji’s discourses in Tamil 
were interspersed with ‘pashuras’ in the form 
of songs. I was unable to keep pace with the 
fast delivery of these pashuras by the Swamiji 
in writing them down for translation. Smt. 
Vedavalli helped me in this exercise. The 
translation in Kannada Andavan Ramayana’ 
came off very well and won the appreciation 
of the devotees. The T.V.S. group gifted a Vespa 
scooter to me. This book has been reprinted 
three times. It was Sri Sudarshana Iyengar who 
published this book. He asked me to write short 
biographies of Jawaharlal Nehru, Lai Bahadur 
Shastri, Rajendra Prasad and Kamaraja 
Nadar. I collected the relevent material and 
wrote them. They were brought out as small 
booklets. 

Yogi Maharaj in Chickmagalore 

‘Geetha Satsang’ of Chickmagalore had 
invited a Yogi Maharaj from the ' Himalayas 
and he knew only Hindi. He was to speak on 
Bhagavadgeetha. Sri Kodandarama Shetty, a 
philanthropist and a very distinguished popular 
person of Chickmagalore had arranged this 
programme. He knew me very well and also 
had heard me translate extempore speeches or 
discourses delivered in Hindi or Tamil into 
Kannada facilely. He invited me saying, “Sir, 
you know both Hindi and Kannada. You are 
also well- versed in giving discourses on 


Bhagavadgeethe. You must come and 
translate Yogi Maharaj’s discourse into 
Kannada and help our people to understand it 
well. ” Though I felt a bit apprehensive I agreed. 
Both myself and my bosom friend Sri 
Markandeya Avadhani were there well in time. 
I stood by the side of Yogi Maharaj to translate. 
He began his discourse with a prayer and 
spoke one sentence. 1 translated it. He then 
spoke five or six sentences in a row together 
with a ‘shloka’ and stopped. It was really 
difficult for me to translate so much of 
philosophical thoughts at once but somehow I 
managed that too. After that the Yogi Maharaj 
spoke continuously for 4 or 5 minutes and there 
was no sign of him giving a pause. I was afraid 
that he would continue like that and leave me 
in a state of perplexity and confusion. In my 
voice full of anxiety I whispered in his ear in 
Hindi, “Maharaj, please stop and allow me to 
translate. Otherwise it would be difficult for 
me.” But he said, “I need not stop. Now I 
know that you are quite capable of translating 
the whole text of my discourse in a single stretch 
up to the end without omitting anything that 
matters. Don’t worry, you can go on with your 
translation only after I conclude.” Verily I was 
in a quandary and began perspiring out of 
diffidence in my capacity. But I had to be fully 
attentive towards the discourse and have an 
imprint of it on my mind. I took out my pocket 
notebook and scribbled on it some significant 
points for follow up. Both my memory and my 
notes helped me in giving a lucid account of 
the full text of Yogi Maharaj’s discourse in 



266 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


Kannada. The audience applauded my 
performance. My friend Sri Markandeya 
Avadhani was full of surprise at my success 
and lauded my courage in facing a challenging 
situation. 

Malleswaram Tutorials 

A discussion among my friends about the 
causes for the failure of students in the SSLC 
Examination led to the opening of Malleswaram 
Tutorials in my house itself. My public contact 
in that area was quite encouraging for the 
tutorials to attract the students. My friends 
shared the responsibility of coaching the 
students in different subjects. We issued a 
slogan, “No Pass, No Fees” to attract more 
students. On my request Sri Shivananda 
Sharma who was the Administrator of 
N.M.K.R.V College, supplied the required 
furniture for our tutorials at a very concessional 
rate. The tutorials ran very well even beyond 
our expectation and bagged excellent results. 
It gave no occassion for even a single refund of 
fee case to a failed student. We successfully 
managed it for just two and half years. It had 
to be closed down due to some unfavourable 
circumstances but it added another field of 
activity to my experience. 

Akashavani 

I was an amateur artiste ever ready to act 
in plays whenever opportunities came across. 
My interest in Radio plays took me to the doors 
of Akashavani’ (AIR) in Bangalore. At the 
entrance I met a respectable woman who asked 
me, “Mister, who are you? What has brought 
you here?” I said, “I want to know how the 


chirping of certain birds, the roaring of lions or 
tigers, the trumpeting of elephants and other 
distinguishing sounds are produced for the 
Radio plays. That’s why I have come here. Can 
I see it?” She replied, “Oh! You have come for 
that! Sorry, you have come in the morning and 
those animals and birds are asleep.” I pretended 
as though I didn’t know anything about it. She 
further asked, “Now, please let me know who 
you are?” I introduced myself to her. She 
immediately recognised, “Oh! My God! It is 
you! You are writing Aleyosage’ serially in 
Prajamatha weekly and make us hold our 
breath till the next instalment appears.” The 
very next moment she took me into the 
recording studio very cordially and acquainted 
me with all the technicalities of audio effects. 
She asked, “Have you acted in plays?” I told 
her all about my experiences in participating in 
various dramas. She was delighted to know 
that I was both a writer and an actor and treated 
me even more courteously. She was Smt. 
Puttathayamma of AIR whose name was quite 
familiar to me though I had not seen her. Then 
I asked her, “Madam, what should I do to take 
part in AIR dramas?” “You have got to apply 
for it and attend audition test when called for. 
If you get through in the test you will be offered 
chances to enact different roles,” she said. I 
felt a bit disappointed at all these procedural 
exercises but sensing my anxiety she soon 
provided me an opportunity of undergoing the 
audition test in the recording studio, though 
unofficially. She handed me a part of Sri 
B.Puttaswamaiah’s drama ‘Tippu Sultan’ and 
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asked me to practice the dialogue delivery for 
about 20 minutes by which time she would 
return after attending to a recording 
programme. This drama was not new to me 
and as I had already participated in it three or 
four times I was well - acquainted with the 
dialogues. By the time she returned I was 
engaged in seeing the photos and other pictures 
hung on the walls. On entering she remarked, 
“What is it you are doing here leaving the script 
on the chair?” I said very casually, “Madam, I 
am quite conversant with the dialogues. What 
more is there for me to see?” “Well, come with 
me to the recording room. Take the script,” 
she said and both of us moved into the 
recording room. She asked me to enact the 
role of Tippu Sultan while she would enact the 
role of his wife. It was a dramatic situation of 
Tippu Sultan handing over his children to the 
British. While delivering the dialogue I had 
actually begun to cry. Smt. Puttathayamma 
was surprised and said, “Why? Why? You are 
really crying, not just enacting.” I told her, 
“Madam, wouldn’t he cry when he was losing 
his children?” She looked at me with 
admiration and laughed. In a way I had been 
selected as an AIR artiste. 

My ambition to work as an AIR artiste had 
gained an upper hand while I was still working 
as a reporter. I decided to avail a two-year break 
from the Newspaper’s work. I applied to the 
AIR and entered it as an assistant to Sri 
H.K.Ranganath who was then the Director of 
Dramas. He was a hard taskmaster who would 
not compromise with any discrepancy in the 


performance of the artistes. The success of the 
Radio Plays mainly depends on the ability of 
the artistes in modulating their voices to suit 
the characters they play and creation of a 
suitable effective atmosphere through a variety 
of sounds. Sri Ranganath was an expert in that 
field and tried his best to train the artistes in 
their dialogue delivery. I too learnt a lot from 
him in that specialised form of dramatic art. I 
began directing the children’s plays now and 
then as I was more interested in them. On the 
occasion of ‘Mahaveera Jayanthi’ (Birthday of 
Bhagawan Mahavir) the drama ‘Bahubali 
Vijaya’ was relayed from the AIR. I had 
directed the drama in which the participants 
were all children. The drama came off 
excellently. Within 20 minutes of its relay a 
Marwari businessman came to the A.I.R. 
station with a basketful of fruits and met me. 
He was all praise for the performance of the 
children. He not only complimented me 
profusely for the direction but also touched my 
feet in veneration. He distributed the fruits 
among all the children. He had rewarded my 
efforts with his generous compliments. 

When one of our greatest musicians Sri 
Ariyakudi Ramanuja Iyengar expired the 
Programme Director Smt. Vijayavalli (daughter 
of Sri Masti) asked me to prepare a speech 
paying tribute to the music wizard. I wrote it in 
my house and as it had to be broadcast at 9 
PM. I had to reach the AIR Station earlier. 
But on that day it was raining so heavily that 
all the roads seemed to be streams of running 
water. I made bold to ride on my scooter and 
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reached the A.I.R. fully drenched. By the time 
I reached Smt.Vijayavalli stepped out to go 
home and said, “Mr.Mathoor, somehow you 
have come here a bit earlier. Please read it in 
the broadcasting room exactly at 9 RM. and 
you will have the satisfaction of having paid 
the tribute all by yourself. Thank you.” Of 
course, I did the job well. 

In a span of two years of my service in the 
AIR I gained invaluable experience by working 
in all the sections of its recording and 
broadcasting departments. I organised and 
participated in many programmes of women 
and children. I gave running commentaries of 
the famous Dasara Procession in Mysore, 
Mahamastakabhisheka at Shravanabelagola 
and of the immersion of the mortal remains of 
our beloved Prime Minister Sri Jawaharlal 
Nehru in the river Cauvery at Paschima Vahini. 
I did all that was possible for an AIR artiste 
with great enthusiasm and interest without 
respite. It was a nonstop journey of learning 
by doing for two most valuable years. 

Back to Samyuktha Karnataka 

Once I was given the responsibility of 
supervising the recording of Sri R.R. Diwakar’s 
speech in the studio. He was not new to me 
and after the recording session he asked, “What 
Mr. Mathoor, how are you now? How do you 
feel about your duties here?” I responded, “Sir, 
work is heavy and no respite”. He invited me 
to join ‘Samyuktha Karnataka’ once again. His 
offer was quite unexpected for me and I was 
tongue- tied for a few moments. I told him 


candidly, “Sir, it is already two years after I 
left your daily and if I join afresh now I will lose 
my seniority. It would be embarassing for me 
to work.” Though I was really willing to go back 
to my reporter’s job the fear of losing my 
seniority was bothering me. Sri R.R. Diwakar 
did not hesitate in the least to tell me “Mr. 
Mathoor, you come and join us, we will do 
something to protect your seniority.” So I 
returned to “Samyuktha Karnataka.” I served 
the ‘daily’ for a combined period of more than 
10 years. I was even promoted to the post of a 
sub-editor. 

I read the biography of the President of India 
Zakir Hussain written in English and decided 
to write it in Kannada on my own. I had stayed 
in Rashtrapati Bhavan for three days, took his 
interview and wrote a concise biography. I 
brought it out in the form of a small book. 

Sri Ramakrishnanji invites 

Meanwhile I had continued giving ‘vaachana 
and vyaakhyaana’ programmes at various 
centres in Bangalore without any break. It was 
on the 6th June 1970 soon after we concluded 
our ‘Vaachana - Vyakhyaana’, Sri Krishna 
Murthy, Honorary Secretary of the Bangalore 
Bhavan Centre came to me accompanied by 
the Director General of Bharathiya Vidya 
Bhavan Sri Ramakrishnan to express their 
compliments. I prostrated before Sri 
Ramakrishnan. He patted my back and said, 
“Your vyaakhyaana of the epic poems is 
marvellous. I will be staying in the Government 
Guest House for two days. Please come and 
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meet me.” I was thrilled at his invitation and 
met him on the very next day. He inquired 
about my antecedents and asked, “What are 
you doing now?” I said that I was working as a 
Sub-Editor in ‘Samyuktha Karnataka’ office. 
Abruptly he asked, “Why don’t you join our 
Vidya Bhavan?” I was at a nonplus and could 
not answer him forthwith. The Bhavan’s 
Bangalore Centre was located in the same area 
of my office, but I did not know about its policies 
and programmes. Though I was not at all 
prepared for this unexpected change of job, 
there seemed to be at work an inner urge in 
me to grab this opportunity and so I asked him, 
“Sir, in what capacity would you expect me to 
work for the Bhavan?” He was quick to say, 
“As the Registrar of the Bangalore Centre.” 
Evidently I was not qualified for the post and 
to make it clear I said, “Sir, I am neither trained 
nor experienced in the administrative line. 
Please excuse me.” But he said, “Well, you see 
Mr. Mathoor, we want people like you who 
possess the knowledge of our epics, vedas and 
other scriptures for the propagation of our 
ancient heritage, tradition and culture through 
their writings and discourses. I will be extremely 
happy if you agree to join us.” With a bit of 
hesitation I told him, “Sir, Sri R.R. Diwakar has 
a lot of confidence in me and likes my hard 
work. For a stint in the AIR I had left his paper 
for two years but he welcomed me back with 
so much of affection. It would be very difficult 
for me to leave him.“ But he had a solution for 
my problem. He said, “Mr. Mathoor, you need 
not worry. Sri Diwakar has been on the Editorial 


Board of the Bhavan. I will convince him.” 
Immediately he took me to the residence of Sri 
R.R Diwakar in Sadashivanagar. He got down 
from the car and said, “Mr. Mathoor, you stay 
here for sometime. I will call you.” After his 
consultation with Sri Diwakar, he called me in. 
I entered and saw Sri Diwakar sitting silently. 
He simply stared at me for sometime and it had 
increased my pulse rate. After sometime with a 
smile on his face he said, “Mr Mathoor, when 
a suitable and prospering bridegroom has been 
found how can I deny him the hand of my 
daughter? What do you say?” Sri Diwakar 
had taken me for his daughter and the 
Registrar’s post for the bridegroom. Tears rolled 
down my eyes. With great difficulty I expressed 
my gratefulness to both of them and touched 
their feet in reverence. I came home 
immediately and informed the news to my 
brother Chinna and sister-in-law Smt. 
Seetalakshmi. Their happiness was far beyond 
expression. 

On the 10th June 1970 a send-off function 
was arranged at the ‘Samyuktha Karnataka’ 
office. Sri Diwakar spoke of me very 
affectionately and blessed me. Sri Koujalagi and 
Sri Shama Rao wished me well and suggested 
to me to continue writing to the paper. From 
that day onwards my life took the most 
significant turn. 

Hitherto I was looking at the Bhavan from 
a distance and always thought that the Bhavan 
must be as small in its content as its building 
appeared to be. But now I had not only entered 
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it but also had assumed charge as its Registrar. 
When I got acquainted with the multitude of 
activities that were being conducted not only 
in our centre but also in the other centres of 
the Bhavan, the comparison, which came to 
my mind, was that of the sea with its vastness 
and great depth. Running classes in music, 
dance and drama, running residential schools, 
publishing books on philosophy, history, 
religion, epics, vedas and other subjects of 
national importance and publishing a biweekly 
magazine ‘Bhavan’s Journal’ were some of the 
mainstream activities undertaken by the 
Bhavan as a whole. I felt as though I had 
entered a wonder world of our oriental tradition 
and culture. What perceptible change would a 
mere drop of water make to the ocean was what 
I thought about my role in the Bhavan’s huge 
set up. I was not yet aware of the role I was 
expected to play. It seemed to me that God had 
provided a ground for some adventure of mine 
in the years to come. What ground ! Which 
adventure? Only He must be knowing. 

On the 4th or 5th of June 1972 a high level 
delegation of the Bhavan consisting of Sri 
Ramakrishnan who headed the working 
committee of the Bhavan, Sri Jaisukhlal Hathi 
who was then the Cabinet Minister and Vice 
President of the Bhavan, Vijaya Bank Chairman 
Sri Sundara Rama Setty from Bangalore, Ex- 
Ruler of Kashmir Dr. Karan Singh, a noted 
businessman of Calcutta Sri Giridharilal Mehta 
and Registrar of the Bhavan’s London centre 
Sri Madhavan went from Bombay to London. 
After the return of the delegation, on June 9th 


my phone rang at 9 PM. It was Sri 
Ramakrishnan who spoke, “Mathoorji, we 
returned from London only yesterday. It was 
our Honorable Kulpathi’s dream to establish a 
prestigious centre of the Bhavan in London. It 
has already been formally opened and it is our 
first overseas centre. Sri Madhavan has been 
its Registrar eversince he became the Indian 
High Commissioner in London. Now the 
Bhavan needs a full-time Registrar. Mr.Mathoor 
prepare yourself to go to London as the first 
Official Registrar of our Bhavan Centre.” He 
paused for a few moments as though expecting 
my immediate reaction to this unforeseen offer. 
I was in a state of perplexity and was at a loss 
to know how to react. I just blurted out, “What 
sir! What are you telling!” He continued, “Yes, 
yes, you have got to go. But don’t tell this to 
anyone now. After we go through all the 
required formalities we will announce it. Today 
I will be consulting the Chairman.” I was at a 
loss to say anything. I was in a state of utter 
confusion. Am I really going to London? 
Should I not tell this even to my brother? These 
questions bothered me but I could not but tell 
my brother Chinna. It was 11.30 in the night 
but I cycled the distance from my house at 
Malleswaram to my brother’s house at Nagappa 
Block of Srirampura like an arrow shot in the 
air. My brother simply shouted at me with 
anxiety, “What happened, Krishna?” With 
bated breath I told him what all Sri 
Ramakrishnan had told me over the phone. He 
was overjoyed and embraced me with great 
excitement. My sister-in-law also partook our 
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joy and excitement. It was an unforgettable 
day for me. 

In the pre-independence days a proverbial 
statement ‘the sun never sets on the British 
Empire’ was making rounds all over the world. 
A natural geographical phenomenon had been 
taken credit of by the British to proclaim to the 
world that they were the conquerors of the 
major part of this globe. Going to London was 
then a dream not coming true for an ordinary 
mortal like me. But now even without dreaming 
of it I was almost on my way to London. 

The next day I went to Sri T.S.Rajam’s house 
as usual for my discourse. Though I didn’t tell 
him anything he told me about it and asked 
me not to inform anyone else till the matter was 
finally settled. He instructed Sri Rama 
chandran, a Member Secretary of the Bhavan 
to pay me Rs.5,000/- to get myself ready with 
new clothes. I got a close collared woolen suit 
for the first time in my life. On receiving the 
confirmation letter I began planning and 
preparing for my journey to London. 

Paramacharya’s blessings 

Some time before going to London the 
Kanchi Paramacharya had invited me to his 
birth place Kalavai in Tamil Nadu. He had 
taken up the vow of ‘Chaaturmaasya’ there. 
He asked me to give a discourse on some 
episode from Kumaravyaasa Bharatha. 1 
requested him, “Swamiji, you please tell me 
which episode should I take up?” As if weighing 
his words the Paramacharya said, “Now you 
are ready to go to London to establish a cultural 
bond between India and England. Take up ‘Sri 


Krishna Raayabhaara’ (Sri Krishna as an 
ambassador) for today’s discourse.” Sri Rama 
Shastry, gamaki-cum-musician recited the 
poems. Swamiji blessed us and wished all the 
success in my mission. 

God’s will 

On July 22nd I went to Bombay to get my 
visa and returned with all the papers ready. My 
wife was not to accompany me in the first flight 
of my life. She had to wait till I settled there 
and made arrangements to set up our family. 
She too had to prepare herself especially by 
learning English. Perhaps she had not gone 
further than 5th or 6th standard. Prom the 1st 
of January 1972 a ‘Spoken English Course’ had 
commenced in our Bangalore centre. On my 
suggestion she had joined that course and 
Smt.Madhura, a very competent English 
teacher had devised a special course to teach 
Basic Spoken English. We did not have even 
an inkling of flying to London when she joined 
the course. What else could it be if not the will 
of God. 

To London 

4th of August 1972 was the day of my 
departure from Bangalore. Sri 

Ramakrishnanji, my brother Chinna, sister-in- 
law, my wife, some of my friends and 
representatives of the Bhavan were present in 
the airport to accord me a warm send-off and 
bid me good-bye. Instead of feeling happy and 
enthusiastic I was filled with a feeling of 
uncertainty and inexpressible fear. I was 
leaving for a far-off place leaving behind all my 
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close relatives, friends and well - wishers. This 
separation itself was very painful and added 
to it I was apprehensive of my new 
responsibilities in an unknown place. A strong 
feeling of loneliness had already begun to 
envelop my whole being and I was almost on 
the brink of breakdown. Tears welled up in my 
eyes. In order to come out of that wretched 
feeling I bowed to Sri Ramakrishnanji, touched 
his feet and requested him saying, “Sir, please 
tell me something about how I should conduct 
myself there and win the confidence of the 
people. Your words will induce in me a 
renewed strength to face the world with 
confidence. Don’t send me off without a word 
of wisdom and your blessings.” Having 
understood my plight he said in a reassuring 
voice, “Mr.Mathoor, let your conscience be your 
trusted guide and it is enough if you remember 
it always.” His words carried with them the elixir 
for my future life. The pathetic situation of Sri 
Rama, Sita and Lakshmana getting ready to 


go to the forest came to my mind. When Rama 
bowed to his mother Kausalya she says: (in 
Sanskrit) 

Yam palayasi dharmam tvam dhrithya cha niyamena cha | 

Sa vy Raghava shardula dharmaha tvaam abhirakshatu || 

It means ‘0, Lion, Rama, the dharma 
(righteousness) which you have been practising 
and protecting hitherto will protect you through 
out your life.’ 

While I sat comfortably in the flying plane a 
chain of thoughts about the British Isles and 
its people began to unveil before my mind. How 
would the country and its people look like? 
How would they treat us, the Indians, whom 
they ruled over for more than two hundred 
years? Would they listen to my sermons on 
our age-old national tradition and culture? 
Would I be able to earn their confidence and 
propagate among them the aims and principles 
of our Bhavan? Would I become successful in 
my mission? 
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PART - TWO 

My service in London 

(The story of Bhavaris London Kendra) 


The plane landed at 6.15 AM on the 5th 
Aug 1972 in London. The sun was blazing as 
though it was already afternoon. The outgoing 
Registrar of the Bhavan Sri Madhavan and 
Honorary Secretary Sri Ramesh Patel were 
there to welcome me. Sri Madhavan was very 
friendly and talked to me very politely. His 
company was like a cool breeze in that hot sun. 
While moving in the car Sri Madhavan 
acquainted me with some details about the 
Bhavan saying that it was housed in a 10 ft X 
10 ft room at 35, Great Russel’s Street and there 
was a small committee comprising of the world 
famous violinist Yehudi Menuhin as the 
Chairman, Sri Chandrakantha Master as Vice 
Chairman, Sri Manek Dalai, Sri M.J.Nagda, 
Sri R.K. Bagri, Sri J.K.Goyal and Rati Bai 
Chandriya as members. 

From within the car I saw on the roadside 
‘Toilets 24 Miles’ written on a board and on 
the next one was written ‘Petrol Bunk 75 Miles’. 
I wondered at the concern of the administration 
for the travellers. Instantly my mind drew a 
comparison with the prevailing conditions in 
India. In so many villages and towns there were 
no built toilets at all. It was all open-air toilets. 
Even now while travelling we don’t find a public 
toilet on the roadside anywhere irrespective of 
the distance we travel. Today with a whopping 
population of more than 100 crores the scenario 
hasn’t changed much. I can give a humorous 


touch to this problem by alluding to an instance 
of our Karnataka Government having passed 
an order making it mandatory for a candidate 
to have a toilet constructed adjoining to his 
house if he were to submit the papers of his 
candidature for the Panchayat Elections. It was 
only because of our utter carelessness and lack 
of concern that the British could rule us by 
remote control. I was heading to such a land 
with the dream proposition and mission of 
propagating our culture. Once Gandhiji said, 
‘If I were young enough to build a new India, I 
would have built it.’ True, if Gandhiji was young 
enough he would certainly have built a new 
India even after the British looted our country. 
If he had done it, these very people would have 
travelled to our sacred land to learn more about 
our culture and I would not have come here at 
all. Observing that I was lost in my own 
thoughts Sri Madhavan said, “Mathoorji, you 
have yet to see so many such wonders here.” 

In London I was provided lodging facility in 
Y.M.C.A. (Young Men’s Christian Association) 
where Sri Madhavan was also put up. Sri 
Dalalji was the President of Y.M.C.A. Sri 
Madhavan was there with me for 22 days to 
acquaint me with the place and people and 
my duties and responsibilities. Introducing me 
to all the Members of the Managing Committee 
he said, “from today onwards Mr.Mathoor is 
the Registrar. Please co-operate with him.” As 
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Mr.Madhavan was then the Registrar of 
Bombay Centre he wished me all the success 
and left for Bombay. 

Mother’s ceremony in London 

It was on August 5, 1972, that I landed in 
London and the Bhavan’s Centre at No. 35, 
Great Russell Street was just 10’ x 10’ room in 
that building. In another room of the same 
building there lived an Englishman by name 
George. He was practising Yoga and he 
seemed to have considerable interest and liking 
for our Indian tradition, culture and way of life. 
I used to talk to him occasionally whenever I 
happened to meet him. It was purely 
coincidental that the day of my birth (date 8/8/ 
1928) as well as my mother’s death happens 
to be on Sri Krishna Janmashtami day. I had 
to perform ‘Shraaddha’ (death anniversary) of 
my mother on 28th August as it was 
Janmashtami. I was quite new to London and 
at a loss to know how I could do it. There was 
no one to turn to for advice. I was in a dilemma 
and when I was worrying about it, a solution 
came to me in a flash. I went to George on the 
27th and requested him to come to my room 
the next morning without eating anything. He 
readily agreed and said “Mr Mathoor, I will 
definitely come. Normally I don’t eat anything 
in the morning. Shall I come at 11 after 
finishing my yoga practice?” I said, “Yes.” On 
the 28th morning Mr. George came to my room 
exactly at 11 in the morning. I gave him some 
fruits and a cup of milk and offered my 
obeisance. He asked, “What is special today 
Mr. Mathoor?” I thanked him for having 


accepted my little offerings in memory of my 
mother. He felt happy and said, “Is it so ! How 
shall I thank you?” He seemed to be in deep 
thought for sometime and then said. “Mr. 
Mathoor, I really feel that your mother in 
heaven will certainly be happy. Keep it in mind 
that she would undoubtedly feel happy over 
your deep love and concern for her.” I was 
spellbound on hearing him speak like that. I 
told him, “Mr. George, our mantras in this 
context mean the same thing. We believe that 
the souls of our elders would descend from their 
heavenly abode on the guests we invite and 
pleased with our hospitality they would bless 
us and return to their abode. Today you have 
expressed the same thing very aptly though you 
are unaware of its background.” While I spoke 
with a bit of emotion in my voice I held his 
hand so as to convey my tender feelings of my 
mother’s sweet memories. The blue eyed 
George gazed at me for sometime as though 
he had grasped what all I said and after 
thanking me he left. 

London’s Bhavan Centre 

Violin wizard Yehudi Menuhin was the 
Chairman just for namesake and he would not 
attend any meeting. Vice Chairman Sri 
Chandrakantha Master used to preside over all 
the meetings, which were being conducted in 
his own office. Here is an interesting anecdote 
of how ‘Master’ got suffixed to his name 
‘Chanrdakanth’. His father was actually a 
teacher giving tuitions to the children in the 
house of Smt.Sumathi Morarji. He was being 
addressed as Master in honour of his 
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profession. He was a Gujarathi but by long 
practice ‘Master’ got stuck to him as a family 
name and carried over even to his son. So the 
family became ‘Master’ family. Sri 
Chandrakantha Master had become a practical 
Englishman in both word and deed. He was 
working for the Scindia Navigation company 
owned by Smt. Sumathi Morarji. He seemed 
to have forgotten all that was Indian. His wife 
was also an English woman and all the inmates 
of his house spoke only English. Three meetings 
were conducted in three months but nothing 
concrete took shape. It was status quo for the 
Bhavan. All my efforts in preparing the agenda 
for the meetings were in vain. 

In the fourth meeting our Master said, 
“Mr.Mathoor, better we arrange for drinks in 
the meeting itself rather than having drinks in 
our houses before leaving for these meetings. 
What do you say?” It was a shock to me and 
even before I could recover from it Mr.Sethia, a 
business magnate of international repute and 
a member tossed a folded piece of paper at the 
Chairman. He had scribbled on it, 
“Mr.Chairman, if you advocate drinking in 
the meeting itself here is my resignation.” 
Sri Manek Dalai broke his silence and spoke, 
“Mr.Chairman, here no one expects any one 
‘to be a Roman while in Rome’. Even Romans 
would not expect it of anyone now. Instead 
they expect us to be Indians wherever we are. 
Bharathiya Vidya Bhavan has its own principles 
and aims, rules and regulations which you are 
expected to adhere to.” Sri Chandrakantha 
Master realised the gravity of the situation and 


said with a bit of displeasure in his voice, “ It’s 
alright, let it be so. If you are not willing let us 
drop the matter. We will have our drinks at 
home and then attend the meeting.” Even 
Sri Dalalji who spoke so effectively had not 
attended any meeting till then and didn’t attend 
for another two months. I very much desired 
him to be present in the meetings and kept in 
constant touch with him over the phone. But 
as he was overburdened with his multifarious 
responsibilities he had no time to spare for our 
meetings. 

Earning love and affection of the people 

I continued my efforts in getting acquainted 
with people from various walks of life and 
enlisting them as members of the Bhavan. 
Meanwhile, Sri Jagdeeshlal Sharma and Sri 
Susheel Kumar Kalia, Punjabis settled in 
Southampton invited me to conduct the 
installation ceremony of Srikrishna idol in the 
temple newly built with their dedicated efforts. 
I went there and conducted the ceremony 
strictly observing all the related rituals chanting 
the relevant mantras. I gave brief discourses 
on Srikrishna’s life and his aim of establishing 
dharma on this earth. Majority of the people in 
that area were North Indians and I spoke to 
them in Hindi. My first discourse itself aroused 
their interest and they requested me to continue 
my discourses for eight months. I gave 52 
discourses on “Indian Sages and Saints.” They 
appreciated these discourses and as a result a 
favourable impression was formed in them 
about our Bhavan. I was successful in enlisting 
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20 to 30 people as Life Members of the Bhavan, 
the membership fees being 100 pounds. I 
visited the business establishments of Sikhs in 
Manchester. To begin with I was getting only 5 
or 10 pounds as their contribution to the 
Bhavan but I got acquainted with many of 
them. On their invitation I gave lectures on 
Guru Nanak’s life and messages in their 
Gurudwara. 

The popularity of my weekend discourses 
brought me affectionate invitations from the 
people to go to their houses for lunch. 
‘Mathoorji is coming, onion and garlic are 
prohibited for the day’, gained currency among 
all those who were inviting me for meals. Many 
Indians of that area saw me and heard me. On 
every Sunday I would board the train from 
London at 10 A.M. and reach Southampton 
by 11.15 A.M. I would directly go to the house 
of my day’s host, have my bath, perform 
‘maadhyaahnika’ and ‘puja’ and reach my 
destination at 12.30 RM. It was at Sri Krishna 
Temple where 200 to 250 people would 
assemble to listen to me from 12.30 to 1.30 
RM. I used to speak both in Hindi and English 
so that the audience could develop a sense of 
proper understanding and appreciation of the 
subject - matter. After ‘Mangalarathi’ to Sri 
Krishna I would return to my host’s house, have 
my meals and return to London. It was as 
though my discourses had built a bridge of 
friendship between London and Southampton 
that the people began pressurising me to open 
a Bhavan’s Centre there. But without the full- 
fledged development of the London Centre I 


thought it meaningless to open an additional 
centre at Southampton. 

Majority of the Punjabis and Gujarathis who 
lived there were ardent devotees of Sri Krishna, 
Ganapathi and Durga. They began inviting me 
to conduct the installation of idols in the temples 
they built and to conduct Havana - Homa and 
pujas. I made it a practice to give out the 
meaning of the mantras I recited and the 
messages related to the context of each ‘Vratha’ 
or ‘puja’ thereby instilling in them a positive 
line of thinking that it was not mere superstition 
or meaningless tradition which was guiding 
them but well established sacred rituals having 
the sanction of our vedas. My way of presenting 
various pujas and rituals in the light of logical 
reasoning earned their goodwill and honour. 
Their devotion and my analysis blended to 
infuse in them a fearless loving attitude towards 
God. Happily and lovingly many of them 
invited me to conduct the worship of 
Ganapathi, Saraswathi and Sri 
Satyanarayana. I was being honoured with 
copious 1 dakshina’ (remuneration) also. 

Almost all the members of Gujarathi and 
Punjabi community became my close frieds as 
the life membership from Southampton was 
149 in one year. Some of them were 
Kashmerilal Sharma, Ved Sharma, Vasisht 
Bhagwat, Jagdish Handa, Ramanbhai Parekh, 
Prahlad Sharma and host of others I can never 
forget. 

The cooperation rendered all through by 
Sri Kalia and Sri Sharma is unforgettage. 
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It is now 15 years after my return to 
Bangalore on my retirement and all the persons 
from Southampton are in touch with me. 
Whenever I vist London I make it a point to 
visit Southampton. 

Temple of Lord Muruga 

Considerable number of Tamilians from 
Tamil Nadu and Ceylon have settled in London. 
They are invariably the ardent devotees of Lord 
Muruga (Skanda, Vadivel, Shanmukha, 
Kumaraswamy and Subrahmanya are some 
of the other names of Muruga). Five or six 
weeks after I took charge of the Bhavan I was 
invited by the devotees for a lecture programme 
in the temple of Lord Muruga. As the audience 
were mostly Tamilians I chose to speak in Tamil 
language and I continued to do so in all my 
subsequent lectures also. The temple as such 
had not yet been built. The idol of Lord Muruga 
was made of ‘Panchaloha’ (alloy of five metals) 
and it was installed in a room which served as 
the Lord’s sanctum sanctorum. The devotees 
requested me to perform Lord’s Puja (worship) 
for six months and I began performing the puja 
every day. As a sequel to this puja I was giving 
lectures on some selected topics from ‘Skanda 
Purana’. The devotees were all very happy 
about my puja and lectures. They began 
expressing their appreciation and willingness 
for the continuation of lectures. 

But serving the Bhavan was my supreme 
motif and all my engagements and activities 
were subservient to it. Naturally I took this 
opportunity to intersperse my lectures with the 
aims, principles and programmes of the 


Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan and as such people 
began to identify me as the man of the Bhavan. 
Lest those people would suspect my intentions 
I never asked for their contribution to the 
Bhavan, instead I was making frequent appeals 
to them to contribute liberally towards the 
building fund of their Lord Muruga temple. I 
wished to arouse their sense of contributing 
whatever they could and in due course the 
temple was built. I conducted the auspicious 
installation ceremony of the same panchaloha 
idol of Lord Muruga in the newly built temple. 
In continuation of this ceremony I gave several 
discourses on ‘Narayaneeyam’, written in 
Sanskrit by Narayana Bhattadiri of Kerala, 
every Sunday for about 8 to 10 months. 
‘Narayaneeyam’ is replete with the most 
delectable stories of Srikrishna and people really 
enjoyed these sessions. I was very happy to 
witness the swelling crowd for these discourses 
and it instilled in me greater self confidence so 
that I could take up more of such assignments 
to popularise the upcoming Bhavan. 

Chain reaction 

In one of the meetings I declared that out of 
whatever remuneration I get, a major part 
would go to the Bhavan. I would do these things 
as part of my duties to the Bhavan and I would 
not participate in any activity if I were not 
allowed to promote the activities of the Bhavan. 
Dear reader, every employee of the Bhavan is 
a dedicated and devoted worker for all the 24 
hours of a day. He has no right to his own 
earnings by any other means. ‘Bhavan’s work 
is God’s work’ is the motto of each and every 
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employee. We are identified not as separate 
individuals but as dedicated workers of the 
Bhavan and that means we are one with the 
Bhavan. 

My performance in Southampton had 
somehow reached the people of Leicester and 
they invited me for giving discourses. This chain 
reaction went on unhindered at Birmingham, 
Manchester and Edinburgh. Indian Associations 
in these places were in constant touch with each 
other. Consequently I gave my discourses in 
many cities of England and earned the valuable 
friendship of so many Indians in those cities. 
By now I was known more to the people of 
other cities outside London than those in 
London. 

Meanwhile I came to know that there were 
as many as 17 different provincial Associations. 
Among Gujarathis themselves there were 10 
different provincial and language Associations 
viz Ikkis Gaanv (Society of 22 villages), Tees 
Ganv (of 30 villages), Patidar Samaj etc. Other 
than these there were Bengali, Assami, Tamil, 
Telegu, and Marathi provincial associations. In 
the beginning they looked at me with suspicion 
and did not feel reconciled to my presence 
among them. What is this Bharathiya Vidya 
Bhavan? What does it stand for? Let us see what 
this new man has to say about his mission here’ 
seemed to be their stand then. These groups 
also invited me to give some discourses. I 
thought that the possibility of their offer of 
financial assistance to the Bhavan was very 
less or almost nil when they have their own 
associations. Still as I was particular about 


getting myself well - acquainted with as many 
Indians in London as possible and also to know 
what they were doing and how they lived there, 
I gave my consent to give some discourses. I 
was successful in touching their hearts on two 
counts: 1) my style of presenting the subject- 
matter exhibiting the emotional content 
wherever necessary, and 2) by not even hinting 
at their contribution to the Bhavan but instead 
suggesting to contribute to their own 
associations for their healthy growth in a foreign 
land. I won their confidence as they felt happy 
that I had not gone to them for collecting 
contribution or donation and this confidence 
saved me from the bitter feelings of loneliness 
and helplessness. I am glad to say that the effect 
of my appeal was evidenced in the form of 
generous contributions to their own 
associations. The working committee members 
of those associations realised the strength of my 
appeal and began publicizing, ‘if Mathoorji 
makes an appeal, people will definitely respond 
with their spontaneous offerings’. As a 
concomitant result of all this there grew an 
affinity between these associations and the 
Bhavan which went to the extent of associating 
themselves with the Bhavan as ‘Vidya Bhavan- 
Marathi Association’, ‘Vidya Bhavan- Punjabi 
Association’ etc. 

Please bear with me 

Dear readers, please note that it is neither 
egotism nor arrogance that has been dictating 
me to begin any incident or anecdote with T 
but it was my precarious condition of being all 
alone in London to struggle for the 
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establishment of the Bhavan that has made it 
unavoidable. Please bear with me. It was like 
legendary Abhimanyu of Mahabharatha fame 
who knew only the technique of entering into 
the ‘Chakravyuha’ during the ‘Kurukshetra 
war’. I was armed with the one and the only 
technique of gaining entry into the hearts of 
Londoners and that was ‘the art of talking.’ 
Picking the flowers of interesting and didactic 
incidents and episodes from the vedas and 
upanishads, great epics Ramayana, 
Bhagavatha and Mahabharatha and the 
heritage of Hindu tradition and culture I was 
successful in preparing and presenting beautiful 
garlands of my discourses before them and win 
their hearts. While going through this interesting 
autobiography of one of your own countrymen 
who was frantically running behind the mirage 
of success in a challenging atmosphere of a 
foreign country, I hope, you will bear with that 
T. Please take this T in a much wider sense 
representing any adventurous individual who 
lived in a foreign country like me and tried his 
best in putting forth his efforts to achieve 
success expected of him in his field of activity. 

In association with the Gujarathi people the 
Bhavan started an amateur Drama Company 
and exhibited some Gujarathi dramas. The 
Bhavan being a National Organisation could 
associate itself with provincial organisations 
only in certain areas of activities but could not 
assume the role of a Provincial Organisation. 
One major advantage of a Provincial 
Organisation lies in getting sufficient financial 
assistance from its own people whose priority 


for provincial interests naturally takes an upper 
hand over national interests. In the case of a 
national level organisation like the Bhavan 
some of our people not only looked at us with 
suspicion but also tried leg - pulling. 
Consequently we had to struggle very hard to 
raise funds for the Bhavan. I had to undergo 
many painful experiences in the process of 
earning the love, affection and confidence of 
both Britishers and Indians living there. 

Stay in Y.M.C.A. 

Even though it was already 8 to 10 months 
after I set foot in London all my efforts in 
searching for a better place for the Bhavan were 
in vain. 1 too had to continue my stay in the 
Y.M.C.A. though it seemed a bit costlier. 
Actually stay in Y.M.C.A. was not at all 
expensive but when I was not being paid any 
specified amount as salary I thought it a bit 
exorbitant for the work I was doing. The 
Bhavan was paying the amount of the bill for 
my lodging and boarding at the Y.M.C.A. It 
was also paying the money for my Railway 
season ticket fecilitating my visit to various 
places. I had to manage all other expenses with 
only 10 pounds of ‘Pocket money’ per month. 

In the Y.M.C.A. both vegetarian and non¬ 
vegetarian foods were being served at the same 
time and at the same place. It was very difficult 
for me to reconcile myself to this situation. But 
I could find no other alternative. One day I was 
very hungry and so asked for sandwiches in a 
nearby bakery. The salesman stared at me in a 
strange manner and took out a sandwich which 
had a piece of meat between. Immediately I 
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uttered “I am vegetarian please.” Exclaiming 
“Oh!” he took out the piece of meat with the 
help of tongs, inserted a circular slice of tomato 
in its place and handed it over to me in a cover. 
Though nauseating I brought it out and threw 
it into the dustbin. Of course, that night I went 
to bed without any food. Many a time I had to 
be at my job without food. Sometime later by 
God’s grace a well-wisher of mine provided me 
the opportunity of staying in his house as a 
paying guest. 

Smt. and Sri Muddappa 

The irregularity in my food habit resulted in 
my stomach ulcer for which I had to undergo 
surgical operation in a hospital. At a time when 
I could count on no one to look after me during 
my convalescent period there came to my help 
Sri Muddappa, Trade Commissioner of India 
in London and son-in-law of ex-chief Minister 
[of Karnataka] Sri Nijalingappa. I had already 
introduced myself to Sri Muddappa through a 
letter from Sri Nijalingappa. Sri Muddappa 
came to the hospital to inquire about my health 
and invited me to his house for post-operative 
rest and care. I too had no other place to go 
and stayed there for 15 days under the 
affectionate care of Smt. Fratibha and 
Sri Muddappa’s household. During my stay 
they did not use either onion or garlic in their 
cooking. When I asked Sri Muddappa about it 
he replied very politely saying, “Mathoorji, 
nothing happens if we don’t use them for a few 
days. Your recovery is of top priority for us. 
Please don’t worry.” I could not give expression 
to my heartfelt gratitude. Undoubtedly it was 


the genuine love and concern of such eminent 
people that protected me throughout my stay 
in London. Just before leaving Sri Muddappa’s 
house I expressed my indebtedness to him 
saying, “Sir, you have taken so much of care, 
what can I do for you?” He simply laughed and 
said, “ Let me see, Mathoorji. If circumstances 
demand, I will definitely come to you.” 

One day when I was engaged in my office 
work Smt. Muddappa spoke to me over the 
phone, “Mathoorji, please come to our house 
this evening and have dinner with us.” I asked, 
“Madam, what is special today?” She replied, 
“It is my husband’s birthday. I am preparing 
some sweets. We feel happy if you can give us 
company.” Thinking that it was an opportunity 
for me to express my gratitude in the form of a 
gift I presented a ‘Gold coated Parker Pen’ to 
Sri Muddappa along with my greetings. He 
smiled and said, “Mathoorji, as a true brahmin 
you have blessed me with this gift. I will accept 
this with reverence.” 

Sometime later both Sri Muddappa and 
myself took the initiative and started a Union 
of Kannadigas, which in due course took count 
of all the Kannadiga families in Great Britian. 
There were 473 of them and many of them got 
enrolled as the members of the union. But one 
aspect of these families pained me. The children 
in most of these families had almost become 
western in their culture and traditions. It seemed 
to be natural also as they were born and brought 
up in England. I sincerely felt that the elders of 
these families ought to have put into practice, 
at least in their homes, our native traditions 
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and culture there by facilitating their children 
to observe, learn and practice. Only then the 
children will learn to honour and respect the 
basic culture of our motherland. The Kannada 
Sangha grew in strength during subsequent 
years. 

Generous Kannadiga Konnur 

A religious and generous Kannadiga I was 
introduced to in about a week’s time after 1 
landed in London was Sri Balavanthrao B. 
Konnur. Of course he was the first Kannadiga 
I met in London. It was Sri Ramesh Patel, the 
Honorary Secretary of the Bhavan, who 
introduced him to me. I didn’t know then that 
Sri Patel was doing me a great favour by 
introducing a friend, philosopher and guide. 
Both Mr. Konnur and his wife were from Hubli 
area in Karnataka. Sri Konnur was the Director 
of Cindia Navigation Company owned by Smt. 
Sumathi Morarji. He could speak Marathi, 
Kannada, Sanskrit, Hindi and English 
languages fluently. He had in depth knowledge 
of Vedas, Upanishads, Brahmasutra and 
Bhagavadgeetha. I must reveal what he 
predicted at our very first meeting itself. On 
seeing me he said, “In your planetary 
configuration planet Budha is presently in the 
fifth position. So you will be very successful in 
your assigned duties here in London.” He had 
an amazing knowledge of astrology. He would 
not utter a lie even if it were to serve the purpose 
of a joke. He was an honest and truthful 
person. He would never speak ill of others. 
But his one worry was his only son Suhas who 
he feared, may marry an English girl some day. 


He expressed his fear to me. I suggested that 
he should treat his son like a bosom friend and 
ask him directly whom he would prefer to marry. 
The very next Sunday Sri Konnur phoned me 
and said, “Mathoorji, I thank you heartily for 
your timely suggestion. My son has relieved 
our tension. He has entrusted me the 
responsibility of choosing a suitable bride from 
our own native area in Karnataka and he says 
that she should be a good housewife like his 
mother. Both myself and my wife are extremely 
happy.” 

Consequent on my ulcer operation it 
became imperative for me to live on a restricted 
diet. Everyday at lunch break Sri B.B. Konnur 
would leave his office and join me. We would 
walk to a lunch shop where both of us would 
take a cup of curds along with a cup of mixed 
dry fruits each, mix the dry fruits with the curd 
and eat it leisurely. Mr. Konnur would not allow 
me to pay the bill even for a single day. I remain 
ever indebted to him. Mr. Konnur was so much 
concerned about my health. 

Hours of despair 

Days seemed to be flying but a suitable 
building for the Bhavan could not yet be found. 
We were not in a position even to think of, let 
alone planning, any programmes and activities. 
All the avenues for the progress of the Bhavan 
seemed to have been blocked. I had almost 
become desperate. One morning, with a feeling 
of utter helplessness, I went to meet our Vice- 
chairman Sri Chandrakantha Master. I had 
hoped that he would suggest some ways and 
means for me to meet the exigencies of the 
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Bhavan. I appealed to him, “Master, we must 
do something. It is already more than 8 months 
after I came here and nothing seemed to be 
working. I am hoplessly at a loss to know what 
to do. Please suggest to me how can I go about 
it.” The Master sat there unperturbed casting a 
contemptuous look at me. Taking out a ticket 
from his table-draw he threw it before me and 
said, “Mr. Mathoor, it is an air-ticket for you to 
return to India.” I took it and saw that it was 
an Air India ticket. It was an extraordinary 
surprise for me. As though I did not hear him 
properly I asked, “Master, for whom is this 
ticket?” He said with sternness in his voice, “It’s 
for you. If you want to see your wife and 
children get started immediately.” As I knew 
very well the Master’s weakness for drinking I 
doubted that he might be in an inebriated 
condition though it was just 9.30 in the morning. 
I was very much disappointed and felt very bad. 
But he was not in a position to observe or 
understand my plight. Once again I asked him, 
“Master, are you really telling this to me?” He 
roughly retorted, “Yes, I have said it with all 
seriousness. What did you take it for, then?” ft 
greatly pained me to see our Vice-Chairman 
speak to me so rudely. I pushed the ticket 
towards him and spoke with all seriousness that 
I could command in my voice, “Master, I didn’t 
come here just to return empty handed without 
any achievement to my credit. I have got to 
give fillip to the working of the Bhavan and put 
forth my best efforts to implement its 
programmes. How can you expect me to go 
back and show my pallid face to those eminent 


people who have sent me here with great 
expectations pinned on my ability to perform?” 
By the time I had done up with my emotional 
outburst I was trembling from head to foot. 
Somehow, I managed to come out but 
collapsed on the bench kept outside the room. 
Being unable to withstand the impact of the 
situation I covered my face with my palms and 
began to cry. The people who knew me there 
came running to me and inquired, “Mathoorji, 
what has happened? Why are you so upset?” 
Without being able to answer them I came out 
of the building. Now I was all alone suffering 
the pangs of frustration. Life had almost lost its 
meaning for me. Would a wife welcome her 
husband who fails to accomplish the entrusted 
job and returns with a disconsolate face? Here 
is an anecdote of a coward soldier who ran from 
the battlefield showing his back to the enemy. 
When the soldier reached the outskirts of his 
village his wife was there drawing water from 
the well. She did not feel happy in the least to 
see her husband who had deserted the 
battlefield for fear of life. Instead she confronted 
him with wounded feeling and directed him 
towards the well saying, “You may be tired. Go 
to that well where all the women folk take their 
bath, bathe well and then come to the house.” 
It was a powerful blow to his self-respect and 
without even setting his foot in the village he 
returned to the battlefield, it is said. When such 
are the heroic women folk of our land how can 
I, having been born in that sacred land 
Bharatha, go back to my country with a 
defeated soul and a pallid pace! “ No, No, I 
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don’t, I can’t go back without achieving success. 
I would rather die”, cried out my conscience. 

I was so much depressed as to think of 
nothing else but committing suicide. I knew that 
24 sleeping tablets would do the work silently. I 
collected 24 tablets from 12 drug stores as they 
were stipulated to issue only two sleeping tablets 
to an individual. I went to my room in the 
Y.M.C.A and made necessary preparations for 
my suicide. I did not bolt my room from inside 
and wrote a ‘Suicide note’ stating, ‘extremely 
hurting dissappointment in life has landed me 
in a tragic state of committing suicide. None 
shall be held responsible for my death.’ I signed 
the note and kept it open on the table. I fixed 
the time for my suicide as 12 midnight. I looked 
around my room. It was just 10’ x 10’ room 
having a cot, a table, a chair, an almirah and a 
dustbin. They were all there for a comfortable 
living. But none of these could induce in me 
the desire for living or to revise my decision. 
Everything seemed to be very dull and 
worthless. I did not take either food or water. 
Time was running out and I had made up my 
mind. It was 11.40 and only 20 minutes left. 
Not willing to waste those 20 minutes I took 
out the Ramayana and opened it. Suprisingly I 
saw the caption, ‘Hunuman’s attempt at 
committing suicide’. What a co-incidence! 
Though I had gone through that chapter many 
times trying to feel Hanuman’s despair, once 
again for the last time in my life I gave it a 
cursory glance but somehow my mind was 
engaged in the reconstruction of that scene 
wherein, Hanuman, grieving over his futile 


efforts in his searching for Seetha and visualising 
the resultant death of Rama, Lakshmana and 
Bharatha, decides not to go back so that all of 
them would continue to live in the expectation 
of his return. But just before attempting suicide 
a lightning thought flashed through his mind 
“Before committing suicide I must have 
exhausted all the venues of my search. Have I 
done it? Can’t there be some place left without 
drawing my attention?” On raising his head he 
saw the semblance of a big garden at some 
distance and instantly it struck him that he had 
not looked there for Seetha. With the irresistible 
hope of finding her there in that garden 
Hanuman abandoned his thought of 
committing suicide and flew towards his final 
destination. The garden was Ashokavana and 
Hanuman found Seetha there. 

My reading came to a halt. Have I exhausted 
all avenues? Should I commit suicide! While 
so thinking desperately it was as though I saw 
Dalalji walking across the book! What did this 
signify? The way he walked created in me some 
hope. I saw Hanuman and Dalalji intermittently! 
Did I truly see Hunuman in Dalalji? A lightning 
flash glowed in my mind. Had I requested 
Dalalji? No, hitherto I had not. Why should I 
not request him to be the Chairman of 
Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan? This thought relieved 
me somewhat of the tension that had almost 
pushed me to the brink of suicide. Dalalji’s 
serene expression and kind words paraded 
through my mind. Yes, this would be my last 
effort. If I fail in this also I may as well die 
tomorrow instead of today. With a resolute mind 
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I went to sleep, but throughout the night Dalalji 
occupied my dreams. 

Dalalji consented 

Next morning I telephoned Sri 
Ramakrishnanji and explained the situation. He 
said straightaway, “If Dalai Saheb agrees to 
be the Chairman, Bhavan would be lucky. 
Please go and persuade him”. At 10 a.m. I 
phoned Dalalji for an appointment and went 
to his office at 2.15 p.m. With all humility and 
persuasiveness I requested him to be the 
Chairman of the Bhavan and if he kindly gave 
his consent Sri Ramakrishnanji would send a 
formal letter of request, I said. He did not agree 
to it readily. He felt that he would not be able 
to do justice to the Bhavan’s work in the midst 
of so many other responsibilities and his 
incessant work schedule. I understood his 
dilemma and appealed to him saying that if he 
just agreed to become the Chairman of the 
Bhavan I would assist him to the fullest extent 
possible in carrying out his responsibilities. This 
was a critical moment. Somehow I had to get 
his permission and proceed further. Finally I 
narrated to him what Chandrakanth Master told 
me and how I replied. Further I told him that 
I had approached him as a last resort after 
having had even suicidal thoughts! Dalalji 
listened to me patiently and said, “So be it, 
Mathoorji, I am prepared to be the Chairman 
but only for a year. Let your Head Office send 
me the letter but meanwhile I have to speak to 
our High Commissioner.” (Sri Dalalji was then 
the Civil Aviation Minister in the Indian High 


Commission.) It was for this that I longed and 
it was such a precious moment (Amrutha 
Galige) for the Bhavan. 

New premises 

Within two months after Dalalji agreed to 
become the Chairman, premises on New 
Oxford Street were taken on a lease for five 
years. Dalalji assumed charge of the Bhavan 
in February 1973. 

On 3rd June 1973 activities of the Bhavan 
were formally inaugurated in the leased 
premises. This was a milestone in my life and a 
remarkable achievement in the history of the 
Bhavan. It was a matter of great joy for me. 
The five - storeyed building looked like five 
match boxes placed on top of each other! There 
was neither a big hall on any of the floors nor a 
convenient flat for us to live in. The building 
had no lift. My room was on the fifth floor, so I 
had to come down and go up the staircase for 
anything and everything. The bookshop was 
on the ground floor and it also served as a 
meeting hall, when all the bookshelves were 
pushed back and curtains drawn over them. 
The other three floors had to be put to good use. 

Dalalji, a perfect human being and 
administrator 

Dalalji is an able administrator and an 
efficient executive and it is no exaggeration to 
say that the flow of abundant money into the 
coffers of the Bhavan began after he assumed 
office. Dalalji’s full name is Manek Ardeshir 
Sohrab Dalai. He was born on 24th Sept. 1918 
in a Parsi family which lived in Bombay. He 
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took his M.A. from Trinity Hall, Cambridge and 
joined the Middle Temple in 1945. Dalalji 
opened Air India’s office in London in 1947 
which later became Air India International, our 
National Carrier. 

Dalalji is a gentleman with all humility and 
nobility personified in his dealings with people. 
He has imbibed European culture, manifested 
in his intelligence and wisdom and at the same 
time he has the richness of heart as a natural 
outcome of Indian Culture. His efficiency, 
honesty, far-sightedness and dexterity in tackling 
business affairs and taking wise decisions have 
earned him great respect. Whoever saw that 
smiling yet thoughtful faced tennis player of 
dignified stature would wish to salute him and 
like to have a few words with him. His profound 
knowledge of the world would be felt by anyone 
engaged in conversation with him. Dalalji’s wife, 
Catherine Gertrude Richardson is a perfect 
match to him. Dalalji is a successful 
administrator, formerly M.D of Tata Ltd., 
Director of Air India and Minister of Tourism 
and Air Travel in the Indian High Commission 
in London. Dalalji had the privilege of the 
esteemed friendship of our first Prime Minister 
Jawaharlal Nehru and so many other National 
Leaders since they were visiting London on 
many occasions. He was the Chairman of the 
Indian Y.M.C. A. in London and as a result of it 
he had very good contact with Indians settled 
there. 

Dalalji has in him a rare confluence of all 
that is good in both the east and west though 
he remains an Indian to the core. In his own 


way he is a universal figure. It was our good 
fortune to have him as the Chairman of 
Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan in London. 

My training 

Various cultural activities began with a new 
vigour after Dalalji headed the Bhavan. As 
Chairman the first thing he asked me was to 
get trained in administration. I too felt it was 
necessary. Hitherto I was somehow managing 
the affairs of the Bhavan without any formal 
training. Many training programmes are there 
in Great Britain covering almost every 
requirement and very systematic and purposeful 
training is given. It is their policy that people 
should make proper use of these training 
programmes and serve with dedication. 

I joined training courses in Speech, 
Administration and Acting. The duration of 
administrative training was one year, whereas 
it was six months for the other two. After two 
or three classes in speech training the institute 
refunded my fees saying that there was no need 
of training for me in speech as my language, 
accent, pronunciation and speech delivery 
were all satisfactory. But I continued to attend 
classes in acting and administration. 

A few days after I began attending the 
training classes in acting the Institute returned 
my fee cheque to me and asked whether I could 
spare some time to conduct some training 
classes for the trainees! I felt very happy about 
their proposal and began my work in right 
earnest. But when I had handled just a few 
classes the Institute directed me to participate 
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in Radio plays for the B.B.C and issued a letter 
of recommendation. 

The training in Administration was a little 
tough. While studying and being trained in 
administration on the one side, I underwent the 
practical training on the other side by observing 
and closely following Dalalji’s administrative 
skills and efficiency. Under his able and expert 
guidance I gradually acquired the ability and 
eligibility to work satisfactorily and efficiently. 
This was a very important achievement for me 
because I had promised Dalalji at the time of 
requesting him to become the Chairman of the 
Bhavan that I would not only obey him but also 
work indefatigably as a most loyal and devoted 
servant of the Bhavan. Dalalji still continues to 
be the most distinguished Chairman of the 
Bhavan, working incessantly for its progress 
even though he had given his consent to hold 
the office only for a year. He is matchless in his 
dedication and devotion to work and that has 
endeared him to all who are involved with the 
Bhavan. 

Dalalji had close contact with great western 
leaders, prominent politicians, international 
business magnates and persons in high office. 
In one way or the other he has successfully 
involved most of them in the plans and 
programmes of the Bhavan. Their contribution 
to the all - round development of the Bhavan 
is noteworthy. Some of those great personalities 
were Lord Mount Batten, H.R.H.Prince Charles, 
Lord Stockton, Lord Callaghan, Lord Fenner 
Brockway and Sir Richard Attenborough. The 
former Prime Minister of Great Britain Margaret 


Thatcher who continued for a record period of 
eleven years visited the Bhavan three times 
during her regime. Prince Charles also visited 
the Bhavan twice. Such visits by so many 
dignitaries enhanced the status, prestige and 
fame of the Bhavan. Verily it is no exaggeration 
to say that only because of Dalalji and the 
Executive Committee, Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan 
took its firm root in London amidst the British, 
becoming worthy of their love, affection and 
goodwill. 

Dear readers, it is my humble desire to relate 
to you in detail the successful story of the 
Bhavan’s Centre in London, which has stood 
as an embodiment of our great ancient culture 
and tradition earning the appreciation of all the 
sections of the people there. 

It is said that once the famous American poet 
Robert Frost happened to pass by a beautiful 
garden. While enjoying its beauty he saw 
darkness encompassing it gradually and 
muttering the poem, 

“The woods are lovely, dark and deep. 

But I have promises to keep 
And miles to go before I sleep 
And miles to go before I sleep.” 

He continued on his journey. I too have 
promises to keep and miles to go before I rest. 
Now my duty is to present before you the 
panorama of the growth of the Bhavan 
and I cannot rest till I do it properly to my 
satisfaction. 

Bhavan starts working 

A Working Committee was formed under 
Dalalji’s Chairmanship to give a fillip to the 
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developmental activities along with probing 
different avenues for financial self-sufficiency. 
The only source of income to the Bhavan was 
from the sales of the books in our bookshop 
and I must say that we were getting a fairly good 
income through sales. The publications of the 
Bhavan in India itself numbered 500 to 600. 
The National Book Trust of India also had given 
us their publications for selling. This was my 
main job. I had no assistants to help me. 
Getting up at 5 O’clock in the morning I would 
start my chore with sweeping the place, opening 
the bookshop and then doing so many other 
tasks. Some people voluntarily assisted me in 
the evenings in conducting the various activities. 
My post-supper engagement was to write letters 
to the members and to the Head Office in 
Bombay, informing the progress made and 
problems faced. In addition I had to write 
replies to inquiries made by the people about 
the Bhavan and its activities. After finishing 
the writing work I would type all of them and 
post them. It would be 2-30 in the night and it 
was the time of last postal clearance in London. 
Letters posted before that time would reach the 
addressees the next morning. So I could go to 
sleep only at 3 A.M. but had to get up at the 
stroke of 5! Such was my daily routine! 

Saved from cold 

On a chilly day Mr.Moolji Bhai Nagda, one 
of the Bhavan’s Vice Chairmen came to the 
Bhavan. He was a very influential Gujarathi 
in London. Sometimes the cold weather in 
London would start from October and continue 
up to the end of April! Every house would have 


central heating. But Bhavan had no heaters. 
Mr.Moolji Bhai saw me shivering in the cold 
and asked me, “Why are you suffering like this? 
Where are the heaters?” He looked around 
but found none. I told him, “Sir, we have no 
heaters here and so have to spend our days 
shivering”. Mr.Moolji Bhai was rather disturbed 
and said, ’’Mathoorji, you do not know the 
severity of the intense cold here. You will die 
shivering and shivering if you don’t have 
heaters.” He went round the Bhavan and 
asked, “How many rooms have you here?” I 
said, “Eleven rooms, Sir.” He asked me, “ Find 
out how much would it cost to install two heaters 
in each room and let me know about it soon.” 
I obeyed and did so. Immediately he donated 
that amount and heaters were installed. Thus 
was I saved from the murderous onslaught of 
cold. 

Three big boxes 

It was somewhere around 1974 that Sri 
Kheemji Bhai Nanji Mehta along with his wife 
Sarswathi Behen came to London from East 
Africa. Their arrival was preceded by a letter 
from Bombay Head Office and a phone call 
from Sri Jaisukhlal Hathiji, a Cabinet Minister 
of the Government of India, instructing me to 
take the best care of the couple. Kheemji Bhai 
was 75 and his wife 65 years old. They had 
their own car to move about in London and 
their own engagements to attend to for a few 
days. One day they phoned and asked me to 
meet them at the Airport, as they were about 
to return to Bombay by Air-India. I went there 
and saw three big boxes with them. Air-India 
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would permit only 22 Kgs of luggage to go along 
with each passenger. Extra weight would be 
charged exorbitantly. Kheemjis might have 
been under the impression that Air-India would 
allow some concession or rebate for the people 
of the Bhavan as Mr.Dalalji headed the Air-India 
office in London. Mr.Kheemji told me that only 
two boxes would go along with them and the 
remaining one box to be sent by me to their 
address as ‘Unaccompanied Baggage.’ I 
simply agreed. I did not know then that it would 
cost me a lot depending on its weight. After 
their plane took off I inquired at the luggage 
counter only to be told that it would cost me 52 
pounds, as it had to be sent by a separate plane. 
I was really stunned, as I had no ready cash 
with me. But I could not reveal it, as my contact 
with the Air-India people was not so close. My 
practice was to consult Dalalji before taking 
any decision. But I thought that it would not 
be proper to consult him because it was entirely 
my responsibility. Even supposing that I 
consulted him about this matter he would have 
asked me to pay the charges from Bhavan’s 
account, but where was the money in Bhavan’s 
account? I thought. Neither could I request 
Dalalji to pay from his pocket? I was in a 
predicament. The question, why did Kheemjis 
have to ask me to send that one box as 
‘Unaccompanied Baggage’, bothered me. Of 
course, this would have cost him 250 pounds 
extra to take it with him. Did he intend to save 
on this? But it did not seem pertinent because 
he was a wealthy businessman settled in 
Bombay. No satisfactory answer lighted up my 


mind. Whatever it be I could not come out 
without paying 52 pounds. I had only 70 to 80 
pounds in my personal account. After weighing 
the pros and cons of the situation for almost 
half an hour I handed over my bankcard to the 
officials and arranged to send the box. This 
was a lesson for me. I would not, ever again, 
give word to any one in a hurry without having 
the knowledge of the risks involved in the job. 
I did not even tell Dalalji about this and tend to 
forget it in course of time. 

Collection drive 

One more year passed without witnessing 
any perceptible progress in the condition of the 
Bhavan. We had to strive hard for each and 
every pound. I was feeling utterly helpless and 
desperate. In order to salvage the sinking 
Bhavan, I had to seek the help of some powerful 
and influential hands. So I wrote to Sri 
Jaisukhlal Hathiji and Sri Ramakrishnanji 
requesting them to come over to London as 
early as possible and do something for the 
Bhavan to justify its existence. I was quite 
confident that these people would arrive and 
help the Bhavan to come out of its financial 
crisis. 

Honouring my request both the dignitaries 
arrived in London. Hathiji said, “Mathoorji, 
fix up a taxi. We will go round the whole of 
Britain. Everything will be alright.” So, we 
started on our collection drive. The driver of 
our taxi, an Englishman by name Harry, felt 
honoured as Mr.Hathiji, a Central Minister sat 
by his side. We went round and round for ten 
days and collected 8 to 10 thousand pounds. 
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Wherever we went Gujarathis, Sindhis and 
Punjabis treated us with great respect in 
recognition of Hathiji’s august presence and 
contributed liberally. 

Nobody knows when and through whom 
God would send succour at the hour of crisis. 
One day Hathiji phoned to Delhi to speak to 
Kheemji Bhai, but he too was in London at the 
time. Hathiji asked me to find out where 
Kheemji Bhai was. I remembered his name 
instantly as the ‘Bhai of unaccompanied 
baggage’ and phoned to the place where he 
was put up last time. He was there and talked 
to Hathiji. He gladly permitted us to meet him 
at 3 RM. All the three of us went there and 
were cordially welcomed. Mrs.Saraswathi 
Behen saw me and turning towards Hathiji said, 
“Jaisukhlal Bhai, what a devoted sincere worker 
you have here!! The last time we were here we 
had asked Mathoorji to send our box as 
‘unaccompanied baggage’ and boarded our 
plane. You see, by the time we reached our 
destination the box also had arrived by another 
plane. It is really very good that you have such 
a prompt and efficient person working for the 
Bhavan and undoubtedly the Bhavan will 
prosper and reach great heights.” I was both 
happy and wonder-struck. I thanked God for 
the blessings heaped on me. When the lady 
went inside to bring tea, Hathiji looked at me 
and said, “Mathoorji, did you see how happy 
Saraswathi Behen is? What did you actually 
do?” I replied, “Yes Sir, I noticed her happiness. 
I had to pay 52 pounds from my pocket for the 
baggage to be transmitted.” Hathiji expressed 


his surprise by saying, “Is it so? Did you pay 
and send it? ” When the lady brought the tea, 
Hathiji in continuation of his conversation told 
her, “ Madam, you said that Bhavan will prosper 
but you see, the Bhavan has no funds at all, 
almost impecunious.” 

Hathiji would always lend a humorous 
touch to his conversation, which would ease 
the whole atmosphere and stimulate a hearty 
laugh. He turned to Kheemji Bhai and said, 
“Kheemji Bhai, you see now we are three 
Brahmins and you are a businessman (Vysya). 
Our dharma permits us to beg you for alms. 
What do you say?” All of us including Kheemji 
Bhai laughed at Hathiji’s wit and 
resourcefulness. Evidently Kheemji Bhai 
understood the purpose of our visit and went 
inside. He came out after consulting his wife 
and said, “Jaisukhlal Bhai, we wholeheartedly 
donate 10,000 pounds in our daughter 
Shobhana’s name.” My joy knew no bounds. 
Hathiji turned towards me and said, “You see, 
Mathoorji, your investment of 52 pounds on 
the baggage has earned 10,000 pounds for the 
Bhavan. All credit to you.” In a low voice I 
told, “Hathiji, I can’t take credit for this 
munificence. They might have thought that I 
had good contact with Air-India and arranged 
to send their baggage. It was that simple. Any 
way, today we are amply rewarded.” I got up 
and touched Hathiji’s feet in reverence and said, 
“Sir, if you were not here today, Vidya Bhavan 
would have sunk. You have really salvaged 
it.” My words of gratitude were followed by 
tears of joy. Hathiji took me into his arms and 
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pacified me saying,’’Don’t worry, Mathoorji, 
everything will be all right.” 

Bhavan’s T reasurer 

Kheemji Bhai had gone in to bring the 
cheque. I made good use of this intermission 
and said, “Hathiji, please listen to me. Kheemji 
Bhai’s son-in-law Mr.Kishore Devani is a 
Chartered Accountant here. He is intelligent, 
efficient and a man of integrity. We need a 
good treasurer for the Bhavan. Can’t we enroll 
him into the Bhavan’s Committee and make 
him a treasurer?” Hathiji was impressed and 
said, “Is that so? Then let us give a try.” 
Kheemji Bhai came in and handed over the 
cheque to Hathiji. Hathiji thanked him 
profusely and said, “ Kheemji Bhai it is very 
kind of you to donate so liberally. Now I have 
one other demand. We need a suitable person 
to be appointed as Treasurer of the Bhavan and 
we have in our mind your son-in-law 
Mr.Kishore Devani. What would you say?” I 
strongly felt that I should have taken a camera 
with me so that I could have taken a snap of 
Kheemji Bhai laughing loudly expressing his 
willingness for his son-in-law to become the 
treasurer. Needless to say, Sri Kish ore Devani 
joined the Bhavan. He still continues to be in 
the post even after rendering dedicated service 
for more than 25 years. 

Sometimes Mr. Devani would say jocularly 
“Mathoorji you have bound me to the Bhavan” 
and laugh at his own remark. Bhavan is greatly 
indebted to him for his selfless services. He 
has brought in not only donors to the Bhavan 
but also has enlisted the services of his 


acquaintances and customers. He continues 
to do this even today. I feel glad in remembering 
those days in London. Mr.Kishore Devani used 
to attend to his work in the Bhavan every 
Saturday and invariably he would visit us in 
the adjoining house. ‘Lakshmiji, I have come 
to eat your dosai’ he would say affectionately 
and eat contentedly whatever was offered to 
him. 

Sri Navneeth Dholakia was a senior level 
officer in the office of the Commissioner for 
Racial Equality. When Hathiji, 
Ramakrishnanji and myself approached him, 
he unhesitatingly recommended for a grant of 
11,400 pounds, from CRE - the very first huge 
grant we received. 

When Kheemji Bhai died I conducted the 
condolence ceremonies and related rites as 
prescribed in our ancient tradition. On this 
sorrowful occasion also the family donated 
3,000 pounds to the Bhavan. 

M.P. Shah Library 

Meghraj Pethraj Shah, a big businessman 
and a great philanthropist became a pillar of 
strength to the London Bhavan by becoming 
its First life member. His worthy sons Ananth 
Shah and Vineeth Shah voluntarily contributed 
a substantial sum of 12500 pounds for opening 
a Library in their father's name. When the 
house-warming ceremony of the leased 
building was conducted it was Mrs. Ananth 
Shah who carried the auspicious 'Kalasha' into 
the building as a mark of Indian tradition and 
culture. 



MATHOOR IN BRITAIN 


291 


During 1973-74, Bhavan Centre located at 
New Oxford Street opened M.RShah Library. 
Though the stock of books was limited there 
were very valuable books on Hindu Religion, 
Vedas and Upanishads, Dvaita, Advaita and 
Visishtadvaita Philosophies. These books 
served as excellent guides for those who were 
interested in research work. 

Prof. Burke 

One morning while engaged in my office 
work I happened to see an elderly foreigner 
aged around 65 years enter. Such were his 
radiating face and shining eyes that my hands 
were involuntarily folded in reverence to him. 
He was Prof. Burke, a very learned man from 
Germany. That he had read all the Max Muller’s 
works on the vedas and Bal Gangadhara 
Tilak’s ‘Geetha Rahasya’ was ample proof of 
the depth of his interest and enormous 
knowledge he had acquired. He had come all 
the way from Germany to study and make 
relevant notes from the best books available in 
our library. I readily made available all possible 
facilities for him to carry on his studies. I 
expressed my joy in welcoming such a great 
scholar of our Vedic literature to the Bhavan. 
It was really not a matter of small wonder that 
a professor from Hitler’s country had chosen 
Bhavan’s library for his in depth studies of 
Indian philosophy and Vedic culture. He had 
rented a room nearby for his stay. 

Everyday Prof. Burke would arrive by 9°’ 
clock in the morning, wish me good morning 
and go up to the library. In the afternoon he 
would have some toast or sandwiches and 


continue his studies till 6 in the evening. He 
would then come down, say good night, and 
leave for his room. The Professor was very 
thrifty in his conversation. But once when he 
was a bit eloquent he told me, ‘Even when I 
was young I had sworn that I would always 
speak the truth and abandon for life smoking, 
drinking, gambling and womanising.’ I was 
taken aback as though it was unbelievable. I 
spoke almost in disbelief ‘Is this true? Have you 
really kept up this vow without any break?’ He 
replied affirmatively, ‘Oh! Touchwood, yes, I 
have kept up my oath even to this day.’ My 
respect and regard for Prof. Burke multiplied. 

Occasionally I used to invite Prof. Burke to 
my house. He would come and eat very little 
but say ‘ See today I ate so much.’ This went 
on for three months. He did not miss his studies 
even for a single day. Very rarely do we come 
across such a great person of unswerving 
interest, devotion and attention in his work. Two 
days prior to his departure he gave a cheque 
for 151 pounds and said, ‘This is my little 
contribution to the Bhavan. Everything must 
come to an end, you know, I won’t come here 
again.’ I invited him to dine with us the next 
night. He was pleased and with folded hands 
he gave his consent. He came to my house and 
ate with pleasure whatever little we served. He 
told my wife ‘ I heartily thank both of you for 
your kind hospitality. I am greatly benefitted 
by your library.’ We presented him a beautiful 
idol of Krishna as a memento. He held it 
pressing to his chest with reverence and said ‘ 
I will keep this great and perfect man always 
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with me and I will never forget you.’ Then I 
made bold to ask him ‘ Professor, please permit 
me to put a question to you.’ He said,’ By all 
means you are free to ask your question.’ I said, 
‘All these years you have been studying 
voluminously about our Vedas and Hindu 
Religion, you have read the Bible and books 
on other prominent religions. Having acquired 
and explored this vast knowledge of scriptures 
and religions of the world through books and 
personal experiences, how would you like to 
sum up and put it in a definitive and conclusive 
form?’ It was my genuine intention and curiosity 
to know the quintessence of all his knowledge 
and experience. Soon after I put my question 
he sat still in a meditating posture for 2 or 3 
minutes. I told my wife ‘You see his meditating 
posture and his radiant face. Our great sages 
Vasishta, Vyasa, Agastya, Gouthama and 
others must have had radiant faces like this by 
virtue of their tapas. Isn’t it?’ She simply 
whispered, ‘Yes, Yes, must be so!’ Prof. Burke 
opened his eyes and said: ‘Mathoorji, I have 
arrived at the conclusion that for all the 
problems of the whole world the one and the 
only answer is Advaita which has been so very 
well expounded by Lord Krishna in 
Bhagavadgeethe.’ I felt as though I heard it from 
Geethacharya Srikrishna himself. Even now 
whenever I think of that situation I simply get 
thrilled. I consider myself very fortunate in 
getting an opportunity to interact with Prof. 
Burke. 

While writing about Prof. Burke 
automatically the name of that great German 


mega scholar of world repute comes to my 
mind. That colossus of the Vedic lore is none 
other than Max Muller. We have here in 
Bangalore a Max Muller Bhavan, which stands 
in honour of that gaint Vedic scholar. In 
Karnataka he is very reverentially and 
affectionatly addressed as ‘Mokshamularu’ 
(origin of salvation). It is said that he never 
visited India in his life time but had acquired 
immense knowledge of Sanskrit literature and 
especially of the Vedas of which he was an 
undisputed authority of world renown. In the 
book titled ‘Talks with Swami Vivekananda’ 
there is a chapter in which it is stated that, a 
disciple had been studying Sayana’s 
commentary on Rig-Veda. While explaining the 
arguments of Sayana to establish the eternity 
of the vedas, Swamiji raised the topic about 
Max Muller and continued thus: My impression 
is that it is Sayana who is born again as Max 
Muller to revive his own commentary on the 
Vedas. I have had this notion for long. It 
became confirmed in my mind, it seems, after I 
had seen Max Muller. Even here in this country, 
you don’t find a scholar so persevering and so 
firmly grounded in the Vedas and Vedantha. 
Over and above this, what a deep, 
unfathomable respect for Sri Ramakrishna! Do 
you know, he believes in his Divine Incarnation! 
And what gteat hospitality towards me when I 
was his guest! Seeing the old man and his lady, 
it seemed to me that they were living like 
another Vasishtha and Arundhati! At the time 
of parting with me, tears came into the eyes of 
the old man. 
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Disciple: But, Sir, if Sayana himself bacame 
Max Muller then why was he born as a 
‘mlechchha’ instead of being born in the sacred 
land of India? 

Swamiji: The feeling and the distinction that 
I am Aryan and the other is a ‘mlechchha’, 
come from ignorance. But what are 
Varnashrama and caste divisions to one who is 
the commentator of the Vedas, the shining 
embodiment of Knowledge? To him they are 
wholly meaningless, and he can assume human 
birth wherever he likes for doing good to 
mankind. Specially, if he did not choose to be 
born in a land which excelled both in learning 
and wealth, where would he secure the large 
expenses for publishing such stupendous 
volumes? Didn’t you hear that the East India 
Company paid nine lakhs of rupees in cash to 
have the Rig-Veda published? Even this money 
was not enough. Hundreds of Vedic Pandits 
had to be employed in this country on monthly 
stipends. Has anybody seen in this age here, 
in this country such profound yearning for 
Knowledge, such prodigious investment of 
money for the sake of light and learning? Max 
Muller himself has written it in his preface, that 
for 25 years he prepared only the manuscripts. 
Then the printing took another 20 years. It is 
not possible for an ordinary man to drudge for 
45 years of his life with one publication. Just 
think of it! Is it an idle fancy of mine to say he 
is Sayana himself ? 

Promoting programmes for funds 

We were constrained to collect funds in 
order to run the Bhavan as well as to conduct 


all the cultural activities. We decided to go 
about it in two ways. The first one was to 
request for individual donations. The other way 
was to ‘Sell our messages’ meaning to fix a 
price for the exhibition of our cultural 
programmes and collecting money. Bhavan’s 
name was well- known to both British and 
Indian people and there was no dearth of 
artistes from India. We contacted some artistes 
who were experts in their fields and requested 
them to give benefit performances in aid of the 
Bhavan. Many of them gave their consent 
happily. Sri B.K.S. Iyengar from Karnataka 
was the first person to come forward. He gave 
his best performances in Yoga. Sri Iyengar runs 
a very big yoga centre in Pune in India. In Great 
Britain his yoga schools number about 250. In 
all these schools there are about 150 to 200 
students each. Sri Iyengar is a highly disciplined 
taskmaster. Apart from that he is a great 
admirer of the Bhavan. His very first show 
evoked a very good response in London. We 
were able to collect 2200 pounds. All the 
Members of the Committee and many other 
British people participated in the programme 
thereby supporting our cause. 

Sri B.K.S. Iyenger did me a great favour by 
introducing to me two of his best students from 
among many of them who had attended his 
show at the Bhavan. They were Smt. Silva 
Mehta and Miss Silvia Presscot. Sri Iyengar said 
“Mathoorji, both these ladies are service- 
minded and if need be you are free to make 
use of their services to the Bhavan.” At a time 
when I was overburdened with the work of the 
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Bhavan these two ladies shared my burden and 
helped me to a great extent without expecting 
anything in return, of course, except love and 
honour. 

For our next programme we had 
approached the world famous 
Bharathanatyam exponent Smt. Yamini 
Krishnamurthy. She came to London and gave 
successful performances in London, 
Birmingham, Leister, Manchester and 
Edinburgh. Her father Mr Krishnamurthy took 
the initiative of introducing every piece of 
performance to the audience. Where even a 
sum of 2500 pounds was not adequate 
remuneration for a single performance of Smt. 
Yamini, she gracefully accepted a paltry sum 
of only 75 pounds from us. We were able to 
collect six to seven thousand pounds for the 
Bhavan from Yamini’s program. 

Many well-known artistes well versed in 
music, dance and drama had come from India 
to give programmes but the only exception 
being the great vocalist Sri Semmangudi 
Srinivasa Iyer. It was being said that his father 
whilst on his death bed had made him promise 
that he would not cross the seas and go to any 
foreign country. Normally artistes nurse the 
desire of flying to foreign countries to show off 
their talents and earn both money and fame. It 
was Bhavan’s well considered intention to offer 
opportunities for artistes to present a salient 
feature of Indian culture through their 
performances before the foreigners and earn 
their appreciation. The Bhavan in London 
proudly takes the credit for having provided a 


platform for budding artistes like Mandolin 
Srinivas, Flautist Shashank, Vocalist Sudha 
Raghunathan and others to perform for the first 
time. 

The remarkable progress of the Bhavan in 
London acted as a catalyst in the improvement 
of its rapport with the Head Office in Bombay. 
Whenever we forwarded our request to send 
artistes of our choice to London the Head Office 
would unhesitatingly arrange to send them. 

World - famous Violinist Yehudi Menuhin 
was the first chairman of the Bhavan in London. 
He had given his consent to be the chairman 
in name only and had stipulated that he would 
not attend any meeting of the Bhavan 
whatsoever. But a memorable grand music 
concert had been arranged in aid of the Bhavan 
with his participation. It was a harmonious 
musical ensemble of violin by Menuhin, vocal 
by Smt. Lakshmi Shankar and Sarangi by 
Ramanarayan. All the three were highly 
acclaimed maestros in their unique systems. 
The blend of their music created a divine 
musical atmosphere in the Westminster Hall 
where the concert had been arranged. 
Menuhin’s wife was there in person to enjoy 
and appreciate the concert. 

World famous sitar exponent Pandith 
Ravishankar also gave a concert. On the day 
of his concert I had arranged for a car to bring 
Ravishankar at the appointed hour and 
informed him about it over the phone. He said, 
“You see Mathoorji, I am giving a concert in 
aid of the Bhavan. Don’t send me a taxi. I will 
come there on my own.” Sri Ravishankar did 
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not allow us to incur any expenditure on his 
concert, not even payment to his accompanists. 
Since then Pandithji has given several benefit 
concerts for the Bhavan. His association is 
something very special to London Bhavan. 

In 1980, ‘Melody Queen’ Lata Mangeshkar 
gave a historical grand programme in London’s 
Royal Albert Hall and she donated 10,000 
pounds to the Bhavan. I always remember these 
great souls for their generosity and concern 
towards the welfare of the Bhavan. 

Smt. M.S.Subbulakshmi’s concerts 

My contact with world famous musician 
Smt. M.S. Subbulakshmi dates back to 1954 
and it was on the occasion of a benefit concert 
for ‘Kasturba Fund.’ Starting from the very first 
day of my contact I have the same reverence 
perceiving in her the incarnation of Goddess 
Saraswathi. It was the most reverend Kanchi 
Paramacharya who blessed the couple Smt. 
M.S. Subbulakshmi and Sri Sadashivam at their 
marriage. Both of them were ardent devotees 
of the Paramacharya. Sri Sadashivam was a 
devoted follower of Gandhiji. In his younger 
days he would carry bundles of Khadi cloth on 
his head and trudge the streets of Bangalore 
and Madras selling it. The couple had great 
reverence for Rajaji. None can surpass the 
record collections donated by Smt. M.S. to 
‘Kasturba and Gandhi Memorial Funds’ 
through her concerts. On 2nd October 1947, 
‘Gandhi Jayanthi’, his last birth day while he 
lived, Gandhiji was very particular about 
listening to the song ‘Hari Tuma Haro’ sung by 
Smt. M.S. On the midnight of 1st Oct. Smt. 


M.S. recorded the song in Madras and the 
same was sent by flight to Gandhiji at Delhi 
on the 2nd morning. Gandhiji felt very happy 
listening to the song and blessed Smt. M.S. 
Subbulakshmi. It was a grand news item for 
the whole of the Nation. Smt. M.S. 
Subbulakshmi gave two concerts at London 
in aid of the Bhavan. One of the Prominent 
Patrons of the Bhavan and Chairman of the 
Art Council Lord Harewood had attended the 
concert. 

Transparency 

London Bhavan, well-known for its 
transparency in all its financial dealings whether 
it were the donations received or collections 
made, had maintained detailed accounts of 
both income and expenditure. We were very 
prompt in paying taxes regularly. Utmost care 
was being taken in all its dealings. Integrity was 
the watchword in the affairs of the Bhavan. As 
such the programmes of the Bhavan presented 
no problems either to the Govt, of India or to 
the Govt, of England. All this made our Bhavan 
in London earn admiration, goodwill and 
honour from our Head office at Bombay as well 
as the British Government. The building of the 
Bhavan at 37, New Oxford Street had a floor 
area of 2200 sqft. With some alterations, the 
Bookshop, Meeting Hall, Small Auditorium and 
the Residential unit for me, all these took shape 
gradually making full use of the available space. 

Mlecchas 

My knowledge of the vedas and epics and 
the experience of having given many lectures 
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and discourses in Bangalore and other places 
in Karnataka helped me prepare myself to give 
discourses on Ramayana, Mahabharatha, 
Bhagavatha, Bhagavadgeetha and Upanishads 
in the Bhavan. I began teaching some hymns 
from the Vedas, Purusha Sukta, Sri sukta and 
Narayana Sukta to the local people. To start 
with I was confronted with an age-old question 
from those people. “You Indians call us 
‘Mlecchas’. It means that we are not eligible to 
learn the Vedas or Upanishads. How are you 
going to reconcile these things?” I told them 
that it was all in the fitness of things in this ever 
changing world. Without any restrictions or 
reservations, anyone could learn anything 
provided, they had genuine interest and time 
to devote. They were convinced and the 
teaching and the learning process continued 
unhindered. 

Funny episode 

For the most part of this narration my 
memory has been my guiding light. So I am 
unable to present the events or incidents in a 
chronological order. Whenever something 
important or humorous comes to my mind in a 
flash I try to narrate it then and there. Here is 
one such humorous incident. Some months 
before my wife joined me in London, a person 
by name Venkatachalam had been sent from 
Bombay to assist me in my work. He was with 
me just for a year and then returned to 
Bombay. In addition to his assigned office 
duties, Venkatachalam would also cook for 
both of us. I did not know even how to light the 
stove properly. Though I was doing the 


Registrar’s work of the Bhavan during the 
daytime I had to do the kitchen cleaner’s job 
in the night after Venkatachalam had his meals. 
This was an understanding between us. He 
knew very well that I knew no cooking. One 
day it so happened that I had to send him to 
the house of the Honorary Treasurer of the 
Bhavan in order to assist in the preparation of 
the Accounts Statement. He had to stay back 
that night in the Treasurer’s house to complete 
the work. 

After the day’s work, I went up to the kitchen 
and searched for something to eat, I found 
nothing. But I was very hungry and had to eat 
something. Somehow I cooked some rice but 
it took the form of porridge. I needed a little 
chutney or curry to mix with it and eat. I thought 
of preparing chutney and immediately phoned 
to Rama Iyers’s house to ask them how to 
prepare it. They obliged. Both Rama Iyer and 
his wife Rajamma were from Tamilnadu but 
were in London for many years. All the 
ingredients were there in sealed packets. I put 
them all in proper proportion into the mixi but 
the water content was a little more than 
required. So the chutney turned out to be very 
dilute. Though I felt very disappointed at its 
dilute form, its combination with the rice 
porridge was nectar to me that night. It 
appeased my hunger as never before in my life. 
And that was the end of my adventure in 
cooking. 

My wife in London Bhavan 

My wife Rajalakshmi came to London two 
years after I went there. Unlike in India no maid- 
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servant was available here. It was all self-help. 
Getting up at 4 am my wife would first sweep 
and clean the area, cook and look after the 
guests and also assist me in the work of the 
Bhavan. She adjusted herself to the restless 
routine work of the Bhavan. Consequent on 
her taking charge of my household, the number 
of guests also increased gradually. 

I thought of starting my discourses on the 
Ramayana in the Bhavan itself as the people 
who frequented the Bhavan were asking for it. 
It was only after my wife joined me that I could 
announce the days and timings of the 
discourses. I fixed the time of the discourses as 
6 pm to 7. 30 pm. I asked my wife to come 
down and sit in the hall exactly at 6 pm. The 
time I so eagerly awaited came but no audience 
arrived. As it had been my long practice, I sat 
on the dais at the exact hour and placing the 
sacred book of the Ramayana before me I sang 
the prayer hymn for three minutes with my eyes 
closed in reverence to Lord Rama. On opening 
my eyes I saw that my wife was the one and 
the only audience sitting before me. Without 
getting disheartened I began my discourse in 
right earnest. Gradually the audience trickled 
in and there were around 60 to 70 by the time 
I wound up the day’s discourse. It never 
happened like this in my later discourses. People 
attended regularly from start to finish showing 
unabated interest and devotion. 

Ashok Priyadarshini and Praful Patel 

The name Ashok Priyadarshini has been 
ringing in my mind compelling me to write 


about the uncommon capacity of his 
stupendous memory in being a ready reckoner 
of the names, surnames, nationality, 
occupations and addresses of many people in 
London with whom I wanted to develop contact 
with a view to bring those people to the Bhavan. 
He was one of the regular audiences to my 
discourses in the Bhavan. I asked him to give 
me the addresses of some of the prominent 
people he knew so that I could meet them. He 
politely refused saying, “Mathoorji, please 
excuse me. I have taken a vow not to divulge 
the names and addresses of the persons 1 have 
with me. Kya karen?” I wondered why such 
vows are taken and so wilfully adhered to 
disregarding even the genuine interests of a 
cultural organisation like the Bhavan. 

Many Gujarathi business magnates had 
migrated to London from Kenya due to 
IdiAmin’s dictatorship and prospered in their 
business. One such Gujarathi I knew was Sri 
Praful Patel. He had become a millionaire in 
just about 10 years in London. An article had 
appeared in ‘London times’ under the caption 
“300 Millionaire Patels.” Gujarathis in London 
generally run kiosks, which include telephone 
booths, corner shops and stationery shops. Sri 
Praful Patel was in the forefront working for the 
promotion of the welfare of the Gujarathis. 
Somehow he had developed a special liking 
for me and I am glad to say that it has continued 
even to this day. 

Sri Manjeshwar 

Among the families from Karnataka settled 
in London special mention must be made of 
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Sri Manjeshwar family. I was very close to that 
family. Sri Manjeshwar had come to London 
as one of the staff members of the Indian High 
Commission when Smt. Vijayalakshmi Pandith 
assumed office as High Commissioner and 
settled there permanently. He was a lover of 
books and spent much of his leisure hours in 
reading. He would not miss attending to 
discourses in the Bhavan on both Saturdays 
and Sundays. He would always have a 
cheeerful countenance. His wife Smt. Savithri 
was a good singer. Both of them were 
conversant with Kannada. Their mother tongue 
was Konkani. The house - warming ceremony 
of their newly acquired house was the first 
function I was invited to after I got acquainted 
with the family. Their only son was deaf by 
birth and the girl he married was also deaf by 
birth. But Sri Manjeshwar and his wife did 
not seem to be worried at all. After some time 
a child was born to the deaf couple. While 
breaking the news of the birth of their grand¬ 
child Sri Manjeshwar laughed and said, 
“Mathoorji, the doctor had opined that the child 
born to the deaf couple need not necessarily 
be deaf and I too had a distant hope that my 
grandchild would not be deaf. But, you see, 
the child is also born deaf and that’s how God 
has willed it.” Before he put down the receiver 
he once again laughed and invited me to see 
the child. There was neither disappointment nor 
despair in his voice. I was anxious and curious 
to know how he could be so calm and 
controlled. I asked him,”Mr Manjeshwar, how 
is it that you have taken such a serious matter 


so very lightly and calmly and speak as though 
everything is quite normal?” His reply was an 
eye-opener. He said, “You see Mathoorji, 
complaining and requesting for some relief had 
been an integral part of our daily prayer to God. 
‘Why should He particularly make us the target 
of suffering’ was our grievance. Both myself 
and my wife had continued to let out sighs of 
sorrow before Him until one fine morning a 
bit of enlightenment dawned on us whereby 
we questioned ourselves - why should God 
spare us from difficulties when so many fellow 
beings are suffering from greater pains? When 
He has granted us a more comfortable life than 
so many others, isn’t it foolishness on our part 
to complain as though He is responsible for all 
our miseries? And who are we to question Him? 
From that day onwards we just pray without 
demanding anything from Him and feel fully 
relieved of all our miseries. That’s how I have 
learnt to laugh in the face of any misery.” 1 
was really thrilled at his explanation. Sri 
Manjeshwar spent his last years in an ashram 
in India and died at the age of 86. 

Sri G.D. Birla’s generous offer 

The lease period of the building on New 
Oxford Street was coming to a close. One fine 
day the great Birla family head Sri G.D. Birla 
and his nephew Madhav Prasad Birla visited 
the Bhavan. We felt honoured to extend a 
cordial welcome to the most distinguished 
guests. The founder of the Bhavan Sri K. M. 
Munshiji had very intimate personal contact 
with Sri G.D Birla who used to contribute 
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generously to the development of the Bhavan. 
He appreciated the programmes and activities 
of the Bhavan. Our chairman Dalalji was one 
of those closest to Sri G.D Birla and the Birlas 
always preferred to travel by Air India. The 
London office of Air India was headed by Dalalji 
and the Birlas were conversant with his efficient 
administrative ability. It was but natural for the 
Birlas to wish all the best for the Bhavan under 
the able guidance of Dalalji. After going round 
the Bhavan it seemed that Sri G.D Birla felt the 
necessity of a big building for the Bhavan to 
accommodate all the activities, administrative 
requirements and housing facilities. He simply 
said, “Look for a convenient big building. I 
will bear all the expenses of purchasing the 
building but whatever the building costs, you 
must collect that much of the amount and 
deposit it in the name of the Bhavan to make 
the Bhavan financially secure and to take up 
further developmental activities.” Turning 
towards his nephew he said, ‘Madhav, intezam 
karna’ (do whatever is needed). Even today I 
feel as though his words are echoing in my ears. 
Undoubtedly it is a memorable day in the 
history of the Bhavan. 

Booking office 

After I landed in London it became 
imperative for me to learn more and more about 
the habits, customs and so many other things 
pertaining to the everyday life of the people 
there. This incident may interest you also. 
There was a building very near to our Bhavan 
bearing the nameplate ‘Booking Office’. I 
misunderstood it to be a ‘Book Binding Shop’ 


and took some books and manuscripts to get 
them bound. On entering the building I saw 
pictures of horses on the walls of the Office. 
Two people stood there smoking. I asked them, 
‘Good Morning, what is this office meant for?’ 
They looked at my dress and the books and 
papers I held with wonder and said, ‘ This is a 
Betting Office for Racing. ’ I really felt very bad 
and came out immediately, with the fear lurking 
in my mind that if somebody should see me 
here what would they think of me and if I 
happen to approach them for a donation would 
they entertain my request?’ I became nervous. 
A Few days after this incident, I narrated it in 
the monthly executive committee meeting and 
all the members including the Chairman had a 
hearty laugh. 

Donation from an anonymous person 

Integrity, discipline and dedication are 
landmarks in the day to day life of the British 
people. One day both my wife and myself were 
invited by one of our well- wishers to their house 
for dinner. We must have walked a few steps 
when we chanced to observe a folded strip of 
paper on the pavement. I took it up and saw 
that there were four currency notes of 20 
pounds each. I looked around but found none 
to claim it. I doubted from the way the notes 
were folded that the money loser might be one 
of the masons working nearby. But it was not 
so. We were worried about the suffering of the 
loser. We thought it better to approach the 
police and went to the nearby police station. 
The inspector saluted us and asked us to feel 
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comfortable in our seats. I told him about how 
we came in possession of the money and 
handed it over to him. He told us, ‘y° u see. till 
now no one has given a complaint about this 
lost money. You can leave it here now. There 
is a stipulated period of 21 days for the 
claimants to submit their claim. We will wait 
and see. If no one turns up you will be informed 
over the phone. Then you have got to come 
here once again and take back the money.’ He 
issued a receipt for the money and we came 
out after thanking him. 

About 20 days later, when I had almost 
forgotten about it in the midst of work pressure, 
I received a letter from the Police Station asking 
us to go in person to take back the money as 
no claimants had approached the police. ‘Is 
this ever possible? Can there be such a 
wonderful system and people of such integrity?’ 
I wondered. I went to the Police Station 
immediately. The inspector recognised me and 
handed over the cover containing the money. 
I asked him, ‘What shall I do with this money?’ 
He said, ‘You keep it or else donate it to some 
organisation’. Then I told the inspector that 
the money would go into the coffers of the 
Bhavan as donated by an anonymous person. 
Sometime later I came to know that in many 
places of the city Government had opened ‘Lost 
and Found’ offices’. Any article or money found 
without a claimant would be handed over to a 
nearby office. The loser could go there and 
claim it. Once I had left my diary in a telephone 
booth. One or two weeks later a phone call 
directed me to receive the diary from one such 


office. Even now I think, ‘How good would it 
be to have this system in our country.’ 

Bundle on my shoulders 

I was not in a position to purchase a vehicle 
though I was in London for some years. My 
only aim then was to establish the Bhavan on 
a firm base of self-sufficiency. Two years had 
passed under Dalalji’s Chairmanship. Every 
month our Head Office in Bombay would send 
a bundle of bi-weekly Bhavan’s Journals by Air- 
India. It was my responsibility to get the bundle 
from Air-India office and bring it to the Bhavan. 
On one such occasion I was carrying the bundle 
weighing about 22 kgs on my shoulders while 
walking the whole distance. It was really a bit 
difficult for me to carry the bundle all the way. 
In order to get some respite for a few minutes I 
would place it on the dustbins kept at regular 
intervals by the roadside. One day perchance 
Dalalji was passing that way in his car. He saw 
me and sounded the horn. I too noticed his 
car and put down the bundle on one of the 
dustbins. Dalalji stopped his car and got down. 
He was very angry on seeing me exhausted and 
perspiring profusely. I stood looking at him 
while wiping my face. Barring this one situation 
I had never seen him becoming angry under 
any circumstances. He was very much pained 
to see me carrying the bundle like I did. He 
objected saying, ‘Mathoorji, what is this? What 
are you doing? Is this the way to do such things? 
Why did you not take some assistance? No, 
no, please get into the car along with the 
bundle.’ I simply obeyed his bidding. He drove 
his car to the Bhavan and after I got down he 



MATHOOR IN BRITAIN 


301 


gave a final warning to me saying, ‘Mathoorji, 
this should be the end of it and not to be 
repeated, pray, I hope you understand it.’ Yes, 
I really understood his concern for his people 
and shook my head with gratitude indicating 
that I would not dare repeat my adventure. 

Mathoorji and Maathoorji 

Ever since I began writing my name I wrote 
it as M.R.Krishna Murthy, M for Mathoor- my 
place of birth and R for Ramakrishnaiah, my 
father. As a journalist in Bangalore, I used to 
write for the daily newspaper ‘Tayinadu’ and 
the monthly magazine ‘Jeevana’ under the 
same name. ‘Jeevana’ was owned and edited 
by the genius literary giant Sri Masti Venkatesha 
Iyengar who was a repository of Kannada 
literature with special reference to his short 
stories. He would always read the stories 
personally and select good stories, which would 
ignite the curiosity of the reader and inculcate 
moral values. Sri Subrahmanya Bharathiyar 
of Tamil Nadu had been writing a novel but 
died halfway. Masti was following it with great 
interest. He asked me to translate it into 
Kannada though he knew that it was 
incomplete. The story of the novel had been 
woven with gripping suspense around India’s 
struggle for freedom. When I took the first 
instalment of my translation to Masti he 
observed my name and asked, “Mathoor is 
your native place, isn’t it?” I said, “Yes, sir”, 
“Well then, let your name be Mathoor 
Krishnamurthy here afterwards,” he said. From 
then on Mathoor got the better of me and 
earned the place of prominence in my name. 


Masti had also instructed me to spell it as 
‘MATHOORU’. 

During the first one or two years of my stay 
in London 1 came into contact with mostly 
North Indians. I did not know the exact 
population of either the South Indians as a 
whole or the Kannadigas in particular. The 
Kannadigas I knew were very much conversant 
with the pronunciation of the name of my village 
but nobody else could pronounce it properly. 
The North Indians pronounced it as ‘Maathoor’ 
as there were innumerable Maathoors among 
the Kayastha sect of their region. All my efforts 
to correct their pronunciation were in vain. 
They not only pronounced it as Maathoor but 
also suffixed it with ‘ji’ and began addressing 
me very affectionately as ‘Maathoorji’. As a 
consequence of all these exercises I omitted the 
‘U’ in MATHOORU and left for the people’s 
choice to address me as they preferred either 
as ‘MATHOORJI’ or ‘MAATHOORJI’. But 
some of the South Indian Brahmins thought it 
improbable to address a man of their own origin 
as ‘Maathoorji’ and a few of them even 
questioned me about it. 

Sri B.K.Nehru, nephew of Sri Jawaharlal 
Nehru was the Indian High Commissioner in 
London. He visited the Bhavan once and 
Dalalji introduced me to him saying, “Sir, he 
is Mr.Maathoor Krishna Murthy, our ‘Executive 
Director’.” I recited Vedic hymns as part of 
our traditional welcome. Hearing my recital 
he was very quick and sharp in identifying my 
nativity as a South Indian Brahmin. He 
said,’You see Mr.Manek, neither Maathoor can 
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become Krishna Murthy nor Krishna Murthy 
can become Maathoor, both are incompatible. 
How has this happened?’ Dalalji did not know 
the answer and so he directed the question to 
me. I explained to them in detail how I came 
to be called as ‘Maathoorji’. Sri B.K.Nehru 
further asked me, ‘Why did you not explain to 
the people and ask them to pronounce your 
name correctly?’ I told him, ‘ Sir, I have found 
both psychological and financial advantage in 
this confusion over my name. Whenever I 
approach Indians for contribution or donation 
if I introduce myself as Mathooru southerners 
take me to be one of their class and contribute 
liberally and if I say Maathoor the northerners 
oblige me with a sense of belonging!’ Sri 
B.K.Nehru had a hearty laugh and said, ‘ You 
are a witty and resourceful person. Very good, 
guard your secret and continue to serve the 
Bhavan.’ As most of the people lovingly and 
affectionately addressed me as Maathoorji it 
became easy for me to identify myself as one 
among them and live there for more than 23 
years devoting my life to the service of the 
Bhavan. If we always feel like outsiders in a 
foreign country we are sure to become 
desperate and miserably fail to achieve what is 
expected of us. It is my indisputable conviction 
that the love, affection and faith reposed in me 
by the people of U.K. strengthened me in all 
respects to serve the Bhavan for so many years. 

Driving Licence 

Though I had learnt driving in Bangalore 
itself I was constrained to join a Driving School 
in London to get the driving licence. There the 


traffic rules are very strictly adhered to by the 
citizens. They respect the pedestrians so much 
that no sooner a pedestrian sets foot on the 
zebra crossing than the vehicular traffic gives 
way and only after the pedestrians cross the 
road does the traffic move again. But here in 
our country we take pride in flouting the traffic 
rules and that is why road accidents are so 
rampant. Anyway 1 don’t mean to repudiate 
our traffic system. I feel that our people should 
try to inculcate in themselves perfect traffic 
sense. 

I cannot but narrate my own nightmarish 
experiences of having become a victim of three 
accidents in two years in Bangalore. The 
Director General of the Bhavan Sri Rama 
Krishnan had made it imperative for me to 
continue in the service of the Bhavan at 
Bangalore Centre soon after my return from 
England on 2nd April 1995. Retired Chief 
Justice of the Supreme Court Sri 
E.S.Venkataramaiah became the Chairman of 
the Bangalore Bhavan. As Executive Director 
of the Bhavan I had to move about in Bangalore 
very frequently but I had no vehicle of my own. 
So I bought a two wheeler Kinetic Honda. The 
first accident occurred when an autorikshaw 
dashed against my vehicle but nothing serious 
happened. The second accident was caused by 
a city bus when both myself and Gamaka 
Vidwan Hosahalli Keshava Murthy were going 
to the studio for recording a programme. Both 
of us fell down but God saved our lives. The 
third one occurred when I was going via 
Sadashivanagara to the Bhavan. On the way I 
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stopped my vehicle just before the Zebra 
Crossing opposite the bus stand on Bellary 
Road because 3 or 4 people were still on the 
move to cross the road. A speeding car hit me 
from behind and it was only at the Wockhardt 
Hospital that I came to my senses and opened 
the eyes. The expert first aid given to me by 
my well - wisher and friend Dr.Sateesh saved 
my life. 

Digression holds sway in my narration. Dear 
readers, kindly bear with me. Now I go back to 
my driving school in London. I had to pass the 
driving test but the examiner would not allow 
me to pass. For my part I was quite convinced 
that I was driving the car very well taking all 
the necessary precautions and following all the 
Traffic Rules. Still I failed twice. I had felt a bit 
depressed and was unable to make out the 
lapses, if any, on my part. I had to take the test 
for the third time and there were still 5 or 6 
days time. Meanwhile I phoned to 
Dr.Vijayalakshmi, a Mangalorean settled in 
London with a successful career in medicine. 
In the course of our conversation I told her 
about my failure in the driving tests. She spoke 
with puzzled wonder, “Mathoorji, how can a 
man of your nature ever fail in the test? You 
seek perfection in whatever job you undertake. 
It sounds most improbable to me. Anyway on 
the spur of this moment I would like to ask you 
about one thing. While driving do you look at 
the rear-view mirror often and often?” I 
answered, “Not so often, doctor. I look at it only 
now and then.” Immediately she concluded and 
said, ‘That is why you have been failing in the 


test. The crux of your problem perhaps lies in 
this one point. Mathoorji, while driving for the 
test you must see the rear-view mirror once in 
every 8 to 10 seconds. You should not neglect 
it.” It sounded almost like a challenge to me. I 
took the driving test for the third time. By way 
of repeating the chanting of Gayathri Mantra I 
kept count of every 10 seconds and looked into 
the rear-view mirror of my car accordingly. I 
continued this chanting exercise while driving 
for about 15 minutes. The test was over and 
the examiner looked at me in appreciation and 
smiled. Even before I got down from the car 
he declared my result as ‘Pass’. I felt extremely 
happy and full of gratitude to Dr.Vijayalakshmi 
for her timely suggestion. 

Son of a Barber 

Lord Thomson of Fleet was one of the very 
famous personalities of Britain. He would 
always identify himself as ‘the son of a barber’. 
He was very poor and failed to secure a job in 
his native country Canada due to some defect 
in his eyesight. He loved and respected his 
widowed mother. He had sworn before her that 
he would become a millionaire by the time he 
was sixty. He migrated to London. Beginning 
his career as a newspaper boy, he had risen to 
become a Member of the House of Lords by 
the time he was just 45. He owned the “London 
Times” together with 122 news agencies. The 
famous Thomson Press of New Delhi was 
owned by Sri Arun Puri and he was introduced 
to me by the Chairman of Vijaya Bank, Sri 
Sundararama Setty. The Bhavan had 
contacted Lord Thomson through Sri Sundara 
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Rama Setty and it was Lord Thomson who 
certified the bonafides of the Bhavan fecilitating 
the opening of its account in one of the London 
banks. I must tell you here that it was Lord 
Thomson who lit the lamp to declare open the 
Bhavan’s one room office at 35, Great Russel 
Street. Metaphorically speaking it turned out to 
be the guiding light of the Bhavan. Incidentally 
Lord Thomson became the Patron of the 
Bhavan and took great interest in its progress 
and programmes. He visited the Bhavan twice 
when it was working in building number 37, 
New Oxford Street. He arranged my interview 
for the ‘The Sunday Times’ and gave it wide 
publicity through all his papers and news 
agencies in Canada, America, Hong Kong and 
India. The activities of the Bhavan increased 
at a quicker pace and got due publicity. Even 
people living on the outskirts of London began 
to tell us happily that they were getting 
acquainted with the Bhavan through the 
newspapers. As a direct result of this publicity 
Sri Ravi Tikkoo contributed 5,000 pounds to 
the Bhavan when it was running short of funds. 

Grants from Karnataka 

Most of the ministers of the Govt, of India 
were familiar with the functions and 
programmes of the Bharathiya Vidya Bhavan 
in general and the London centre in particular. 
This helped us to get some grants from the Govt, 
of India, but it was not up to our expectation. 
The chief Minister of Karnataka, Sri 
Ramakrishna Hegde was kind enough to 
sanction some grants to the London centre in 


recognition of both its exemplary performance 
and the dedicated services being rendered by 
Kannadigas. We utilised part of the grants to 
furnish a room in the Bhavan and called it 
‘Karnataka Bhavan’. I still remember with pride 
that it was Dr. John Marr, a learned 
musicologist and the most honourable member 
of the Bhavan’s committee who took personal 
interest in etching the name ‘Karnataka Bhavan’ 
on a plate and put it on the wall. It had been 
designated as a guest room and especially 
reserved for dignitaries from India. 

Dr. John Marr 

Sponsored by Miss Jenin Miller, Nanda did 
his Ph.D. in London. Dr. John Marr a famed 
indologist working at the School of Oriental 
African Studies, University of London was his 
guide. Dr. John knows much about India having 
studied in depth different forms of fine arts 
especially music and dance. He is an expert 
musicologist. He loves and respects India. His 
wife Smt. Vendy Marr is almost like an Indian 
housewife. Soon after their marriage both of 
them had come to India for their honeymoon. 
Smt. Vendy Marr has learnt karnataka style of 
music so well that she can give a concernt on 
her own. Both of them have been very fondly 
and conscientiousley following and preserving 
our ancient Indian culture. Dr. John Marr has 
visited almost all the religious places in our 
country. He knows many of our famous 
musicians and dancers. He has learnt South 
Indian Classical music and Tamil language 
also. Working as a master-guide for a global 
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tourist firm ‘Swan Hellenic’ Dr. Marr has toured 
all over the world several times. He has written 
a book on early Tamil Sangam literature, with 
authoritative knowledge. Such an eminent 
multifaceted scholar has served the BVB Centre 
at London ever since 1976 as an Executive 
Committee member for the first two years and 
continues to serve as an Honorary General 
Secretary. It is really the B.VB.’s privilege to 
have such a great lover of Indian art and culture 
still working for the Bhavan with dedication 
even at this ripe age. He has scrupulously 
attended all the educational and cultural 
programmes of the Bhavan and given his 
invaluable guidance. He continues to enrich the 
qualitative essence of the Bhavan’s multifarious 
activities with loving spontaneity contributing 
his enormous fund of knowledge and 
experience. Various centres of the Bhavan in 
India have utilised his services by inviting him 
to give lectures, conduct seminars, interact with 
renowned musicians and to participate in many 
other such programmes. 

Conference of religions 

A Conference of Religions had been 
arranged in London and I attended it as a 
delegate representing the Hindu Religion. I took 
this opportunity to propagate the principles and 
functions of the Bhavan to the delegates 
attending the Conference and showed them an 
important publication of the Bhavan with the 
caption ‘Bhavan’s Manual of Faith’, which 
incorporated selected prayers from all the 
prominent Religions. It was appreciated by one 


and all. As an outcome of this conference, a 
scheme for collecting funds from well - wishers 
of the Bhavan took shape in my mind. The 
scheme was to bring out one set of audio¬ 
cassettes with some very meaningful Vedic 
hymns and some peace invoking mantras 
(hymns) recorded in them. Another set would 
contain prayers of different religions along with 
the meaning of each prayer in brief. I actually 
got these prayers recorded by the local heads 
of these religions viz Bhikku of the Buddhists, 
Rabii of the Jews, Mulla of Islam, Pontiff of 
Jains and resident Sanyasi of Ramakrishna 
Mission. Recorded cassettes were ready for 
release but I had to struggle a little for the 
payment of 550 pounds for them. I thought of 
requesting all the committee members of the 
Bhavan to contribute 50 pounds each. To begin 
with I went to Sri Damodar Chenroy and 
explained to him all about the scheme. He was 
a generous Sindhi businessman. He invited me 
to his house. I went there the same evening 
and felt happy to see all the members of the 
family extending their cordial welcome. Within 
a few minutes Sri Damodarji handed over to 
me a sealed envelope and went inside to bring 
some juice. Being unable to contain my 
curiosity I opened the envelope and found 550 
pounds in it. With all humility and gratitude I 
said, “Sir, I requested you for 50 pounds only 
but you have given all the 550 pounds covering 
the entire cost of this scheme.” He said very 
politely, “Maathoorji, who am I to give? The 
Giver is above us and I have given you what 
He has given.” 1 thanked him profusely. All the 
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cassettes were sold out and the Bhavan earned 
more than was expected. 

Classes in Music and Yoga begin 

The cassette adventure gave us 
encouragement to take up some other schemes. 
The Bhavan was still not in a position to spend 
freely on any scheme. We had to depend on 
helping hands. An accomplished musician by 
name Mrs Damayanthi Puri came forward to 
conduct music classes in the Bhavan without 
expecting any remuneration. The statement 
‘Money alone cannot bring about progress but 
it is the sincere work of the dedicated people 
which brings about progress’, proved true. 
Along with the classes in music, classes in yoga 
also commenced. Some English people who 
had developed interest in yoga began attending 
the classes. For them yoga classes seemed more 
scientific and beneficial than mere physical 
exercises. Those people who were not interested 
in classical vocal music joined classes in 
percussion instruments. There were expert 
tutors for both Mrudangam and Tabla. Among 
the stringed instruments they liked Sitar. It was 
to the credit of the Bhavan that the number of 
students of music and yoga went on increasing 
gradually but at the same time the dearth of 
space in the Bhavan began to be felt as a great 
drawback for its progress. 

Distinguished visitors 

The building of the Bhavan in the New 
Oxford Street was neither big nor convenient. 
Still some very distinguished persons had 
chosen to stay there during their sojourn in 


London. Prominent among them was Sri RV 
Narasimha Rao who stayed there for almost 
11 days. He became the Prime Minister of India 
some years later. He had entered the Bhavan 
holding a suitcase and had introduced himself 
to me saying, “ I am R V Narasimha Rao. You 
are Mathoor Krishna Murthy, isn’t it?” I was so 
overwhelmed that I simply stood dumb staring 
at him for a minute or two. I addressed him 
with all respect, “Sir, Is there anyone who does 
not know you? Please take your seat.” He took 
his seat and continued, “I have got to be here 
for about a week, can you please arrange for 
my lodging in the Bhavan?” “ Yes sir, by all 
means”, I said. 

Sri RV. Narasimha Rao is a great scholar. 
He is multilingual. He can talk in 13 languages 
fluently. He possesses profound knowledge in 
Vedic as well as epic literature. His political 
status was not my concern then. I just felt proud 
to have such a versatile scholar as a guest of 
the Bhavan. 

Sri Omkaraananda Swami 

It was during 1974-75 when I was already 
overloaded with the work of the Bhavan, Sri 
Omkarananda Swami entrusted to me a new 
responsibility. The Swamiji was the disciple 
of Himalayan Yogi Swami Shivananda. He 
had built a big Ashram in Geneva and it had 
become very famous. One day he sent for me 
and curious as I was, I went to meet him in his 
abode. He suggested to me to write booklets 
on Gayathri Mantra, Sandhyavandane, 
Samidhadana, Purushasukta, Srisukta, 
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Narayanasukta, Indrakshistotra and 
Upanishads. I really felt happy thinking that this 
venture on my part would help propagation of 
our ancient Vedic literature and culture in a 
foreign land. 

Swami Sachidananda 

Now I will let you enjoy the humourous 
interpretation of a Sanskrit shloka (stanza) in 
praise of Lord Vishnu by a Swamiji. It was in 
praise of coffee and its delectable effect on the 
person who drinks it. 

Swami Sachidananda, a sanyasin, living in 
his ashram at Maryland near Washington, is a 
fine speaker and an expert yoga practitioner. 
He has built a prayer hall by name ‘Lotus 
Temple’ where people of all the religions could 
offer their prayers. He very much resembled 
our national poet Sri Rabindranath Tagore in 
his physical appearance. He has a humourous 
touch in his conversation and undoubtedly a 
noble man by nature. He used to visit London 
two or three times a year. The first time he 
came to the Bhavan he kindly chose to stay 
with us. In the morning he told me that he 
would take coffee before having his breakfast. 
My wife brought a big tumbler full of coffee for 
the Swamiji. Before sipping the hot coffee the 
Swamiji recited a shloka (stanza) as follows. 

‘Shuklambaradharam Vishnum 
shashivarnam Chaturbhujam \ 

Prasanna vadanam dhyayet sarva 
vighnopashanthaye || 

I was simply gazing at him with wonder. He 
smiled at me and said, “Why are you gazing 


at me like that?” I replied, “Swamiji, I 
wondered why you are praying before drinking 
coffee?” Swamiji said, “Did I pray? No, it was 
not prayer. I just recited the ‘shloka’, which 
can be interpreted to mean coffee in an 
extraordinary sense. That’s all.” I was 
nonplussed and continued to gaze at the 
Swamiji expecting him to solve the riddle. The 
Swamiji explained, “ ‘Shuklambaradharam 
vishnum’ stands for milk, ‘shashivarnam’ for 
decoction, ‘chaturbhujam’ for two hands each 
of the giver and the receiver (of coffee), 
‘prasannavadanam’ for the pleasant 
expression of satisfaction on the face of the 
receiver after drinking that coffee, ‘dhyayet’ for 
enjoying the taste of coffee and 
‘sarvavighnopashanthaye’ for the clearance 
of the all mental blocks of the receiver who feels 
quite free and peaceful.” From that day 
onwards I began to address him as 
‘Shuklambaradharam Swamiji’! 

Bharathiya Vidya Bhavan has been the 
repository and protagonist of our Sanatana 
dharma and culture ever since its inception. I 
took Sri Omkarananda Swamiji’s suggestion 
to write books as a golden opportunity and 
strove hard to do justice to the subject matter 
of each booklet by making weekly trips to the 
Ashram at Geneva. I recorded all the relevant 
material of each book on audiocassettes and 
only after careful processing sent it for printing. 
The booklets so carefully printed were being 
given free to all the people. Even today I feel 
grateful and obliged to the Swamiji for offering 
me this unique opportunity of propagating our 
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dharmic literature and culture among the 
foreigners thereby upholding the aim of the 
Bhavan. 

Search for a bigger building 

Just as a child of around four years age 
normally outgrows the cradle it was sleeping 
in, the number of activities and engagements 
of the Bhavan outgrew the available 
accommodation in the Bhavan. Of course, Sri 
G.D Birla had already promised to pay the cost 
of the new building and we too had to collect 
and deposit an equal amount. It is but natural 
for the donors to expect to be convinced about 
the proper utilisation of their money by the 
recipient Institution. We had agreed for their 
proposal. 

The days and months of 1977 seemed to 
roll by very fast. We had already begun our 
search for a convenient big building for the 
Bhavan. You may be surprised to know that 
some old church buildings were being put to 
sale at that time. They would almost be out of 
use because just a small number of devotees 
attended only Sunday masses. To maintain the 
church for all the 7 days in a week for the sake 
of just one Sunday was very difficult and 
expensive. Another discouraging factor for 
them was the excessive cost involved in 
keeping the church building warm during the 
cold season. The religious authorities of the 
relevant churches were empowered to sell such 
buildings only to those who would use the 
building exclusively for religious purposes or 
for running a cultural organisation. 


Meanwhile, Sri M.P Birla, who was incharge 
of their Charitable Trust wrote to Sri Dalalji 
specifying that the building proposed to be 
purchased for the Bhavan should have a 
meeting hall, a spacious room for the office, 5 
or more rooms to run the various classes, an 
auditorium with a seating capacity of 200 to 
300, proper residential accommodation for the 
Executive Director, sufficient vacant space to 
build extra rooms or halls, and strong enough 
basement for further construction of first and 
second floors. He had further specified that the 
location of the building should be in the central 
part of London and never to be on the outskirts 
because people especially ladies would feel safe 
and convenient to attend the classes and 
programmes of the Bhavan. My first reaction 
to this long letter was one of disappointment 
and disillusionment. “Where could we search 
for such a building and that too in the heart of 
the city? These specifications seem to be a 
camouflage for evading the promised payment 
for the building,” I thought. A pessimistic 
attitude troubled my mind because no building, 
we had seen hitherto, had even one fourth of 
the specified accommodation. We had also seen 
one or two church buildings but they were in a 
dilapidated condition. 

Building Committee 

A Building Committee was constituted 
under the Chairmanship of Sri Devchand 
Chandariya. The Chandariyas were from East 
Africa and ran a big business firm in London. 
Many Indians from African countries and 
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Portugal have settled in London. They are all 
either businessmen or industrialists. They have 
all earned sufficient money as well as 
prestigious status. Immigrants from India are 
less in number and earn their livelihood by 
working in various capacities in different 
organisations. These people, though not able 
to pay contribution or donation, render their 
voluntary services to the Bhavan with a feeling 
of patriotic devotion. Normally the business 
class follows their own system of ‘Business 
ethics’ and contribute to the public cause in 
proportion to its profits. 

A building sub-committee was also 
constituted with a view to assist Sri Devchand 
Chandariya in the search for a suitable building. 
We were constrained to vacate the building on 
New Oxford Street by the end of December 77 
or even earlier. It was already May and a 
meeting of the committee had been arranged 
on a Tuesday. But on Friday itself Sri Devchand 
Bhai phoned me saying “Maathoorji, I know 
about the meeting on the coming Tuesday. I 
am unable to attend it. Please postpone the 
meeting, else manage it all by yourself.” I felt 
as though drained of all my energy. How could 
I face the members? I simply muttered into the 
phone with desperation in my voice, “No, No, 
Devchand Bhai, you can’t do so. You must 
attend the meeting and say something. 
Otherwise we will have to wait another one 
month for the next meeting. What do we do 
about the building?” He said, “No, No, I must 
go to Geneva.” I said in an emphatic tone, ‘No, 
you are not going.’ He simply laughed and said, 


“ What Maathoorji, Are you predicting?” With 
a subdued voice I appealed to him once again, 
“No, Devchand Bhai, if you go away what can 
I do here? Please attend the meeting.” Saying, 
“I must go, Mathoorji. Let me see what 
happens” he put down the receiver. 

Time-tested truth ! 

When I said to Sri Devchand Bhai, ‘No, 
you are not going’, it was just a very mild 
outburst of my desperation. That God comes 
to our rescue if we have put in our honest and 
sincere efforts is neither superstition nor illogical 
but time-tested truth. It proved true in this case 
also. 

The next day i.e. on Saturday Sri E.S 
Venkataramaiah, a prominent Supreme Court 
advocate and a member of the Bangalore 
Bhavan, arrived in London after a tour of 
Europe for 15 days. He was to stay with me for 
a week. I was very happy to be in his company 
for a few days. I knew him very well ever since 
I was in Bangalore and he was my well - wisher. 
He was quick to observe that some problem 
was bothering me. He immediately asked, 
“Mathoor, why are you looking a bit dull? What 
is bothering you? ” I told him all about our futile 
efforts and the problems we were facing in our 
search for a new building. He sympathised with 
my predicament and spoke a few encouraging 
words. 

The next day on our way to Portsmouth I 
showed him one or two buildings. He enjoyed 
the trip to Portsmouth. On the way I related to 
him all my experiences of living and working 
in London. He gave a very sympathetic 
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hearing. The two classrooms in the Bhavan 
served as bedrooms during night times. No 
special arrangements were there for the guests 
however distinguished they might be. Our 
guests in the Bhavan irrespective of their 
position or status, belonged to the category of 
‘simple living and high thinking ‘ people who 
would never expect any special comforts. 

Here 1 must tell you about an interesting 
incident that happened while we were on our 
way to Portsmouth, about 100 miles from 
London. We saw by the roadside a board on 
which was written, ‘Fresh milk and cheese sold 
here.’ We got down from our taxi and entered 
the shop. It was a farm of more than a 100 
acres in area and with a dairy. We were served 
fresh milk and we purchased a little cheese also. 
The owner of the farm was there and while 
talking to him in a casual manner, we asked 
him, “How often do you go to London?” He 
raised his eyebrows and said, “ NO, NO...Go 
to London! What for? I have never been to 
London.” He had taken us by surprise. Both 
of us wondered how could he be there so very 
near to London and yet not at all visited it at 
least out of curiosity. I just remarked, “So, you 
have not been to London!” His reply was even 
more surprising. He said, “No, why should I? 
Let that London come here.” We simply stood 
gazing at him. Sri E.S.V. said,”Mathoor, can’t 
this be a lesson and an eye - opener for people 
like us who have migrated from our villages to 
towns and cities in search of living?” 

I was very much worried about the meeting 
of the Building Committee on Tuesday. On 


Monday morning the phone rang and it was 
from Sri Devchand Bhai. I wondered and 
asked, “Devchand Bhai !! From where ? Is it 
from Geneva?” He answered, “No, No, 
Maathoorji, I am here in London, your 
prediction has proved true, I did not go to 
Geneva.” I was silent for a few seconds trying 
to believe what he said. Sensing my silence he 
continued, “An old church building is for sale. 
Let us go and have a look. Will you come?” I 
told E.S.V who was sitting next to me, “Good 
news while your are here. Sir, a church building 
is for sale.” Once again Sri Devchand repeated, 
“Will you come, Maathoorji?” I answered, “Yes, 
yes, we are ready.” “What do you mean by 
‘we?’ How many of you are ready to come?” 
He asked. I told him about Sri E.S.V. and both 
of us started. We engaged a taxi to reach Sri 
Devchand Bhai’s office and from there we 
continued further in Sri Devchand’s car. Then 
we were four in the car including the driver 
going to see the church building for the first 
time. Both E.S.V. and myself felt happy that 
we were four and this even number ‘Four’, as 
we believed, would be the forerunner of good 
luck for us. It was only half an hour’s journey 
but I was full of anxiety and prayed to God all 
the way to help us reach the place safely. The 
church building was located on Castle town 
Road in West Kensington. My hair stood on 
edge on seeing the gigantic magnificent building 
with its twin towers looking so tall as to reach 
the sky. We were welcomed into the building 
by the smiling blue eyed Lily Harrison who 
supervised it. Though the building had been 
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constructed in 1882 and covered an area of 
14,600 sq. ft, its maintenance and cleanliness 
were praiseworthy. It was really a wonder for 
me that such a majestic building so very near 
to the ‘Inner Temple’ had been vacant and put 
for sale. 

There are instances in London of Mosques, 
Hindu Temples and Buddhist Chaityalayas 
having been built in place of the demolished 
church buildings so purchased. The British 
consider all the religions as equal and do not 
worry about old and disused churches being 
sold to some other religious or cultural 
organisation. ‘When it is of no use for us, let 
others use it for a good purpose’, is their line of 
thinking. 

I had Mr. M.P Birla’s letter with me for 
reference in order to see whether the building 
would satisfy all those specifications as 
mentioned in it. Surprisingly the 
accommodation in the building was so satisfying 
that it fulfilled all the requirements of the Bhavan 
as visualised by Sri M.R Birla. I wondered if he 
had dreamt of this building before writing the 
letter and is directing me to go and occupy the 
building! Special mention must be made of the 
beautiful residential accommodation in that 
chruch as if meant for the Executive Director of 
the Bhavan. Sri E.S.V poured out his heart’s 
desire saying ‘ Mathoor, somehow or the other, 
this building must be made available for the 
Bhavan.’ At the same time Miss Lily Harrison 
asked me “How do you like this building? Does 
it fulfill your requirements both present and 
future?” I said “Even if all the three worlds 


(Swarga, Marthya and Pathala) are offered to 
me now I reject them outright and ask for this 
building only.” Even Lily Harrison, who had 
been working as a secretary in a building society 
for the past 46 years seemed to wish that the 
church would be sold to the Bhavan. Sri 
Devchand Bhai also hoped that the church 
would definitely become the property of the 
Bhavan. Sri E.S.V. said, “Mathoor, let us sleep 
here tonight. Then, as has been ordained in 
our scriptures, this building would in all 
probability be ours.” I was simply thrilled by 
his conviction and both of us slept there. Sri 
E.S.V was so kind-hearted, so loving and 
friendly that I considered him as my friend, 
philosopher and guide. The next morning 
before leaving the church building I requested 
Lily Harrison to put in a word in our favour to 
the concerned authorities. She assured us 
saying “ Certainly, as I am the supervisor here 
they would in all probability ask for my opinion. 
Please take it from me that I will definitely 
recommend your case.” Her words seemed to 
me to reflect the sense of honour and 
commitment she had developed for us as well 
as for the Bhavan. 

Sometime later Sri Devchand Bhai asked me 
“Maathoorji, did you like the church building?” 
I said, “Sir, the building satisfies all the 
specifications and conditions put forth by Sri 
M.P Birla. Please keep the deal alive by talking 
to the relevant people. Whatever the cost, 
please take it from me that the amount would 
be ready.” During the next week we took Sri 
Dalalji along with the committee members to 
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see the building. They felt very happy and 
professed their eagerness to establish the 
Bhavan in that huge building. But the 
authorities concerned had placed us at number 
two position in their order of preference because 
they preferred a religious body whereas our 
Bhavan was a cultural organisation. Our 
influence was of the highest order, involving 
great persons like Lord Mountbatten, who was 
Bhavan’s patron-in-chief, one of the patrons 
Lord Thomson of Fleet and the first 
Chairperson of the Bhavan Sir Yehudi 
Menuhin. They had written letters on behalf of 
the Bhavan to the authorities of that church 
recommending to sell the building to the 
Bhavan. In addition to that we also took pains 
to convince them saying “The Bhavan is a 
cultural organisation, very famous all over India 
and has many branches. It is considered to be 
a cultural ambassador of India in London. 
Culture and religion are both complimentary 
in their programmes and activities. The Bhavan 
proposes to open a ‘Prayer Hall’ for all Religions 
and conduct prayers everyday provided you 
kindly agree to sell this building to us.” They 
gave a patient hearing to our appeal and I 
thought that they were satisfied. 

We did not know the price they would quote 
for the building. It was Sri Dalalji’s responsibility 
to talk to them and settle the price issue. 
Meanwhile I continued offering prayers to Lord 
Ganesha with a fervent appeal to bestow on us 
the boon in the form of the ‘Church Building’. 

Sri E.S.V. was with me for almost 15 days. 
In his affectionate company, days simply rolled 


by. He visited the ‘Inner Temple’ of the 
advocates and gave a finishing touch to his 
engagements. Not even a single day passed 
without him inquiring about the church 
building. But he had to return to India even 
before the issue was settled. 

Though it was in the first week of May that 
we saw the church building, it was only in the 
last week that the cost of the building was made 
known to us as 75000 pounds. The fact that 
the commercial value of this building was said 
to be one lakh pounds made us happy. But we 
were not in receipt of any confirmation from 
the concerned authorities about giving 
preference to the Bhavan. Until and unless we 
received clear confirmation we could not write 
to Sri M.P Birla for payment of the exact 
amount. Waiting for the post everyday 
expecting to receive the letter of confirmation 
became an obsession with me. Fear of losing 
the building began to trouble me. I could not 
bear the anxiety and so I went to the church 
and asked Lily. She too did not know what was 
happening. With a puzzled look she said, “Well, 
I was under the impression that they must have 
written to you by now. I am sorry to say that I 
am not aware of the cause for this delay.” An 
emergency meeting was held in the Bhavan. 
The members suggested to me to go personally 
and speak to the authorities of the church. Some 
of the members thought it better to send an 
Englishman to deal with the matter and some 
others suggested that it would be better still if 
Devchand Bhai himself takes the lead and talk 
to them personally. I told Dalalji, “Sir, I don’t 
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know how to deal with them. Better you 
accompany me and that would be of great 
advantage for us.” It seemed that each and 
every one of us was bothered by a ‘fear 
complex’ that we might be denied the 
opportunity and nobody was prepared to get a 
negative reply flung on his face. 

Battle won! 

Even after the meeting no one seemed to 
take the lead. So two or three days later I went 
to Dalalji’s office and appealed to him, “Sir, if 
they sell the building to some other party we 
will be the unfortunate losers. At least, please 
try to inquire over the phone.” Dalalji could 
not bear to see my face with pitiable expression 
verging on disappointment. Immediately he 
contacted an official of the church and spoke, 
“ You know Mr. Martin, you had assured me 
about giving us priority in selling the building. 
Please tell me, what has happened?” Dalalji 
told me what he heard over the phone. 
“Mathoorji, because some other party has 
offered them a higher price, they have decided 
in their favour. Mr Martin says that he is helpless 
as he is just a clerk there and can’t take any 
steps to help us. So what shall we do now?” I 
pleaded, “Sir, Please ask him how much is the 
other party ready to pay.” Dalalji spoke, “ Mr. 
Martin, the Executive Director of the Bhavan 
sitting in front of me is very eager to know how 
much is the other party ready to pay. Can you 
please tell me?” Once again Dalalji told me, 
“Mathoorji, Mr. Martin says that though it was 
not advisable for him to divulge the secret, 
somehow he was inclined to tell us and it is 


80000 pounds.” Dalalji himself could have 
given a little higher offer but it was not in his 
nature to take such decisions on his own. He 
spoke to me, “ Mathoorji, the other party is 
ready to buy the church for 80,000 pounds. 
That is to say 5000 pounds more than our offer. 
What shall we do?” It was my instant decision 
when I said, “Dalalji, tell him that we are ready 
to pay 85,000 pounds.” Dalalji hesitated a little 
and said, “Mathoorji, are we doing the right 
thing? Will the committee members agree to 
this?” I assured him saying, “Dalalji, I will go 
begging from door to door to collect this 
amount. You need not worry. Please tell him 
that we are ready for 85,000 pounds.” 

Very often Dalalji used to tell me, “Mathoorji, 
you are always optimistic.” This immediate 
situation warranted my optimistic approach. 
Dalalji spoke with conviction: “Mr Martin, we 
are ready to pay 85,000 pounds. Can you 
assure us that the building would be ours?” 
Dalalji told me what exactly Martin said. There 
was a bit of confident exultation in Mr Martin’s 
voice when he said it was a good deal. He asked 
Dalalji to send him some advance amount and 
he would take the responsibility of handing over 
the church to us. Dalalji said, “Thank you Mr. 
Martin. Our executive Director will meet you 
very soon.” For me it was a matter of utmost 
importance and priority, which had to be settled 
then and there. I had no money but there was 
an amount of 10,000 pounds in the Bhavan’s 
account. It was already afternoon and dinner 
time. Banks would be closed. On the spur of 
the moment I requested Dalalji, “Sir, we have 
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10,000 pounds in the Bhavan’s account. Now 
you please issue your personal cheque for that 
amount. I will go and hand it over to Mr. Martin 
and then we can withdraw the amount from 
Bhavan's account. ” Immediately Dalalji issued 
a cheque and sent his car for me to go to the 
church. I went and met Mr. Martin. He was 
sipping his tea. I handed over the cheque to 
him. Within no time he gave me a receipt 
mentioning the balance amount as 75,000 
pounds. It was a moment of exuberant 
exultation for me. The Bhavan had won its 
building battle. My happiness knew no bounds. 

I phoned Sri E.S.V and informed him of 
our success in taking the church into the 
Bhavan’s possession. He was so very particular 
and interested in that church that he used to 
inquire about it over the phone from India once 
every 2 or 3 days without fail. He expressed 
his happiness and congratulated us. 

Sri Madhav Frasadji was ready to send the 
money but an equal amount had to be collected 
from our members before we could write to him. 
That was the condition he had laid. I took the 
initiative to inform by phone all committee 
members about our successful transaction 
regarding the purchase of the church building 
and requested them to attend a meeting. Of 
the 22 members 17 or 18 were multimillionaires 
and all of them had a very respectable 
background. All the members attended the 
meeting arranged in Dalalji’s Air India Office. 
Each and everyone was bubbling with joy and 
enthusiasm. But my only prayer to God at that 
moment was to cast His influence on the 


philanthropic sense in the members so that they 
would donate very liberally to the cause of the 
building. Addressing all the members Dalalji 
first thanked Sri Devchand Bhai and then 
informed them about the amount that had to 
be collected and deposited before writing to Sri 
M.P Birla requesting him to pay 85,000 pounds 
for the building. He appealed to all of them to 
donate liberally to create a fund of one lakh 
pounds in the name of the Bhavan. Finally he 
said, “ I am fully confident and hopeful that 
you will all co- operate and contribute 
generously. As you all know I am not a 
businessman and cannot contribute much. 
Here is my cheque for 1000 pounds.” He 
placed the cheque on the table. Immediate 
response came from Sri Devchand Chandaria. 
He proclaimed a generous contribution of 
40,000 pounds from Chandariya’s Family 
Foundation. I felt as though I was floating in 
the sky. Sri Rajkumar Bagriji announced a 
contribution of 10,000 pounds, Sri Choksi 
2000 pounds, Sri Kejriwala 3000 pounds and 
Sri Jogindar Sanger 10,000 pounds. It seemed 
as though the members were vying with each 
other to make an announcement of their 
contribution. Within half an hour the total sum 
of one lakh pounds had been realised. Verily I 
had reached the vortex of great excitement and 
wondering whether my heart would stand such 
intensity. Dalalji was very quick in asking the 
members for their permission to write to Sri 
M.P Birla. Then and there he gave me some 
hints and asked me to prepare the letter. It ran 
somewhat like this: 
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Honourable Sri Madhav Prasad Birla 
My respectful namaste to you, Sir. 

I am happy to inform you that we have been 
successful in our search for a suitable building 
for the Bhavan. It is an old church building 
located in the heart of the city with an area of 
14,600 sq ft. It satisfies all the requirements of 
the Bhavan as specified by you in your letter. 
Another interesting matter of surprise that we 
recently came to know is that Mahatma Gandhi 
had stayed in a building just about 200 yards 
from this church during his sojourn in London 
and had attended two or three prayer sessions 
in this church. Is it not a happy co-incidence? I 
am sure that you will also feel happy about this. 

The other condition put by you has also 
been complied with by all the honourable 
members in the form of their liberal 
contributions amounting to one lakh pounds. I 
believe that you will definitely appreciate this. 

Sir, may I request you now kindly to arrange 
for the payment of one lakh pounds of which 
the cost of the building is 85,000 pounds and 
15,000 pounds to meet the registration charges 
and other expenses. 

With high regards, 

Yours Sincerely 
Manek Dalai 
Chairman, BVB London 

The letter was posted and within three weeks 
we received the money and the church became 
the property of Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan. 

Sometime later Smt Priyamvada Devi Birla 
proposed to buy the building in which Gandhiji 
had stayed and make a memorial of it. But the 


place was not only small but also ruined. Still 
the concerned owners dared to raise its price 
from 45,000 pounds to two lakh pounds when 
we proposed to buy it. So the proposal was 
dropped. 

On May 28,1978, we three, myself, my wife, 
and Nanda performed the ‘House-warming 
ceremony’ in a simple way and entered the 
church building in an auspicious hour. Some 
necessary alterations were made inside the 
building to facilitate the various activities of the 
Bhavan. These alterations took almost 10 
months and a ‘Mini Bharath’ was created inside 
the church. People were pleased to have a 
‘Vision of India’ inside the church and they 
admired it. It had been decided in the meeting 
itself not to alter anything on the exterior of the 
church. So the outer structure remained as such 
to retain its original pristine look. 

Historic day 

19th July 1978 was a historic day in the 
annals of the Bhavan. The then Prime Minister 
Rt. Hon. James Callaghan inaugurated the 
Bhavan’s own premises, the first overseas 
centre. Lord Mountbatten as Bhavan’s 
Patron-in-Chief graced the occasion. Former 
Prime Minister Harold Macmillan was also 
present. Lord Mountbatten always had a soft 
corner for India and Indians. We brought out a 
commemorative issue on that occasion. Lord 
Mountbatten was very much pleased to see the 
unaltered exterior structure of the church which 
still had a plaque on which was inscribed, 
“Congregational Church. This foundation stone 
was laid by the Rt. Hon. The Earl of Shaftesbury 
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K.G. on the 2nd November 1882.” It was a 
matter of joy as well as pride for Lord 
Mountbatten because ‘that most distinguished 
person’ was none other than the brother of his 
great grandfather. He expressed his admiration 
referring to the retention of the exterior 
architecture of the church saying, “This has 
created in me still greater respect and honour 
for the Bhavan.” Sri Jaisukhlal Hathiji said, 
“Why should we effect any alteration, Sir? It is 
simply grand and majestic as it is.” Sri 
Ramakrishnaji also added, “No, Sir, We don’t 
even think of any alteration. For us both our 
temple and church have the same sanctity and 
represent the sacredness of the place of prayer. 
We respect both with a deep sense of 
devotion.” Undoubtedly Lord Mountbatten 
was very much impressed and pleased. 
Councillor William Smith, the Mayor of 
Hammersmith and Fulham informed Lord 
Mountbatten about the nearby place where 
Gandhiji had stayed. Mountbatten exclaimed 
“Ho! Is it so? I didn’t know. Then this place 
becomes even more illustrious.” 

Lord Mountbatten 

Lord Mountbatten was the Viceroy of India 
in 1947. He played a key role in the whole 
process of the division of India and transfer of 
power as well. Indians had been fascinated by 
his affable and handsome personality and 
looked up to him as a Hollywood hero. He had 
cast a loving spell on the Indians. 

On the day he inaugurated the Bhavan’s 
building, a Gujarathi lady Mrs. Bharathi 
Pankaj, an expert in the preparation of a variety 


of sweets, had taken pains to prepare her 
specialities for the guests. Lord Mountbatten 
saw the array of beautifully decorated sweets 
and said. “Good, Good!” Inspired by his 
admiration Mrs. Bharathi held some pedas in 
a plate before him and said, “Sir, this is Badam 
peda. It is very good and palatable. Please have 
a taste of this.” He put a peda into his mouth 
and said, “Oh! This is really good and tasty.” 
Encouraged by his response Mrs. Bharathi 
offered another peda to him and requested him 
to eat. Lord Mountbatten said, “No, thanks.” 
But she did not stop at that. She further 
appealed to him saying, “Sir, please have this 
one more. I have personally prepared them.” 
He laughed and said, “Of course, this is 
Badam Peda that you have made, very good. 
How much have we to praise God for his skill 
in creating the Badam itself?” Very politely he 
had refused to eat the second peda by his tactful 
and witty remark. 

Lord Mountbatten was a bit reluctant to 
become the first Governor-General of 
Independent India. Gandhiji himself went to 
him in person to persuade him to become the 
Governor-General and he even suggested to 
him to eschew all the super luxurious comforts 
that went with the Viceregal post. Lord 
Mountbatten had followed this advice of 
Gandhiji to the best possible extent. I too have 
felt proud in meeting and talking to him on 
certain occasions. 

Shanti Miller 

Now I take you back to the Bhavan at No. 
37, New Oxford Street as I have remembered 
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something worthy to share with you all. It was 
almost three years after the Bhavan had started 
its work in this building. One evening an English 
lady entered the Bhavan and met me. 1 
welcomed her and offered a seat. Her name 
was Jeanine Miller. She wanted to know the 
details of the Veda and Upanishad classes that 
were being conducted in the Bhavan. In the 
course of our conversation, I came to know that 
she was well - read and had developed a great 
interest in Vedas and Upanishads. She was 
writing a book on Rigveda and also doing 
research work on the subject. She said that she 
was working as a librarian and wished to join 
the Veda and Upanishad classes. We admitted 
her right away. I was extremely happy to 
encourage her and help her in her great 
endeavour as it was the study of our ancient 
Vedic literature and culture that she had taken 
up as her life’s mission. Was it not a matter of 
great pride for our country? Would her efforts 
not spread the glory of our Indian culture in a 
foreign country? 

Jeanine Miller attended the classes regularly. 
She always appeared to be very calm and quiet. 
Observing her quiet demeanour for quite 
sometime I began addressing her as ‘Shanti 
Miller.’ Occasionly I used to tell her about my 
native village Mathoor and it being called a 
‘Samskrita Grama’ (Sanskrit village). She had 
developed a deep curiosity and desire to see 
Mathoor. One fine day I brought her to Mathoor. 
She liked our people in the village, their way of 
life, their customs and traditions and their 
knowledge of the Vedas and Upanishads. I 


asked Sri Nanda Kumar, youngest brother of 
my honourable learned friend Sri Markandeya 
Avadhani, to accompany her as a guide and 
acquaint her with all the surrounding features 
of Mathoor. Nandakumar had passed his M.A. 
in Sanskrit with distinction. His future course 
whether to go for higher studies or to seek a 
job, had not yet been decided. Nanda escorted 
Miss Miller to some of the houses in which Vedic 
classes were being conducted. He showed and 
explained to her what all was worth knowing 
in her view. She was very greatly impressed by 
and pleased with his behaviour, character, 
demeanour, intelligence and his knowledge of 
Sanskrit. One day she came to me with a 
resolute face and said, “Mathoorji, if you agree 
wholeheartedly I am prepared to provide all 
possible assistance to Mr. Nandakumar for 
doing his Ph.D. in England. Let him come to 
London.” I sat spellbound for sometime 
searching for words to convey my ecstasy. I 
thanked her for her magnanimity and said 
“Madam, it is definitely not an easy thing, as I 
know something by experience about the life 
in London. Have you thought about it in depth 
before shouldering this huge responsibility?” 
She immediately replied, “Yes Mathoorji, I am 
fully prepared. Let Mr. Nandakumar come to 
London.” 

Nandakumar in London 

A few months later Nanda came to London. 
At this stage itself I consider it only proper to 
reveal to my esteemed readers an important 
matter though very personal. As you already 
know, my wife and daughter Janaki were with 
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me in London. Janaki was then a 16-year-old 
girl and Nanda was 24 years. Though it would 
seem odd and out of place now, it was then a 
family problem in view of our custom and 
tradition, which made it difficult to give shelter 
to Nanda in our house while having a grown 
up daughter with us. By that time itself Nanda 
was already in great demand in the marriage 
market as an eligible bridegroom. But now, as 
it happened, Nanda was coming to my house 
in London though it was unintentional on my 
part. So we sent Janaki to Bangalore to be with 
my brother Sri Shankara Murthy and continue 
her studies. It was only later that Nanda came 
to London. 

Nanda began his life in London. In addition 
to the busy schedule of his studies and research 
work he assisted me in my everyday duties and 
responsibilities of the Bhavan, looked after the 
Bookshop and also helped my wife not only 
inside the kitchen but also outside it in the 
treatment of guests. Thus our Nanda filled both 
our heart and home with ananda (happiness). 
Whenever I happened to go outside on lecture 
engagements Nanda was there to manage the 
affairs of both the Bhavan and the house. On 
the whole Nanda was to me like a young friend 
carrying water and keeping pace with the lone 
traveller in a desert to serve him whenever and 
wherever the water was necessary. Though I 
had known Nanda since his younger days it 
was only after he came to live with us in London 
that I understood him very well. 

In the meantime Nanda had begun to 
handle Sanskrit classes successfully and earned 


the affection and admiration of his students as 
an efficient teacher. Being handsome and 
versatile he was endowed with poetic talent 
also. Just for the asking of it Nanda could 
spontaneously spin out meaningful short poems 
either in Sanskrit or Kannada. He proved true 
the famous poet Wordsworth’s definition of 
poetry, ‘ Poetry is a spontaneous overflow of 
powerful feelings.’ Even today this poetic talent 
abides in him but the schedule of his busy work 
does not allow him to have his own spare time 
even to think of it let alone writing it. Sometimes 
I feel guilty of having steered Nanda away from 
following the call of his heart and engaged him 
in the administrative and academic duties of 
the Bhavan. But I have the satisfaction of 
having done my duty as his well-wisher. Now 
as the Executive Director of the Bhavan in 
London he has acquitted himself creditably in 
carrying out his duties and responsibilities, 
gaining both invaluable experience and well- 
deserved reputation. His dedication and 
devotion have earned him the love, affection 
and blessings of our Chairman Dalalji, the 
committee, the staff and all who know him. 
Some of my close relatives and friends have 
expressed their approval of whatever I did for 
Nanda to come up in life and occupy a place 
of pride in the society. They are also of the 
opinion that he can find time for writing poetry 
whenever he feels inspired even while 
managing the duties of his high post, whereas 
mere poetic talent would not have earned him 
the exalted post he is adorning today. 
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Daughter’s marriage 

Both myself and my wife decided to conduct 
our daughter Janaki’s marriage. Invariably all 
the parents of brides think and act alike in 
searching for most suitable grooms. It was no 
different with us. As parents of Janaki we had 
to do our duty with all care and responsibility. 
Both my wife and myself had in our view Nanda 
as the most eligible groom for our loving 
daughter. 

Leaving Nanda in charge of the Bhavan we 
came to Mathoor in order to attend to some of 
our personal affairs including that of our 
daughter. Nanda’s eldest brother Sri 
Markandeya Avadhani was my honourable 
bosom friend in Mathoor. We went to his house 
and requested him to consider our daughter 
Janaki also as an eligible bride for Nanda along 
with others. Naturally it took sometime for both 
the brothers to consult each other and give their 
final consent. The marriage of Janaki and 
Nanda was conducted with all Vedic rites on 
24th April 1980. Shortly after that the newly 
married couple came to London to live with 
us. In course of time the birth of Raghu and 
then Seethalakshmi as our loving grandchildren 
transformed our house into a heavenly abode. 
Lord Srikrishna had fulfilled one of our most 
cherished wishes. 

No personal diary 

The chronological order of events has not 
been a criterion in my narration. Indeed I had 
absolutely no idea whatsoever of having to 
write autobiography at a later stage in my life. 


As such without maintaining a personal diary 

1 had to depend mostly on my memory. 

Royal wedding 

Now I take you back to the events of the 
first two years in the Bhavan’s newly acquired 
church building. Great leaders of England such 
as Lord Callaghan, Harold Macmillan and 
others visited our magnificent building. We in 
the Bhavan were working with a sense of 
fulfillment and renewed enthusiasm. 

Another important thing I learnt there from 
the British people was how to conduct ourselves 
while participating in any religious or socio¬ 
religious ceremonies. The historic Royal 
wedding of Prince Charles, the eldest son of 
Queen Elizabeth II and Heir to the throne of 
England with Diana was telecast in full for nearly 

2 V 2 hours. I saw it completely. Some of the 
rituals were being conducted in Latin but some 
one was translating it into English. All the 
distinguished invitees were witnessing the 
ceremony with rapt attention, thereby trying to 
grasp the meaning of the Latin hymns. A 
comparative picture of how many of us evince 
so much of interest during such ceremonies in 
our country presented itself before my mental 
eyes. Our rich Vedic tradition has handed down 
to us exclusive hymns to each and every 
dharmic or religious or socio-religious 
ceremony. These hymns are so full of contextual 
and divine connotations that we should try our 
best to understand and appreciate them. I think 
we should emulate the British people in this 
respect. I felt very strongly that I should put forth 
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my best efforts in making both Indians in foreign 
countries and foreigners aware of important 
rituals and related mantras which represent the 
storehouse of our Vedic knowledge. 

Indians in London comprising Kannadigas, 
Tamilians, Punjabis, Sindhis, Gujarathis and 
others form kaleidoscopic part of its population. 
These families were inviting me to conduct the 
worship of their respective deities or marriages 
of their children. On such occasions I would 
ask the gathering to maintain strict silence and 
listen to the hymns (mantras) and their 
contextual meanings expounded by me. People 
began to appreciate these explanations and 
their response was simply overwhelming. I had 
been invited to conduct the marriages in rich 
business families in Hong Kong, America and 
Bermuda and I am happy to say that I did it 
successfully in my own way and to the 
satisfaction of the concerned families. 

Common prayer hall 

We had thought of establishing a common 
prayer hall within the church building of the 
Bhavan for the people of all religions to offer 
their respective prayers freely. It had been my 
brain-child ever since I stepped into the 
building. Such a universal prayer hall was not 
to be found even in India. Neither had I seen it 
elsewhere. But I had nursed some of my own 
ideas about creating a beautiful hall serene 
and immaculately clean with architectural 
excellence. Those who enter the hall should 
instantly experience the divinity permeating the 
tranquillizing atmosphere and feel that praying 


in the hall would certainly help in bringing 
about peace of mind. 

I submitted my idea of the Prayer Hall before 
all the Committee Members and it won both 
unanimous appreciation and agreement. 
Renovation and alteration of the interior 
structure of the church to facilitate the various 
activities of the Bhavan had to be taken up. 
The church building was sufficiently old and 
needed a face-lift. It was also agreed that one 
of the halls could be converted into a much 
needed Prayer Hall. Tenders were called for 
from experienced contractors having a creative 
bent of mind. Renowned architects Satish 
Dawar and Vasanth Gajjar who were well- 
known for their quality work submitted their 
tenders. Satish Dawar was very familiar to us 
and Dalalji also liked his innovative ideas. He 
was a very nice gentleman and as an architect 
he was brilliant. When he consulted me about 
the tender I plainly asked him just to submit his 
tender and if found to satisfy all the conditions 
he would be given the contract for executing 
the work. As an Executive Director of the 
Bhavan I had no authority to promise him the 
work in any way. If at all he got the work it 
would only be through proper administrative 
channel. But our people in the Bhavan 
generally believed that Satish Davar would 
undoubtedly be chosen to execute the work. 
Vasanth Gajjar was new to us. We did not 
know much about him. Perhaps he also 
presumed that we would choose Satish Dawar. 
But to his surprise his own tender was accepted 
by the scruitinising panel. I was in a quandary 



MATHOOR IN BRITAIN 


321 


and worried about finding a way to inform 
Satish Dawar about this. But having learnt 
about it on his own Satish Davar himself 
pacified me saying, “Mathoorji, why worry, 
sometimes it happens like this. If Vasanth 
Gajjar executes the work in an excellent 
manner then he will have justified the award 
of the tender. Our friendship would definitely 
not be affected by this matter.” Still I felt a bit 
disappointed and all that I could express was 
“Sorry Satish, please forgive me.” 

Satish Dawar’s liberal contribution 

Some four or five days after this I invited 
Satish Dawar and his family to my house for 
supper. During our post-meal chit-chat I once 
again apologised to him expressing my 
disappointment at not being able to get the work 
allotted to him. He was very quick to respond, 
“No, no, what is this Mathoorji? Why do you 
feel guilty? It is all in the game and it is but 
natural to win or lose. Please don’t ever raise 
this insignificant matter.” I was full of praise 
for his broadmindedness and equanimity. Both 
of us came inside the Bhavan after our supper 
and stepped into one of the halls. Satish stood 
in the hall in a thoughtful mood. He looked 
around and said, “Mathoorji, I am visualisng 
the prayer hall here. How beautiful would it 
look.” Looking at his engrossed face it was 
evident to me how he might be giving in his 
own mind a beautiful shape to the Prayer Hall 
of our imagination. A thought process began 
to unwind in me, ‘Why can’t the work of the 
Prayer Hall be given to this man? The tender 
might be in favour of Vasanth Gajjar. Let him 


do all the other work except the Prayer Hall. 
While making payments we could discuss the 
matter with both of them and ask Vasanth to 
agree to pay the Prayer Hall cost to Satish out 
of the comprehensive tender value. This might 
serve as a soothing balm to the wounded 
feelings of Satish. Dalalji might be requested 
to agree to this arrangement.’ 

I casually asked Satish, “How would you 
conceive a Prayer Hall here? What form would 
it take in your view? On the whole the hall 
must be conducive for the people of all the 
religions to offer their prayers peacefully. Then 
it would have its own sanctity and people would 
come here to pray on their own.” Satish 
responded to my questions and expectations 
with a Christian prayer which ran like this,‘Oh! 
My Lord, I don’t know what to beg of you. But 
you know my needs. Your love for me is far 
more intensive than my love of myself. Please 
teach me how to pray else you pray on my 
behalf from within.’ He said, “Our prayer hall 
would take its shape based on this Prayer. Let 
us install the founders of Islam, Christianity, 
Buddhism and Zoroastrianism on both the 
sides of our Vedamatha. Let there be light in 
the place of Vedamatha who represents our 
ancient Vedic knowledge and divine 
enlightenment.” Satish continued to give 
expression to his well - conceived thoughts. I 
was spellbound by his spontaneous, 
imaginative and picturesque explanation. I 
was full of admiration for his creative genius. I 
was experiencing a thrill both mentally and 
physically by just imagining the heavenly beauty 
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of our Prayer Hall which would take shape 
under the creative ability of Satish. At that very 
moment Gandhiji’s Prayer posture and the text 
of his evening prayer presented themselves 
before my mental eyes. Gandhiji would pray, 
“Oh Ram, what all have I done during this 
whole day? How many are right and how many 
are wrong? Have I committed so many wrongs? 
Hey Ram, let not my mistakes be repeated 
tomorrow. Please keep an eye on me and 
protect me from doing wrong.” Further he 
would say, “ Whoever he may be, a person 
must allot some time for prayer. Silent 
repetition of His name while thinking only of 
Him and meditating only on Him must be done 
at least for 20 minutes. Only then one’s mind 
becomes clear, heart attains purity and intellect 
becomes malice free.” Our Prayer Hall must 
conform to Gandhiji’s vision of prayer, I 
thought. 

It was already 11-45 in the night and we 
were still immersed in deep discussion. Satish’s 
wife came in and cautioned him that it was 
time to return home. He asked his wife to wait 
just for 5 more minutes and turning to me said, 
“Mathoorji, I am willing to transform this hall 
into a ‘Prayer Hall’ of your dream. I will do 
this for you.” I too was thinking in the same 
line. I said, “By all means, Mr.Satish, I 
appreciate your stand. You are free to go 

ahead.” “But there is one condition.” he 

said. The immediate thought that occurred to 
my mind was of financial implication because 
it was artistic work involving creativity and he 
could charge a hefty fee. Without having any 


idea of the condition he would put, I had to 
take some precaution and so I said, “Whatever 
be your condition 1 hope that it would neither 
harm our friendship nor go against the spirit of 
the work.” Immediately he said, “Mathoorji, 
Vidya Bhavan need not pay me anything for 
this work. I will bear the cost of both men and 
materials. There is that inner urge in me to 
complete the work of the Prayer Hall using my 
mental as well as physical resources.” I was 
simply dumbfounded and unable to give 
expression to my feelings. My eyes were full of 
tears. I was so overwhelmed with the feeling of 
gratitude that I simply embraced him. At last I 
said, “Satish, what a generous person you are! 
You are really great. How can 1 express my 
gratitude to you? Out of the total estimated 
expenditure of 50,000 pounds for the entire 
work, the work of the Prayer Hall alone would 
cost 3 to 4 thousand pounds. What a sacrifice!” 
Satish was very quick to say, “Why do you say 
that? The Bhavan is the trustee of our Indian 
heritage, tradition and culture. When an 
opportunity is at hand, can’t I do just this much 
in the service of my Country?” I saw a true 
patriot in him. 

Within a short period of 12 days Satish was 
able to transform an ordinary hall of the church 
into a magnificent Prayer Hall, a diadem of the 
Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan. Dalalji was very 
happy and wrote a letter to Satish expressing 
his wholehearted admiration of the invaluable 
artistic work done in giving a Universal outlook 
to the Prayer Hall and also thanking him 
profusely on behalf of the Bhavan for his 
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patriotic attitude in executing the work at his 
own cost. Dalalji had also expressed his 
gratefulness on behalf of all the members of 
the Bhavan. Satish also felt very happy about 
the letter and treated it as a document to be 
preserved. Whenever he happened to hear the 
appreciation of the Prayer Hall by the visitors 
he would feel that one of his life’s sacred 
missions had been fulfilled. But within a month 
after he completed the work of the Prayer Hall, 
Satish left this world most unexpectedly. 
Bhavan lost one of its devoted well - wishers. A 
plaque on which had been embossed in brass 
letters, ‘Liberal contribution - Satish Dawar’ was 
hung in the Prayer Hall to commemorate his 
exemplary service to the Bhavan. 

Srikrishna’s ideal 

Many well - wishers of the Bhavan have 
contributed generously to its all-round 
development over the years. It cannot be a one- 
man show. Even if one achieves something 
remarkable in one aspect, one cannot claim 
credit on the whole and assume a dictatorial 
attitude. Our own Lord Srikrishna could not 
have succeeded in establishing Dharma 
(righteousness) on his own. He needed 
Pandavas’ assistance as they were treading the 
path of Dharma. The primary duty of a leader 
in a democratic set-up is to involve all the good 
and worthy people around him in working 
towards the achievement of public good 
through democratic principles. It is no 
exaggeration to say that our Dalalji faithfully 
followed Lord Srikrishna’s principles in his 


administration of the Bhavan enlisting the 
confidence and selfless services of so many well- 
wishers and directing them to promote the 
glorious cause of the Bhavan. 

Role of a ‘Maharaj’ 

In general the citizens of London have faith 
and respect for religious practises. They are 
also devotees of one or the other God of their 
own traditional or religious choice. There is no 
dearth of devotion in them. Devotional 
Tradition (Bhakti Parampare) has occupied a 
pride of place in our Indian History. It is my 
conviction that our devotion should not get 
degenerated to blind faith. I observed that a 
considerable section of our Indian devotees had 
not paid any attention to the critical analysis of 
their religious practises in order to understand 
the real meaning of those practises. I thought 
it necessary to correlate religious practicses to 
their devotion to God by giving them an 
acceptable line of logical reasoning. This led 
me to play the role of a priest on many 
occasions in U.K. People began inviting me to 
conduct the worship of Gods, installation of the 
idols of Gods, marriage ceremonies and also 
death rites. In addition to these I also tried my 
hand at reading the horoscopes and tell the 
concerned persons only of good and favourable 
things. I would never tell them of any 
unfavourable things even when I sensed that 
indication in their horoscopes. I would 
encourage them to perform certain pujas in 
order to ward off evil happenings. As the people 
began reposing their faith and confidence in 
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me I began praying for their welfare along with 
my daily prayers. When we surrender ourselves 
to God praying for the welfare of our fellow 
beings, He certainly responds to our prayers in 
a positive way. It seemed to have benefitted 
the people for whose welfare I was praying. 

Usually we address the person who is well 
versed in performing and conducting all the 
religious ceremonies and rituals as ‘acharya’ 
or ‘purohita’, or ‘shastry’ or ‘avadhani’ 
whereas in London he is addressed as 
‘Maharaj’. Such Maharajs are in great demand 
there. They are paid very liberally also. I would 
have earned lakhs of pounds had I taken to 
this profession seriously at least in my spare 
time without prejudice to the duties of the 
Bhavan. I had made it my principle to attend 
only to the calls of the patrons, donors and well- 
wishers of the Bhavan when they needed my 
services as ‘Maharaj.’ The people would 
honour me with very generous remunerations 
but I would keep only one-third of it for myself 
and put the other two-thirds to Bhavan’s 
account. For me ‘Bhavan was my life’ and the 
well-wishers also considered my name as 
synonymous with the Bhavan. In support of 
this I may kindly be permitted to quote Lord 
Fenner Brockway’s words, - “Bhavan is 
Mathoorji’s Church” and Prime Minister 
Margaret Thatcher’s words, “To seek peace visit 
the Bhavan.” Such voluntary statements could 
never be forced out of such very highly placed 
administrators. It was their spontaneous 
response to what they saw and experienced in 
the Bhavan. 


Lectures in colleges on Hindu marriage 
and Indian culture 

Now I will relate an extraordinary incident 
which finally led me to conduct the marriages 
of some foreign students in our orthodox Hindu 
tradition. It took place during 1982-83 when 
Margaret Thatcher was the Prime Minister of 
England. Former Prime Minister Harold 
Macmillan was a Patron of the Bhavan then. 
World famous Macmillan Press belongs to his 
family. Mr. Macmillan had visited the Bhavan 
twice. Sri Dalalji had introduced me to him and 
I too had conversed with him. He seemed to 
have been impressed by my religious back¬ 
ground. He said, “Mr. Mathoor, please give me 
your Curriculum Vitae. Here I am the 
Chancellor for almost 50 percent of the colleges. 
Let us send your Curriculum Vitae to these 
colleges.” I gave him the letter containing all 
the information. Without delay he arranged to 
send copies of my Curriculum Vitae along with 
a circular to all the colleges. A copy of the 
circular had been sent to me also. The circular 
contained some good references about my life. 
It said, “Mr. Mathoor Krishnamurthy has been 
rendering his invaluable services as the 
Executive Director of the Bharatiya Vidya 
Bhavan Centre in London. He is a 
knowledgeable person in Hindu Dharma and 
Indian Culture. He is a Sanskrit scholar and has 
acquired copious knowledge about other 
prominent religions also. If you are desirous of 
getting the benefit of his erudition and 
experience you are free to invite him to your 
colleges.” Of course, I felt happy about the 
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contents of the letter but at the same time a bit 
of nervousness crept in me thinking if the 
colleges should invite me for lecture 
programmes would I be able to deliver them to 
the satisfaction of the entire student and teacher 
community. I had never gone to any college 
on such an assignment and I was not conversant 
with rhapsody or rhetorical language to attract 
the student community that too college students 
in London. I told this to Dalalji also. He spoke 
to me very encouragingly, “Mathoorji, why 
should you feel diffident? You have proved 
yourself to be a very successful orator on so 
many occasions and before so many 
distinguished audience. It would not at all be 
difficult for you to speak to the students. Any 
lecture programme in a college would be just 
for an hour out of which 40 minutes for the 
lecture and 20 minutes for the question and 
answer session. It has been the practice here 
and it would be easier for you if you get yourself 
prepared in advance to answer some probable 
questions which you may have to face from 
the students. I must tell you, Mathoorji, that the 
invitation from the colleges for lecture 
programmes would be extended only to the 
eminent people and it is not everybody’s cup 
of tea. You should not miss this opportunity. It 
was Dalalji’s affable nature to encourage people 
around him whenever occasion demanded. 
Himself being a very good orator he would 
make people spellbound by his oratory and he 
is a very good humorist also. He knows the art 
of speaking. His wife would say “However grim 
the atmosphere be there is none to equal him 


in easing it out with his humorous references 
and also none like Maathoorji who would get 
tired of laughing at those references.” 

One fine morning I received a letter from an 
Edinborough College in which I had been asked 
whether I could give a lecture on Indian Culture 
with special reference to Sex Education in 
India. I sent a reply stating, “Sex Education as 
a subject is not being taught in Indian schools 
or colleges and so it would be embarrassing 
for me to talk about it. I can give a talk on our 
Hindu marriages, if you are willing.” They 
agreed and asked me to speak on ‘Indian 
Culture with special reference to Hindu 
Marriages.’ 

It was a girls' college and around 600 
students had assembled in the hall. Seeing 
before me so many pretty girls with their calm 
and innocent faces I felt a bit shaky in the 
beginning. But very soon I was on my own and 
began the lecture slowly but most effectively. 
Now and then I was asking them whether they 
could follow me without any difficulty. Their 
response was very encouraging. I drew the 
picture of a fire-pit on the black board and 
explained to them how a Hindu Marriage is 
conducted keeping the sacred fire as a divine 
witness (Agnisakshi), and expatiated on the 
meaning of Saptapadi (Seven Steps) and 
stressed the significance of mutual swearing by 
both the bride and the bridegroom of 
‘Dharmecha, Arthecha, Kaamecha 
naathicharami.’ After 40 minutes of my lecture 
I invited questions from the girls. Many girls 
raised their hands and one by one asked their 
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questions - Is their any age restriction for the 
marriage? If so what should be the age? Do the 
parents get the mutual consent of both the boy 
and the girl for the marriage? Is there any dress 
code for both the bride and the bridegroom? If 
there is, why? etc. It seemed that there was no 
end for their questions. They were so much 
interested and curious to know the details. I was 
really amazed while answering their questions. 
There was one final question from a girl “Sir, 
can I marry according to the Hindu tradition?” 
Immediately I said, “why not? Certainly you 
can. Hindu way of life is so liberal as to ignore 
the caste and colour of the people when if 
comes to marriage. Our Vedic Manthras enjoin 
that husband and wife should feel bound by 
mutual love, understanding and respect and 
lead their lives happily.” I continued my 
exposition, “Human beings differ from animals 
in being endowed with the awareness of 
‘Dharma’ (roughly means power of 
discriminating between right and wrong and 
leading a righteous life). One who is devoid of 
such awareness of dharma will be no different 
from a beast. A person who treads the path of 
dharma as enjoined by our scriptures can never 
ill-treat another person. Bound by what they 
swear while getting married the couple bear the 
torch of high moral responsibility in the light of 
which their mutual faith, respect and love 
become ennobling factors for their future life to 
prosper ever after.” 

Soon after I concluded my speech all the 
students and teachers clapped their hands for 
almost three minutes in appreciation. Later I 


had also been invited to the Colleges of Eaten 
and Cambridge. The students and the staff of 
all the colleges liked my way of presenting our 
Hindu culture and tradition with reference to 
Hindu way of conducting marriages. 

Marriages on the Thames 

About four months later two English girls and 
two boys entered my office in the Bhavan and 
saluted me. One of the girls spoke, “Sir, do you 
remember us?” I could not recall immediately. 
She continued, “we heard you speak on Hindu 
marriage at Edinborough College and asked 
you whether we could marry according to 
Hindu tradition. You said that it was possible.” 
I did not want to disappoint those girls. So 1 
said, “Yes, Yes, I remember quite well”. The 
girl further said, “Sir, relying on your 
encouraging assurance we have come here to 
tell you that we two are willing to marry these 
boys. They are our friends. Will you please 
conduct our marriages in the Hindu tradition?” 
For me this was an unexpected outcome of my 
talk in that Girl’s College. But without hesitating 
in the least I assured them that I would do it by 
all means. She continued, “Sir, you said that 
the venue of such a marriage would be the 
house of the bride’s father or a temple or a place 
on the seashore. Our houses are not big 
enough for these marriages and because of our 
caste system a temple or church has to be ruled 
out. Let us leave the seashore. Why can’t we 
get married on the river Thames?”. 1 was 
wonder-struck but I had to get it clarified and 
so I asked her, “What did you say? On the river 
Thames, isn’t it? How is it possible?” She said, 
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“we will fix up a huge boat for rent and that 
will be fine.” I put forth my doubt, “How is it 
possible to keep the sacred fire burning on the 
boat? Can the boat accommodate all the 
guests?” She replied, “Sir, you need not worry. 
The boat will be big enough to accommodate 
almost two thousand guests and there will be 
lot of space for all the marriage rituals to be 
conducted without any hindrance.” I simply 
exclaimed, “wonderful! you can go ahead, fix 
the boat and report it to me. I will come there 
and conduct the marriages.” My enthusiasm 
had taken wings to explore a hitherto unknown 
mode of getting those girls and boys married 
as they wished. 

They did as they said. 1 went to the boat 
floating on the river Thames. Hundreds of their 
friends and relatives had gathered there. I gave 
directions for each pair to sit separately along 
with their parents. I installed the two ready¬ 
made fire pits one each before the two pairs of 
couples and invoked Agnideva (fire god) in the 
pits by reciting the manthras. I conducted the 
marriage to the wonderment of all the people 
who were witnessing the ceremony. The boys 
tied the sacred Mangala Sutra to the necks of 
their respective brides. Thus the marriages were 
solemnised with the active participation of all 
the foreigners assembled there. Seeing all those 
people celebrating the occasion in their own 
way I felt so happy thinking that I had achieved 
something great in my life. It was a delightful 
experience for me and only one of its kind. 

Detailed news of these marriages was 
published in Newspapers along with colourful 


photos under the caption, “Marriages of 
Christian pairs conducted in Hindu tradition.” 
They were also telecast. It drew appreciation 
from all quarters. I feel proud all the more for 
having initiated and popularised it in England. 

Renewal of marriage 

May be during 1989-90 I conducted the 
marriage of an American pair in our Hindu 
tradition. Both of them were very happy to listen 
to my exposition of all the important stages of 
the marriage ceremony. They have two children 
and very happily settled in Bermuda. Six years 
after my return to Bangalore and almost 12 
years after their marriage this American couple 
wrote to me in May 2002 stating, “Mathoorji, 
we have been leading a very happy married 
life ever since you conducted our marriage. It 
is already 12 years after we took the sacred 
oaths of marriage. Both of us strongly wish to 
renew our oaths so that we may continue to 
live happily ever after bound by the same sacred 
oaths. We request your august presence along 
with your loving wife for a repetition of all the 
sacred rituals performed 12 years ago. Earnestly 
hope that you will definitely oblige. ” How could 
I refuse this invitation? Both myself and my wife 
went to Bermuda, renewed their marriage bond 
with all the accompanying rituals. It is really a 
wonder how deep the roots of faith in our 
tradition have descended into their lives driving 
in them the right sense of living by their oaths. 
Their children had a good time enjoying the 
new roles being played by their parents. I could 
discern from the facial expressions of the couple 
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how deeply they were in love and the amount 
of concern they had for each other. 

Marriage enacted 

In order to drive home the beauty and 
sanctity of our traditional Hindu marriages to 
the foreigners who wished to see them I had 
arranged for filming an enacted marriage on a 
video tape. Whenever occasion demanded I 
used to exhibit this video tape to the concerned 
people. Many western pairs married according 
to our tradition. 

Marriage in Venezuela 

The younger brother of the male partner of 
the ‘Bermuda Couple’ attended his brother’s 
marriage and sat with interest throughout the 
marriage ceremony. At the end I asked him 
whether he liked our tradition of marriage. He 
agreed that it was very meaningful and also 
interesting. Six or seven months later he came 
to me and said that he was getting married and 
the marriage would take place in Venezuela. 
He further said that he had come to invite me 
to conduct his marriage in the same way as 
that of his brother. Of course I had been to 
Venezuela also and conducted his marriage. 

Miss. Gowri was a girl from Sri Lanka. She 
was a Tamilian and John was her boy - friend. 
Both of them came to me and expressed their 
willingness to get married in accordance with 
our tradition. I conducted their marriage. Smt. 
Gowri was very curious about the mantras. I 
had to make her repeat certain portions of the 
mantras. She liked it very much. Very eagerly 
she would put questions to know the exact 


meanings of the manthras. All the while John 
had been silent. 1 wanted to know how he would 
react to all our religious procedures. So I asked 
him, “John, I hope you have understood it all? 
Did you like it?” He said, “Mathoorji, I have 
been observing it all with due seriousness. It is 
all very meaningful and very nice. Shall I ask 
you a question now?” “Oh, Yes, by all means”, 
I said. “Mathoorji, if we follow your advice and 
live by the oaths we have taken without fail, 
do you think that both of us can lead a happy 
life ever after and would not at anytime in future 
face the worst situation of a divorce?” John 
asked. I took his question with all seriousness 
and said, “you see, Mr. John, all our mantras 
aim at the happy union of the couple for all 
their life and the rituals also are fashioned to 
suit these mantras. We didn’t have divorces at 
all in India. It is the westerners who have 
introduced it.” Even to this day Gowri and John 
are leading a very happy life. 

inter-Continental marriage 

I conducted, so to say, an inter-continental 
marriage - that of a German boy with an Indian 
girl and now they have two children. Now and 
then they write to me also and the common 
factor in all their letters runs like this, “Mathoorji, 
please visit us at least once. Should our children 
not see you? You must also see them and bless. 
Don’t you wish to see us now leading such a 
happy life after having conducted our marriage 
years ago? Please do come.” 

Visit to European countries 

I toured almost all the European countries. 
When I visited Italy I took the opportunity of 
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going to Vatican city and meet the Supreme 
Head of the Christians Reverend Pope John 
Paul. I was going to Zurich now and then on 
the invitation of Swami Omkarananda. My visit 
to Spain has a special significance. Princess 
Irene of Greece had firm faith in all the religions, 
oriental traditions and faiths. She considered 
them all as pregnant with meaningful thoughts 
and practices that have been handed down to 
us from time immemorial. You may feel 
astounded to know that she was the devoted 
disciple of the most revered Kanchi Seer 
Paramacharya. She had sponsored a Multi faith 
Conference in a forest location near Madrid, 
the Capital of Spain. As an integral part of its 
proceedings an in depth discussion on the 
Vedas had been arranged and I had attended 
it as an invitee. There I chanted some selected 
mantras (stanzas) from Yajurveda, Shanthi 
Mantra and Rudra Mantra. I expounded the 
connotations of all those mantras to the learned 
participants representing various religions. It 
won their hearts and I felt amply rewarded. 

Visit to South Africa 

I feel elated to say that I had been to South 
Africa also and visited Gandhiji’s Phoenix 
Ashram. This visit was one of the most 
cherished ambitions of my life. I had gone there 
from London on the invitation of Natal Vedic 
Society. Under the auspices of this society I 
gave 42 lectures on ‘Gandhiji and his way of 
Life’. I visited the Railway Station at Peter 
Morris Berg where Gandhiji had atrociously 
been dragged out of the carriage and literally 
thrown out. Tears welled up in my eyes when I 


saw the spot on the platform where Gandhiji 
had fallen. I took a little soil from that spot, held 
it to both of my eyes and smeared it on my 
forehead as a mark of paying my heart-felt 
tribute to the Great Man. The mental agony 
that I experienced at that moment is 
indescribable. 

There was a school in the premises of the 
ashram. A statue of Gandhiji had been 
installed near the school. A well I saw there 
needs special mention. I was told that Gandhiji 
himself had fixed a pump to lift water from the 
well so that Kasturba would be spared the 
strain of drawing water from that well. But when 
I saw the well, to my utter disappointment and 
dejection, it was filled with all kinds of waste 
materials. Immediately I contacted the 
concerned persons, paid them 1000 pounds 
from my pocket and instructed them not only 
to get the well cleaned but also to keep the 
premises clean henceforth. At that moment I 
remembered Sri Siddavanahalli Krishna 
Sharma and Sri H. Srinivasaiah. They were 
Gandhians to the core and would give utmost 
importance to cleanliness. These Gandhian 
philosophers were our guides in working for 
the ‘Keep Villages Clean’ programmes. Sri 
Srinivasaiah had once visited London also. 

But the one satisfying factor to me was that 
the printing press where Gandhiji himself was 
printing a Newspaper of that time had been 
preserved in good condition. I was greatly 
thrilled by just imagining what all the news items 
Gandhiji might have printed at that time of his 
great historical struggle. 
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Lord Fenner Brockway 

While Gandhiji’s name is still ringing in my 
ears automatically Lord Fenner Brockway has 
gained predominance in my memory. He was 
a member of the Labour Party in England. 
Being an ardent devotee and follower of 
Gandhiji he had developed an emotional 
attachment towards ‘ Gandhi Cap’ (White 
Khadi Cap). He would wear the cap while 
arguing in the British Parliment supporting the 
‘Freedom Struggle’ of India. ‘Quackers’ was the 
name of a society in London and all its members 
were staunch followers of Gandhiji’s 
nonviolence. Even Gandhiji himself was a 
member of that society. Lord Fenner Brockway 
and Noel Baker could be named prominently 
among those few whom Gandhiji referred to 
as friends in England. Lord Brockway gave 
away his ‘Gandhi Cap’ to the Bhavan Centre 
in London. I feel proud to say that the historical 
cap has been kept safe in a glass box and placed 
as a valuable exhibit in the Bhavan for all the 
visitors to have a look at it and to know its 
significance. 

Mohammad Ali’s contribution 

On a special invitation once I went to a 
mosque and gave a lecture on the Prophet 
Mohammad Pygambar. A muslim by name 
Mohammad Ali used to come to the Bhavan 
everyday exactly at 12 noon to pray in our 
‘Prayer Hall for all Religions.’ He had great 
respect for the Bhavan and its programmes. 
He used to attend to my discourses in the 
Bhavan very promptly and had developed a 


great regard for me also. Once when Dr. Karan 
Singh (Ex-Ruler of Kashmir and Central 
Minister) visited the Bhavan, Sri Mohammad 
Ali was also present. After our distinguished 
guest left the Bhavan he asked me with all 
humility, “Mathoorji, I wish to contribute a small 
sum to the Bhavan. Would you accept it?” I 
was really taken aback but soon 1 said, “Mr 
Mohammad Ali, why do you hesitate and say 
so? Please don’t entertain even an iota of doubt 
about it, with all gratitude the Bhavan 
acknowledges your valuable contribution. You 
are free to contribute whatever you can.” He 
gave 200 pounds and the Bhavan stands 
indebted to such eminent people endowed with 
that spirit of sacrifice for a worthy cause. 

Swami Bhavyananda 

After it was decided that I should go to 
London I went to Ramakrishna Ashram in 
Bangalore to pay my obeisance to the Swamiji 
and to be blessed by him. On the spur of the 
moment I asked the Swamiji whether he knew 
any Kannadiga settled in London. He said, 
“Yes, Swami Bhavyananda is there. He took 
‘Sanyasa’ at his young age. You can meet him.” 

Within a week of my landing in London, I 
met Swami Bhavyananda in his ‘ashram’ at 
Holland Park. It was just 15 minutes journey 
from the Y.M.C.A. where I was put up. The 
Swamiji treated me like a long-time 
acquaintance. He said that even Sri 
Ramakrishnanji, Sri Hathiji and Sri 
Madhavanji would occasionally stay at his 
ashram. I was very happy to hear him speak 
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Kannada so fluently. As days went by the 
Swamiji and myself became so close to each 
other that I could not but meet him at least once 
in 15 days. I found that the Swamiji had a 
considerable number of followers and admirers 
surrounding him whenever 1 happened to go 
to his ashram. When we were in search of a 
suitable building for the Bhavan the Swamiji 
offered one of his buildings for rent. But as the 
building was not big enough to suit our 
requirements we could not take it. 

The Swamiji was giving discourses on every 
Sunday - two of them at his ashram and the 
other two at the Bhavan in West Kensington. It 
was Swami Bhavyananda who sang the 
invocation at the inauguration of the Bhavan’s 
own Church building. His disciples numbering 
60 or 70 would attend his learned discourses 
very punctually. If there were any religious 
functions or ceremonies to be conducted in the 
houses of his followers or admirers he would 
invariably ask them to invite me as the Chief 
Priest. I wish to tell you here that it was at his 
insistence the Khilnanis invited me to conduct 
the thread ceremonies of their two sons. 

Maharshi Mahesh Yogi 

A number of ‘Meditation Centres’ of 
Maharshi Mahesh Yogi are there in London. 
Once I got acquainted to the Maharshi. Some 
time later he wrote to me stating, ‘I came to 
know that you have been performing the 
marriages of English brides and grooms in 
accordance with Hindu tradition. I am really 
happy about it. I have also been propagating 


the essence of our Hindu Dharma among the 
foreigners. We must strive hard to learn more 
and more about our dharma and disseminate 
it among others who are not well informed 
about it. I appreciate and admire your efforts 
in that direction.” The Yogi had also sent to me 
some pairs of foreigners for conducting their 
marriages as per our tradition. I did my best in 
making the couple tread ‘Sapthapadi’ and 
swear to their mutual love and fidelity through¬ 
out their married life. That such couples are 
leading a happy family life and feeling proud 
of it speaks high of our tradition. 

Swami Chinmayananda 

I had a rare opportunity of meeting that 
universal figure Swami Chinmayananda in 
London. His magnetic personality with 
resplendent face and compassionate eyes 
would instantly command respect and 
reverence from each and every onlooker let 
alone devotees. He was a repository of all 
encompassing knowledge of the Vedas, 
Upanishads and all other scriptures. He was an 
authority on the exposition of Bhagavadgeetha 
and specially renowned all the world over for 
his ‘Geetha Jnana Yagnas.’ People from all 
walks of life would throng the venue of his 
discourses wherever he went. 

At the time of my meeting with him one of 
his devotees appealed to the Swamiji saying, 
“Swamiji, I am in possession of all the comforts 
to lead a luxurious life. I have earned a 
prestigious position and status in the society. 
But my children do not either follow me or pay 
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heed to my advice. What shall I do? Is there 
any remedy for this?” The Swamiji simply 
smiled and said in his own inimitable style, “you 
must know that your children are born to you 
and not born for you.” The fellow had a shock 
of his life by this remark. I was also wondering 
at Swamiji’s flash of wit and wisdom. 

Mind-reader Baba 

It has always been my motto to do the right 
things at the right time. If we fail to stick to the 
time schedule we may have to face so many 
problems and also put others to inconvenience. 
It was Sri Sathya Sai Baba who made an 
indelible impact on me about this time factor! 
In 1961 I was working for the daily edition of 
Samyukta Karnataka. Sri R.R.Diwakar was 
Editor-in-Chief of Samyukta Karnataka daily. 
His son Sri Ananth’s wife Smt. Shantha was an 
ardent devotee of Sri Sathya Sai Baba. Her 
father Sri G.A.Acharya was a well-known 
Gandhian who started M.E.S.College in 
Bangalore and a former Chairman of ‘Bengal 
Lamps’. Smt.Shantha regularly attended the 
bhajan sessions and discourses of Sri Baba at 
White Field. She was asking me very often to 
accompany her to those programmes. But I 
went on procrastinating. It was not that I didn’t 
wish to go there. As a reporter I was going 
there now and then during Sri Baba’s visit to 
Whitefield. In my opinion only those who 
wished to pour out their sufferings before Sri 
Baba and request him for some kind of relief 
would go there for Baba’s darshan. I had no 
such problems, I thought that I could go there 
one day or the other at my convenience to see 


Sri Baba from a distance and have an 
experience of how Sri Baba would interact with 
the people in providing some relief to the 
sufferers. But one Sunday I bowed to 
Smt.Shantha’s insistence and accompanied her. 
We waited for a long time but Sri Baba did not 
appear. I had become fidgety and it was waste 
of precious time for me. I thought that I could 
have utilised this time for some useful work. 
So I gestured to Smt.Shantha that I would leave 
but she in turn widened her eyes and stared at 
me indicating that I should wait for some more 
time. At last Sri Baba appeared. I knew that 
he was doing unparalleled social service to 
humanity at large. All the devotees were thrilled 
and folded their hands in veneration. Sri Baba 
would pick out people as he moved on, listen 
to them and answer them. Many fell at his feet 
for blessings. Baba gave ‘Vibhuti’ to all of them. 
Some of the people even gave him letters, 
perhaps of their appeal to him. Moving at a 
slow pace Sri Baba came near me in about half 
an hour. Immediately I touched his feet in 
obeisence and stood up. Abruptly he said, 
“Newspaper people must have lots of patience.” 
I wondered how he could make out that I was 
a reporter and sense my impatience. I 
marvelled at his power to probe into other’s 
mind. He simply beckoned me to accompany 
him into the hall. When I went inside Baba 
said, “I have heard that you are an excellent 
storyteller. Come to our Bala Vikas and tell the 
children the story of Mahabharatha. Of course, 
trained teachers are already there and meet 
them first.” To begin with there were about 25 
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children and storytelling classes began in 
Smt.Shantha’s house itself. 

On Sundays between 4 PM to 5.45 PM I 
was handling ‘Bala Vikas’ classes. I would 
invariably be there at the exact hour and start 
my work in the classes at the right time. On 
that particular day I was forced to go late by 
just 3 minutes because of a troublesome 
autorikshaw. Soon after I entered the class I 
told the students apologetically that I was late 
by 3 minutes. It was my humble confession 
before the God present in all the boys of about 
12 to 13 years of age. 

A week later I attended the “Thread 
Ceremony” (Upanayana) of the grandson of 
our editor Sri R.R.Diwakar, who was a devotee 
of Sri Sathya Sai Baba. Sri Baba would always 
grace such occasions celebrated by his ardent 
devotees. While blessing the boy (Vatu) Sri 
Baba stroked his head with his fingers oozing 
out divine affection and love. Within moments 
a ‘sacred thread’ (Yajnopavita) with the smear 
of turmeric on it materialised in his hand. He 
handed it over to me. I held it while I chanted 
the appropriate Vedic hymns and then handed 
it over to the purohit at the time of investiture. 

Sri Sathya Sai Baba would on such 
occasions expatiate on the importance of the 
ceremony giving his interpretation of the Vedic 
Hymns chanted by me. After the ceremony 
concluded, Baba who went round blessing his 
devotees, came near the children of ‘Bala Vikas’ 
and was talking to them. One of the boys was 
trying to convey something to the Baba with 
some gestures of his hand. I was quick to grasp 


that the boy must be telling something about 
my late coming to the class on that day. Baba 
came near me and asked, “Are you telling the 
story of Bakasura to the children? Have you 
told them about the sacrifice of Kunthi?” With 
due respect to Sri Baba I told him, “How can I 
tell the story of Bakasura without referring to 
that great mother Kunthi who was prepared to 
sacrifice her own son in order to save the life of 
the only son of the Brahmin family? Can the 
episode of Bakasura be complete without 
Kunthi’s sacrifice, Baba?” Baba expressed his 
approval by saying, “Oh! Alage (fine)”. After 

2 or 3 minutes of conversation Sri Baba 
abruptly asked, “You came late to the class by 

3 minutes, isn’t it?” With folded hands I replied, 
“Yes Baba, I am sorry. Just by 3 minutes, that’s 
all.” Sri Baba spoke with all the seriousness in 
his voice, “Don’t say just 3 minutes. It was not 
3 minutes but 75 minutes.” Without being able 
to catch its implication I simply muttered,” No, 
no Baba, it was only 3 minutes.” Baba smiled 
and said, “ No, you were late by 75 minutes. If 
it was 3 minutes to one child by how many 
minutes were you late for 25 children? Was it 
not 75 minutes?” Only then did I understand 
what he meant. I apologised, “Excuse me, 
Baba, I promise, I will not repeat it.” I can never 
forget the lesson Sri Baba taught me on that 
day. 

Punctuality 

Dear readers, now please follow me to 
London. I have already referred to Sri 
Muddappa who was Trade Commissioner of 
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Karnataka in London. In his office there was 
an English lady who was very active and 
punctual in her work. Very often I had to phone 
Sri Muddappa. The working hours of his office 
were from 9 A M to 6 PM. That girl would be in 
the office and answer my phone even if I were 
to phone exactly at 9 in the morning or 6 in the 
evening. This is just to illustrate the punctuality 
of the British in general. They would work 
incessantly and indefatigably for 5 days in a 
week and enjoy the two days off at the weekend 
without thinking of their office even for a 
moment. Even a mason does not smoke, eat 
or drink during the hours of his duty. Here no 
one supervises some other's work all through 
the day. Still no one violates the ‘Principle of 
their duty hours.’ I too imbibed this principle 
within a short period of time. I don’t tolerate 
irresponsibility and indiscipline in anyone and 
especially so in the case of the workers of the 
Bhavan. When we are holding the reins of 
administration it is incumbent on us to assume 
the role of ‘hard taskmasters’. It is not easy to 
extract work from others. 

Now I am going to narrate to you the fate of 
a person who conducted himself with 
reprehensible irresponsibility and careless 
attitude. Mr. Natarajan was working as a 
librarian cum sales Manager in our bookshop. 
He was drawing good salary. One evening he 
committed some blunder for which I issued him 
a warning notice and decided to send him out. 
Both Nanda and Smt. Veda, my secretary, 
being very soft by nature, implored me to excuse 
him after taking him to task and persuaded me 


not to dismiss him from his job as it was the 
question of his subsistence. I had to condescend 
to their request reluctantly. I called Natarajan 
before me and told that I had excused him only 
for the time being and strictly warned him that 
he should not dare to repeat such a blunder in 
future. 

For the next one year no such thing 
happened. One evening a well-known Violinist 
Smt. Lakshmi Jayan was to give her recital in 
the Bhavan. Nanda had taken leave and gone 
to Mathoor for a few days but Veda was there. 
I had given clear instructions to the concerned 
assistants of the Bhavan to do their assigned 
duties keeping the time factor in mind. I had 
entrusted the arrangement and supervision of 
microphones and loudspeakers in the 
programme hall to Natarajan. Music lovers had 
already begun to assemble in the hall. Dr. John 
Marr was to welcome and introduce the artistes 
of the evening. Both Dr. John Marr and Violinist 
Smt. Lakshmi Jayan arrived on time. I was 
watching Smt. Veda’s time rehearsal. Someone 
from the violinist’s group came to me and said, 
“ Sir, Smt. Lakshmiji has already arrived and a 
considerable number of patrons and music 
lovers have also assembled. But no microphone 
arrangement has been made. Please come and 
see for yourself.” I wondered how could this 
happen! I said “I had entrusted this work to 
Natarajan. He should have arranged everything 
by this time. Why, is he not there?” “No sir, no 
one is there to arrange the sound system.” I 
went to the programme hall and saw to my utter 
disappointment and perplexity no traces of 
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Natarajan. Bhavan had its own sound system 
and he was the only person in the Bhavan who 
could operate it at the time of such programmes. 
It was already 6.25 RM and only 5 minutes 
were left for the commencement of the 
programme. As usual with me, I was quick to 
arrive at a decision and stepped on the dais. I 
folded my hands before the artistes and 
audience and apologising for the lapse on our 
part I said, “It is beyond my cognisance why 
the concerned person to whom I had entrusted 
the work of microphone arrangement has not 
turned up. None of us present in the Bhavan 
now knows anything about it. Kindly excuse 
me. I feel sorry for this unforeseen circumstance. 
My ardent appeal and request is just that you 
must kindly sit through this programme with 
all patience and Smt. Lakshmi Jayan must 
kindly condescend to give her recital of this 
evening in the absence of sound system.” 
Though she did not relish it, she began her 
recital and continued it for one and half hours. 
It seemed that nobody felt the absence of sound 
system and enjoyed the violin recital with rapt 
attention. The audience appreciated and 
complimented Smt. Lakshmi Jayan and party 
for their delectable programme. It was really a 
different experience for me and I heaved a sigh 
of great relief. 

There was a lot of work for us in the Bhavan 
both on Saturday and Sunday but no trace of 
Natarajan. I sent someone to look for him in 
his house but it had been locked. The 
neighbours said that he had not at all turned 
up. I thought that he might have been a victim 


of some fatal accident and told Veda also. We 
enquired all his contacts but in vain. 

On Monday morning I was in my office at 
9. Natarajan came at 10 °’ clock, wished me 
‘Good Morning’, signed in the attendance 
register and returned to his seat in the library. It 
was just a mechanical repetition of ‘good 
morning’ on my part. Wondering at his audacity 
I was almost speechless at that moment. This 
was the right time to make him learn a lesson, 
I thought. I asked him over the phone to return 
to my office immediately. He came and stood 
before me. I told him with a harsh, and resolute 
voice, “Natarajan, if you resign from your post 
on your own accord today itself you may get a 
job elsewhere. If I dismiss you now, you cannot 
hope to get a job anywhere. Think about it and 
let me know your decision in two minutes. 
Don’t talk of anything else.” Within 5 minutes 
he returned with his resignation letter and I 
relieved him of his duties instantly. I told him, 
“Your resignation has been accepted. You can 
get your account settled in a day or two.” A 
few minutes later Smt. Veda entered my room 
and said “Mathoorji, you did the right thing, 
this time I don’t speak for him.” I told her, “You 
see, irresponsibility claims innumerable excuses. 
If we go on overlooking such trivial excuses how 
can we get the work done?” I told the same 
thing to Dalalji also. He simply supported my 
decision saying, “Yes, Mathoorji, we have got 
to be a bit tough in getting the work done 
properly on time. Nobody can be an exception 
to this. What you did was right and would serve 
as a lesson to others also.” I have been working 



336 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


with the same attitude ever since. Otherwise 
administration would become an unbearable 
nightmarish burden. 

Rajaji Memorial Lecture 

Bhavan became a beehive of activities and 
was attracting more and more students and 
general public as well. Bhavan’s chief patron 
in London was Lord Mountbatten. Our 
Bhavan had earned the patronage of the Royal 
Family. A lecture - series had been 

arranged in memory of Rajaji on the occasion 
of his centenary celebrations. Lord 
Mountbatten had attended the lectures with due 
respect to Rajaji whom he addressed as his 
‘Old Friend’. 

Musician Shivashakthi Shivanesan 

The number of students getting admission 
to the classes was increasing. We had to write 
to our Head Office in Bombay to send experts 
in playing sitar, veena, tabla etc. But there was 
one difficulty. We had to reimburse all their 
expenses. So we were on the look out for some 
local artistes who would be available to the 
Bhavan. 

Once it so happened that the organisers of 
a programme in which I had a lecture 
assignment and a lady musician had to give 
her concert had arranged for all the three of us 
(the musician, her husband, and myself) a taxi 
to take us back home. On the way I came to 
know the lady’s name as Shivashakthi 
Shivanesan and that of her spouse Shivanesan. 
Both of them were Srilankan Tamilians. She 
had learnt Karnataka classical music in 


Madras. I sensed her deep involvement in 
music and casually asked her to sing ‘ 
Kharaharapriya’ raga. She sang for about 30 
to 35 minutes delineating the raga with all its 
embellishments. I was wholly absorbed in her 
music. I gave her my visiting card and asked 
her to come and meet me in the Bhavan. Three 
or four days later she came and met me. On 
the same day I issued orders appointing her to 
teach the classes in Karnataka music and 
veena. It gave her immense joy. Even today 
she continues to serve the Bhavan as a senior 
expert in music. 

We required highly qualified and 
experienced music teachers to teach the 
students who were moving on to higher levels 
of learning. They were not available in London. 
So I wrote to our Head Office. In consultation 
with the senior scholars working with them, the 
concerned authorities of our Head Office sent 
some well qualified artistes to London. In 
London all necessary arrangements had been 
made for them to lead their lives comfortably. 
Many of them stayed back in London 
continuing to teach the students of the Bhavan. 
To name a few of them - Sri Prakash Yadagudde 
from Tirthahalli in Karnataka for Bharatha 
Natyam, Sri Vijayakumar Jagatap for sitar, Sri. 
M. Balchandar for mridangam, Sri. B.K 
Chandrashekar for violin and Tushar Joshi for 
drama. Violinist Sri Balu Raghuram came after 
Sri B.K. Chandrashekhar taught for a short 
period. Here I must thank Pt. Ravi Shankar 
who had sent two of his disciples for one year 
to conduct sitar and tabla classes. 
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Courses in Fine Arts - Music and Dance 

We commenced diploma courses in all the 
performing arts. Relevent syllabi were also 
prepared. Classes began to be conducted 
mainly on Saturdays and Sundays. In music 
and dance we had 3 year diploma courses. 
After the completion of a 3 year course there 
was a two year post- diploma course followed 
by the proficiency course. Only after 
proficiency a student becomes eligible for 
professional vocal or dance performance. It is 
a matter of pride for the Bhavan that every year 
two or three students reach this stage. Training 
programmes, workshops and seminars are 
being conducted regularly. 

The British Government has a scheme of 
encouraging the performing artists by allocating 
a considerable sum of money for producing 
original pieces of art works. Genuine efforts on 
the part of artistes in exhibiting their creative 
talents attract the favour of the Government 
there. 

National character 

During my 24 years of stay in London I had 
been a member of the Secondary School Board 
for quite a long time. What I observed then was 
that the children of Indian community were far 
ahead of the children of other communities in 
their scholastic achievements. For almost 15 
years in succession our Indian students scored 
high rankings in secondary school 
examinations. Neither the Indian children who 
were born and brought up there nor the British 
children knew anything about caste or creed. 
They have been brought up as part of world 


community. I must make a special reference to 
their strict adherence to the learning process. 
The children are highly disciplined, honest, hard 
working and faithful. This can be rightly 
interpreted as their National character. The 
parents take great interest in their children’s 
progress. They even escort their wards to and 
from the school. No irresponsibility to be seen 
in any of the children’s activities. Needless to 
say, the schools get excellent results. 

Smt. Duru Assomull and 
Sri Chatru Assomull 

A popular Sindhi lady, Duru Assomull, was 
the Secretary of Vidya Bhavan. She was quite 
resourceful. In order to collect funds for the 
Bhavan she devised a raffle system and ably 
conducted it for almost 3 years. For the winners 
of the draws the first prize was an Air India 
return ticket ,the second prize was a 4-day trip 
to Paris, the third prize was a T. V set and the 
fourth was a diamond ring. From the very first 
raffle Bhavan got 11,000 pounds. A big 
diamond merchant by name Mr. Suresh Choksi 
gave the diamond ring. Smt. Assomull helped 
the Bhavan a great deal by bringing a number 
of Sindhi families into Bhavan’s contact. In fact 
I assumed the role of a chief priest and 
conducted the marriages of all the five 
daughters of Smt. Assomull. 

In 1995 I returned to Bangalore and 
assumed charge of the Bhavan as its Executive 
Director. Within a short period of time Sri 
Chatru Assomull, husband of Smt. Duru came 
to Bangalore and paid a visit to the Bhavan. 
He saw that the Bhavan was very slow in 
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its progress and returned without commenting 
on it. 

During 1997-19981 had been to London to 
conduct the marriage of Smt. and Sri 
Assomull’s last daughter. After my return Sri 
Chatru Assomull had come to Bangalore. By 
that time the Bhavan was fairly in a good 
condition. I invited him not only to the 

Bhavan but also to my house for supper. One 
afternoon he came to the Bhavan and observed 
the classes running on the ground and first floors 
of the building. As the building itself is located 
by the side of a very busy road, the disturbing 
sound of heavy traffic naturally makes it difficult 
for the students to listen to the lectures properly. 
Sri Assomull remarked “Mathoorji, how can 
the classes be run here amidst so much of loud 
noise?” I answered, “Yes Sir, what you say is 
quite true. We are improving the situation at a 
slow pace. The classrooms need double glazing 
to make them considerably noiseproof but we 
don’t have that much of money.” He was the 
guest of honour in my house that night. After 
meals he asked me, “Mathoorji, supposing I 
pay you the money, is there tax exemption for 
it ?” I said, “Yes Chatruji, if you pay more 
than Rs. 5000, there is 100% tax exemption.” 
“Then can I pay some donation in Indian 
currency?” he asked. I clarified further, “Yes 
sir, by all means. But tax exemption can be 
claimed only at Mumbai. As such we have to 
obtain permission from our Head Office. Better 
you write to our Head Office mentioning the 
amount of donation you are willing to pay and 
suggest to them to keep 25% of it as the share 


of the Head Office and to send the remaining 
75% to the Bangalore Branch. Then we will 
get our share and you will get your tax 
exemption. I think I have made it clear to you.” 
He said, “Yes, it is quite clear to me. Now I am 
going to Hong Kong. I will contact you sometime 
later.” He left for Hong Kong without giving 
even an inkling of the amount he would donate. 
My expectation from him was Rs.one lakh at 
the most. 

After sometime I went to Delhi on some work 
and met Sri Ramakirshnanji and Sri 
Subramanyamji. I told them all about Sri 
Assomullji and the talk I had with him about 
the donation. On the very same day I received 
a phone call of Sri Assomullji from Hong Kong. 
He was surprised to find me in Delhi. He said 
“Mathoorji, I have sent a demand draft to your 
Head Office with instructions to keep 25% of 
the amount with them and to send the 
remaining 75% to your branch.” I felt very 
happy and said, “ Thank you very much, Sir, I 
am really happy about your generosity. Please 
let me know what to do with your donation.” 
He said, “You are free to use the amount to 
whatever work or scheme you think fit. But, 
Mathoorji, you didn’t ask me at all how much 
have I sent.” I laughed and said, “Sir, we are 
satisfied with whatever you donate.” 
“Mathoorji, I have sent 20 lakhs, 5 lakhs to 
Bombay, and 15 lakhs to Bangalore”, he said. 
My happiness knew no bounds at that instant. 
I thanked him profusely for his unparalleled 
generosity. Soon after the receipt of the money 
I arranged for double glazing of the classrooms. 
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We must take note of one important thing 
here. The first time Sri Assomullji came he 
simply saw the Bhavan and went away. When 
he turned up here two years later he could see 
the organised way in which the Bhavan was 
making progress. Only then he took the decision 
to donate. This exemplifies how munificent 
people recognise the honest work and extend 
their helping hand in building institutions. 

Sri Bhagavan Mirchandani 

Sri Bhagavan Mirchandani was a relative 
of Sri Assomullji in London. When his maternal 
uncle expired I conducted the funeral rites and 
other concomitant rituals for all the 12 days. 
The 13th day was the day of ‘Vykunta 
Samaradhana’ (departed soul entering 
heaven). Sri Bhagavan asked me how to 
conduct it. I told him, “Normally all the relatives, 
friends and even other people are to be fed on 
that day or else you can feed the poor and the 
destitutes.” He said, “Mathoorji, where can I 
go in search of the poor people? Instead let us 
feed all your people in the Bhavan itself.” I 
expressed my willingness saying, “Sir, you can 
do that. As it happens to be a Sunday, 400 to 
500 students attend the classes. But you must 
come to the Bhavan on Saturday evening itself, 
tell the students about the sanctity of the 
occasion and invite them to have meals with 
your family on Sunday.” As I suggested, Sri 
Bhagavanji came to the Bhavan on Saturday 
evening, went to each and every class and 
invited all the students. A circular from my 
office to this effect went round all the classes. 


On Sunday all the family members of Sri 
Bhagavan Mirchandani came to the Bhavan. 
The cooks served their preparations to all the 
people including students and all of us had our 
meals. Sri Bhagavanji was very much pleased 
to see the ‘Vykunta Samaradhana’ as a tribute 
to the departed soul. 

Renovation and alteration work was still 
going on inside the church building when Sri 
Bhagavan Mirchandani had come to the 
Bhavan for ‘Vykunta Samaradhana.’ He saw 
me moving about giving instructions to the 
people of the Bhavan as and when necessary. 
With a bit of doubt lurking in his voice he asked 
me “ Are you the superintendent here ?” I said 
“Yes.” “I thought that you were just a priest 
when I saw you conducting all the funeral rites.” 
I told him that 1 was the Executive Director of 
the Bhavan and as I had learnt to conduct 
certain religious rites, I was rendering my 
services in this field also. He further said , “Yes, 
yes , you did a very good job of it on that day. 
But may I know what all you do here and what 
activities are going on?” I narrated to him in 
detail all about the Bhavan and its activities. I 
also told him that we had acquired the church 
building only recently and handed over to him 
a pamphlet which gave the details of the 
renovation and alteration works that were under 
progress. He came round the building 
observing all the class-rooms and said, “I did 
not know the very existence of such an 
Institution. Can we also do some service to the 
Bhavan ?” It was evident that Sri Bhagavanji 
was very much impressed by the principles 
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and functions of the Bhavan. I said, “Certainly, 
Sir, you can do whatever service you consider 
fit to be done.” .He said “If so, within another 
4 or 5 days please come to my office and see 
me” and gave me his visiting card. All along 
Sri Chatru Assomullji was with us. He told 
Bhagavanji, “You see, I am the Secretary of 
the Bhavan. Mathoorji has been doing his best 
here to open up varied avenues of activities 
for so many students to participate and learn.” 

I phoned Sri Bhagavan Mirchandani on 
Tuesday and asked whether I could meet him 
that evening. He asked me to meet him the next 
day. That was on Wednesday at 10 A.M. and 
said that he would wait for me. I went to his 
office at the appointed hour. All along I was 
praying to God to cast His spell on Sri 
Bhagavanji and make him donate liberally to 
the Bhavan. It was very a big office. I went in 
and sat. I saw in all the photos around me the 
only God Shiva, which meant that Sri 
Bhagavanji was His great devotee. I sang a 
beautiful hymn eulogising Shiva. He felt very 
happy to hear the hymn. He took me round 
his office building telling me repeatedly, “Let 
there be your blessings, Mathoorji.” I too went 
around chanting ‘Prayers’, and wished him well. 

After we were seated in the office, I was 
offered tea on a tray and a very big envelope 
was also there. Sri Bhagavanji took the 
envelope and while handing it over to me said, 
“ Mathoorji, this is my humble contribution, 
God willing I wish to contribute as much as 
possible in future also.” I thanked him and 
opened the envelope to have a look at the 


contents. On such occasions in London the 
donors expect the receiver to open the envelope 
and see the amount therein. To my utter surprise 
I found a cheque for 11000 pounds! For a few 
moments I was tongue-tied. I expressed my 
deep gratitude and thanked him once again for 
his kind concern for the Bhavan. 

Shivarathri 

Eight days before ‘Shivarathri’ I telephoned 
Sri Bhagavanji to remind him of the 
approaching festival. He had asked me to do 
so. He said, “Mathoorji, I want to talk to you 
about the festival. Will you please come to my 
office tomorrow?” I agreed and went to his 
office in the morning. He asked me what all 
we did in the Bhavan on Shivarathri day. I told 
him that ‘Shiva Bhajan’ would go on till 8 RM. 
and then ‘Rudrabhisheka’ would be performed. 
As a concluding part of the programme we 
would distribute the ‘Prasadam’ to all the 
participants. He asked me to tell him what 
actually was that ‘Prasadam.’ I told him that it 
would be either sugar or peda because 150 to 
200 people gather in the Bhavan for the 
observation of Shivarathri. Sri Bhagavanji said 
“Mathoorji, how would it be if we provide 
meals to all the participants?” I laughed and 
said “Very well, Sir, we have got to order the 
caterers to get the meals ready for us.” “Please 
arrange for the meals and send me the bill. I 
will pay for it” said, Sri Bhagavanji. 

Sri Bhagavan Mirchandani came with all 
the members of his family to participate in the 
celebrations of Shivarathri. One Mr. Bhanu 
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Bhai had been asked to prepare and serve 
meals for 150 people that night. He had done 
a fine job of it and charged 600 pounds at the 
rate of 4 pounds per plate. Meals had been 
served on paper plates which were to be used 
and thrown. The next day Sri Mirchandaniji 
phoned me to say “Mathoorji, the amount of 
the bill is ready. Will you come here and take 
it or shall I come there ?” His office was more 
than 6 to 7 miles from the Bhavan. As I had 
my travel pass it was convenient for me to go 
to him and collect the money. I told him so and 
went to his office the next morning. He paid 
the money and said “Mathoorji, yesterday it 
was all very well arranged. You celebrated the 
Shivarathri with all devotion. But one thing 1 
want specially to mention is about the paper 
plates used for serving meals. They were very 
light and delicate. Why can’t you buy and use 
steel plates?” I said in a diffident tone, “Buy 
steel plates ?” He immediately understood the 
import of my tone and said, “Yes Mathoorji, 
tell me the maximum number of people who 
would attend such important celebrations in 
the Bhavan.” I told him that it was around 
300. “Alright, you go ahead and purchase 350 
each of steel plates, spoons, tumblers and cups, 
for the Bhavan. Send me the bill. I will pay” he 
said. I could not believe my ears. I thanked him 
and said, “Yes, Sir, that can be done. But 
cleaning them after use poses a problem for 
us, because we don’t have people to do these 
services. So.... ” I stopped at it and hesitated 
to speak further. “Oh! Yes ! It is true. Let us do 
one thing. You let me know the cost of a 


dishwasher and we will purchase it also” he 
instantly said. 1 came to know that the 
dishwasher would cost 7000 pounds whereas 
all the steel plates, spoons, tumblers and cups 
put together would cost 6000 pounds. I thought 
that it would not be wise on my part to allow 
Sri Mirchandaniji alone to pay so much for 
both. So I told him, “Bhagavanji, let us 
purchase all the steelware now. For the present 
we will get them cleaned by the volunteers who 
render their service to the Bhavan on such 
occasions. We will think of the dishwasher at 
a later stage.” He agreed and gave a cheque 
for 6000 pounds. It is almost 20 years now since 
the steelware entered the Bhavan’s stock. Even 
now Sri Bhagavanji attends the Shivarathri 
celebrations at the Bhavan without fail. All the 
steelware is used to serve meals or refreshments 
even today. We can never forget his kind 
contribution to the Bhavan. 

The Tadanis 

Handsome Mohan Tadani and Pretty Sarala 
Tadani were a very rich couple. They had three 
children - two daughters and a son. They came 
to the Bhavan once and contributed 15,000 
pounds for the prayer hall, the work on which 
had been carried out by Sri Satish Dawar. They 
invited me to their house with great honour and 
affection. One day I went to their house. One 
of the couple said “Sir, one of our well-wishers 
has told me that you are an expert in reading 
the horoscopes. We have two daughters to be 
married, one is 25 years old and the other 23 
years. Somehow we have not been able to get 
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them married till now. Please read their 
horoscopes and see whether you can do some 
prayer or puja and wish us well.” I was really 
moved by their appeal. On reading the 
horoscope I got a positive signal. I conducted 
a ‘Homa’ and ‘Sri Satyanarayana Pooja’ was 
performed by the couple with great devotion. 
By God’s grace or providential coincidence, 
within four months of performing the ‘Homa’ 
and ‘Pooja’, the marriage of the first daughter 
was fixed with a suitable groom from a 
respectable family and sometime later marriage 
was also celebrated. Within eight months the 
marriage of the second daughter was also 
celebrated. After these happenings the Tadani 
couple developed great reverence for me. They 
began to invite me every year on ‘Guru 
Poornima’ day and honour me with some gift 
along with their loving hospitality. 

Their son Vinod was 24 years old and they 
had already tried to look for a suitable bride for 
him but in vain. Once again I was requested to 
look into his horoscope and do whatever was 
necessary. I performed ‘Ketu Graha Shanthi’ 
for the boy and prayed to God wishing them 
well. Within three months his marriage was 
conducted with a beautiful bride from a very 
rich and respectable family. The parents of the 
bride themselves had approached the ‘Tadani’ 
couple offering their daughter in marriage to 
Vinod. 

Gift - not a toy car! 

It had taken 2 to 3 years for all these 
marriages to materialise. Next came the 
problem of issues to the newly married couples. 


Somehow I was not willing to continue the 
‘horoscope exercise’ and so I told them that 
horoscopes would not provide any solution for 
this problem but they could seek to fulfill their 
yearning through prayer. It was as though God 
really responded to their prayer, in course of 
time both the daughters became mothers of two 
children each and a son was born to Vinod. 
When the next ‘Guru Poornima’ was still three 
days ahead the Tadanis phoned me to say 
“Mathoorji, this time on the day of ‘Guru 
Poornima’ our family will be going out. Please 
come to our house on the previous day itself 
and be with us for sometime.” The day I went 
to their house all the family members were 
there. The Tadani couple were enjoying the 
company of their children and grandchildren. 
They were moments of joy and satisfaction for 
me also. After sometime Sri Mohan Tadani 
spoke, “Mathoorji, this time we have thought 
of offering you a special gift which would be 
very useful to you.” I was unable to make out 
what that special gift would be and so I asked, 
“ What did you say? A gift and that too a 
special one! What can it be? ” “A good car for 
your personal use. You don’t have a car now 
and so we have decided to give you a car as 
our gift”. Mentally I could not come to terms 
with the gift of a car and so I simply laughed 
and said, “What kind of a car, Mr Tadani ? Is 
it a toy car?” Mr Tadani was quick to say, “ 
Mathrooji, what are you telling ? How can you 
entertain the thought that we would offer you 
a toy car ? We are offering you a real car for 
your personal use. Please give your consent.” 
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I tried to persuade them to gift the car to the 
Bhavan. But the couple said in one voice, “We 
have already contributed 15000 pounds for the 
maintenance of the Prayer Hall. Now we are 
offering a car to you. Please be kind enough 
to accept it.” I thought about it and said, “Mr. 
and Mrs. Tadani, I will consult Sri Dalalji and 
then let you know about my opinion.” They 
agreed. When I informed Sri Dalalji about the 
gift of car he opined, “Mathoorji, this is a 
very good and kind offer, you accept it. Let the 
car be in your name. When the couple are 
offering you the gift of a car so affectionately 
and reverentially we cannot suggest to them to 
give it to the Bhavan. You take the car. What 
private work do you have here other than the 
Bhavan’s work? You don’t have any of your 
own business or affairs. Another important 
point is that you can’t maintain the car on your 
own. That would be very difficult for you. As 
you are a full-time worker of the Bhavan all 
the expenses on your car will be taken care of 
by the Bhavan. Just like your residence here, 
your car will also be in the Bhavan. So by 
acknowledging the gift, you will be serving the 
purpose of both the Tadani couple and the 
Bhavan.” Dalalji had convinced me giving his 
frank opinion. The Tadani couple were very 
happy to hear about Dalalji’s opinion and my 
acceptance of their gift. They asked me to select 
a car of my choice. As I did not know anything 
about the car business I entrusted it to Nanda. 
He selected a very good Ford car for me. The 
Tadani couple handed over to me the keys of 
the car on the day of ‘Guru Poornima’. The 


car served us for ten years. As is the custom in 
London we sold that car for 1000 pounds and 
bought a second hand Volvo car. But I could 
never forget the Ford car and the deep concern 
of the Tadani couple in gifting it to me. 

Raksha Bandhan 

One day a gentleman by name Michael 
Waterhouse from Thames Television came to 
meet me. He invited me to give some talks on 
Gandhiji and Gautama Buddha. While we were 
engaged in some discussion, a Indian youth 
came to me. He talked to me for a while and 
left for the classes. It was ‘Raakhee Full Moon 
Day’. The boy had a “Raakhee’ tied to his right 
hand wrist. Mr. Waterhouse had noticed it. He 
asked me, “Mr. Mathoor, that boy who talked 
to you just now had something tied to his right 
wrist. What was it?” I gave him all the details 
about it saying, “Today is a full moon day, we 
call it ‘Raakhee Poornima’. It is a festival day 
for us and has a special meaning for brothers 
and sisters. Sisters tie these colourful, decorative 
threads known as ‘Raakhee’ to the right wrists 
of their brothers on this day and offer sweets 
for them to eat. The brothers are bound by an 
oath in the form of the ‘Raakhee’, to protect 
their sisters through thick and thin and that’s 
why it is called as ‘Raksha Bhandan’. The 
brothers also offer gifts or money to their sisters 
as some means of protection or succour. This 
is an Indian tradition which cements the brother 
- sister bond. They need not necessarily be 
blood-brothers and sisters. It could be anyone” 

My explanation enkindled his interest to 
learn more and more about our traditional 
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festivals. He said, “Oh! How interesting it is 
Mr. Mathoor! How many festivals of such 
importance are there and which are they? What 
are their specialities? How are they celebrated?” 
I had to answer his chain of questions. So I 
said “The calendar year begins with Sankranthi 
festival and then comes Ugadi (New Year day 
in our Hindu lunar Calendar), Nagara 
Panchami (worshipping the hooded serpent), 
Shivarathri, Ganesh-Gowri, Navarathri and 
Deepavali. These are some of the prominent 
festivals we celebrate. Each one has its own 
religious significance and importance for us.” 
I told him in brief the significance of each of 
the festivals, the season and time of their 
celebration and how they are celebrated. By 
the time I had finished my talk he seemed to 
have arrived at a decision and said, “Mr. 
Mathoor, why don’t you give such talks on 
important festivals for our Thames TV under 
the caption ‘Festivals of India’.” This was an 
unforeseen opportunity for me to show-case our 
meaningful festivals. I agreed forthwith. I 
worked hard to collect the relevant informations 
from various sources and prepared my talks. 1 
appeared on Thames TV to give these talks. 
This programme was relayed and shown in so 
many countries. By God’s grace the programme 
became very popular. 

Hindu religion on BBC 

Once I appeared on TV to give a talk on 
‘Sarva Dharma Samanvaya’ on the occasion 
of celebrating Mahatma Gandhi’s birthday. A 
Christian missionary was impressed by it and 


said, “Your speech was very good and 
enlightening.” The BBC TV people who were 
there asked me, “Why don’t you give some 
speeches on your Hindu Religion for our TV?” 
This was sometime in 1983 and till then various 
people had given their talks on Christian, Islam, 
Judaism, Sikh, Buddhist and other prominent 
religions. But no one had spoken about Hindu 
Religion. The organisers had not even thought 
of it and so no chance had been given to 
anyone to speak. It was certainly not an easy 
job to give a talk on BBC TV which would get 
relayed throughout the world. Each talk had 
to be brief and not to take more than 3 to 4 
minutes, cover the subject-matter well, evoke 
interest and give no room for unwanted doubts 
or suspicions in the minds of viewers. I prepared 
myself very well with all enthusiasm and 
confidence giving no room for laxity. My first 
two or three talks earned appreciation for the 
simple language, interesting way of presentation 
and giving more information without leading 
to confusion. I considered it as a great honour 
to our Mother India and Sanatana Dharma. 1 
was given the rare opportunity of giving 104 
talks on the BBC TV. It was a great challenge 
and a stupendous job for me in my life to rise 
to the occasion and continue successfully till 
the end. I firmly believe that it was only God’s 
grace that led me to success and popularity in 
foreign land. 

I must tell you a very interesting incident 
pertaining to my talks on BBC. The director of 
this programme Mr. Ronald Farrow was 
pressurising me to interpolate my talks with 
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phrases like ‘as a Hindu’, ‘as I am a Hindu’, 
‘as Hindu Religion is mine’ etc. He was of the 
opinion that being a Hindu lecturing on ‘Hindu 
Dharma’ I should use these phrases very often 
to be more impressive. But I was not prepared 
for it. Being born into that ‘Sanatana Dharma’, 
the ‘Mother of all Religions’ which has declared 
‘the whole world is a family’ (Vasudhaiva 
Kutumbakam) how could I be expected to 
repeat the above phrases which undermined 
the universal concept of our religion. So I was 
deliberately and meticulously avoiding their use 
in my talks. But the Director noticed this and 
said, “Mr.Mathoor, please do as I have 
suggested. I am very particular about it because 
the viewers must get the impression that as a 
representative of Hindu Dharma you are 
speaking authoritatively with consummate 
knowledge and confidence. Only then will it 
help to develop in the people faith, respect and 
honour for your religion.” He did not leave 
me at that but persevered and made me repeat, 
‘as a Hindu’, ‘as I belong to Hindu Religion’, 
etc., in my subsequent talks. Over a period of 
one and a half years my talks were broadcast 
on BBC. This programme won the admiration 
of the people and became popular. Many 
viewers were asking me pertinent questions to 
comprehend certain things clearly. It was truly 
an unprecedented experience for me. As 
though a direct consequence of this programme 
I landed in another golden opportunity. 

In 1984 the BBC celebrated the Diamond 
Jubilee of its broadcasting network with all 
pomp and splendour in St.Paul’s Cathedral. 


Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II was the chief 
guest. She had come with her husband Prince 
Phillip and other members of the Royal Family. 
World famous Violinist Yehudi Menuhin’s solo 
violin recital served as invocation for the day’s 
programme. There were around 4000 
spectators in that magnificent hall, yet there was 
complete silence. Prayers from all the religions 
to be recited by the respective leaders of those 
religions had been arranged as one of the major 
items of the programme. I was entrusted with 
the responsibility of conducting this programme 
taking all the religious leaders into confidence. 
I thought of keeping the chronological order of 
the religions in view and call upon the leader 
of the youngest religion to recite his prayer first. 
So I invited the leader of Sikh religion to recite 
his prayer first. In this order came next to Sikh 
religion, Islam, Christianity, Buddhism, Jainism, 
Judaism and Hindu religion. The period of 
Hindu religion or Sanathana Dharma dates 
back to more than 10,000 years and obviously 
the oldest of all religions. I had selected a very 
meaningful hymn from Rig Veda for the day’s 
Hindu Prayer. This hymn constituted the last 
message of the great sages to the human race 
Sangachchadhvam Samvadadhvam 
Sam vo manaamsi janatham\ 

Samano manthrah samithissamanee \ 
Samanam manah saha chittamesham\ 
Samanee va aakuthih samana 
hridayani vaha \ 

Samanamastu vo yatha vaha 

susahasati 

Om shantih shantih shanthih\\ 
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It means, “Prepare a project for rendering 
service to the human race. Assemble and 
discuss, express your opinions openly. Don’t get 
upset over difference of opinions. Ultimately 
arrive at a consensus. Let the welfare of this 
world be your first and foremost duty and let 
there be unity among all of you in achieving 
this. Try for peace and achieve success.” 

When my turn for reciting the prayer came, 
I was still feeling slightly nervous to stand before 
Her Majesty, The Queen of Great Britain and a 
4000 strong British audience. I was silently 
doing nama japa (repeating the names) of Sri 
Ganesha and Sri Madhava (Krishna) thereby 
gaining confidence to recite the hymn 
effectively. When I stood on the dais, I felt as 
though my voice had instantly acquired a 
supernatural power which made my rendering 
of the hymn most effective and impressive. The 
audience were under a spell with all their 
attention pivoted on me and my prayer. My 
traditional Indian dress might also have 
impressed them. As a sequel to my prayer I 
gave its meaning in brief. A rhythmic applause 
from the audience filled the entire hall. I still 
feel its echo in my ears. It was a moment of 
great achievement and fulfilment for me. I had 
graduated from the state of a poverty-stricken 
and scantily educated village boy to that of a 
man who could ably represent the Indian Vedic 
tradition and culture in a foreign country. It 
was nothing but God’s grace that had brought 
about this transformation. Perhaps the 
cumulative effect of all the merit earned in my 
previous births in the sacred land of Mother 


India must have made this possible in my 
present birth, I thought. Hail thee Mother India 
for having given birth to the Vedas which have 
earned world-wide recognition. 

Minister of religion 

In Britain a person who represents his 
religion in any such celebrations is called a 
‘Minister of Religion’. It took three more hours 
for the celebrations to come to an end. All the 
‘Ministers of Religion’ had taken to their 
designated seats after the programme of prayer. 
A man in palace uniform appeared before us 
and said, “I have come here to escort you to 
Her Majesty, Sir.” I thought that the invitation 
must have been to the Mulla or the Christian 
priest and kept quiet. But he directly addressed 
me, “Sir, I am addressing you, the ‘Minister of 
Hindu Religion’. I am ordered to escort you to 
Her Majesty. Please!” 

Memorable day 

I was really thunderstruck. There was a rush 
of mixed feelings in me. But somehow I pulled 
myself together and followed the messenger. 
Her Majesty the Queen stood there ready to 
shake hand with me. But I went before her 
with folded hands and half bent in obeisance 
and said, “Namaste” (I salute you). She 
wondered and asked, “What does all this 
mean?” I made bold to reply, “I very humbly 
consider both Her Majesty and myself the 
abodes of the same God and I am saluting the 
God present in Her Majesty according to our 
Hindu tradition.” It seemed that Her Majesty 
was greatly impressed and pleased. She said, 
“Can I say ‘Namaste’ to you also?” It was a 
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moment of great surprise and joy to me. She 
continued, “ Your prayer was very good and 
meaningful. Can I have a copy of it, provided 
you have no objection. I want to keep it for 
myself. Do you have?” It must have been my 
premonition which had made me to get some 
copies ready beforehand and carry them with 
me. I found a most distinguished personality 
in Her Majesty to receive it. She said, “You 
have a copy ready with you! It’s very good, I 
appreciate your forethought. Can I have a 
handshake with you at least now?” “Oh ! By 
all means”, I said while perspiring a little and 
stretched my shaky hand. It was the unique 
experience of a ‘glorious handshake.’ I did 
‘Namaste’ once again to Her Majesty and 
sought her permission to leave. This has 
remained a memorable day in my life. 

Smt. Indira Gandhi 

Our Prime Minister Smt. Indira Gandhi 
visited the London Bhavan some time during 
her tenure. She was happy to see the Bhavan 
represent the Indian heritage and culture in 
word and deed. I would like to reveal here that 
I had a very brief stint with her during the 
election time. I was working as a reporter to 
‘Samyukta Karnataka’, a daily newspaper. 
During her election campaign at some place I 
was asked to translate Smt. Gandhi’s election 
speech extempore. Though I was an admirer 
of her language and speech, I was not fully 
confident of my ability to translate her speech 
off hand. But as I did not want to lose this 
opportunity I agreed to give it a try. Her Hindi 


was simple and my translation was also simple 
and clear. She observed the large gathering 
applauding both her speech and my translation 
and congratulated me approving my translation 
as good. In spite of this we could not persuade 
her to visit our Bhavan. 

When Indiraji was shot dead, I appeared on 
the Sky Television of London and gave the 
running commentary of her funeral procession 
continuously for 6 hours. I had sent the Video 
cassette of this commentary to Sri Rajiv Gandhi. 
After viewing the cassette he said, “We must 
be grateful to you not only for having given the 
running commentary to the people of London 
but also taken pains to send this cassette to us. 
Thank you. We will keep it and guard it as an 
invaluable piece of treasure.” Later when I met 
Smt.Sonia Gandhi in Delhi on some occasion, 
she remembered the above incident and said, 
“We have guarded the video cassette sent by 
you with loving care.” 

It was during 1974-75, Prime Minister Indira 
Gandhi had ordered “Operation Blue Star” 
against the terrorists who had taken shelter in 
the Golden Temple complex in Amritsar. To 
debate on the background of her decision I too 
had been invited by the BBC along with writer- 
journalist Peter Ustinov. This programme had 
been telecast in the International Network. I 
had argued very strongly justifying our Prime 
Minister’s decision. The whole family of 
Smt.Indira Gandhi had seen this programme. 
Some time later when I visited India, Sri. Rajiv 
Gandhi congratulated me and said, “You took 
so much courage as to argue successfully on 



348 


SANKETI : AUTOBIOGRAPHIES 


behalf of Indiraji’s Government. We really felt 
happy about it. Thank you.” It has always 
been my nature to be forthright in whatever I 
do or think in the right direction. More often 
than not this has earned me recognition, 
appreciation and admiration. 

The British Government had honoured the 
Bhavan by giving recognition to the Bhavan 
and some of its varied courses of study. 
Bhavan’s programmes were also being 
conducted in public places in London. All the 
Newspapers had given a good coverage and 
publicity to our programmes. Dedicated selfless 
service, rendered with a spirit of sacrifice, has 
been the secret of Bhavan’s success. I had 
become one with all the people from different 
walks of life, discriminating against none either 
for their colour, race, nationality or religion. To 
me ‘Duty was God’ and even now it is so. For 
almost 23 years and 9 months I had not gone 
out of the Bhavan seeking pleasure or 
entertainment of any kind. Service to the 
Bhavan had been and has been my life’s 
unquestionable aim and I can say that it has 
almost become an obsession in my life. I don’t 
feel shy of taking pride in my aim and obsession. 
But I have never used it for self projection. 

Dedicated wife 

Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan has been my sacred 
temple, its work my worship, the visitors my 
Gods and its progress my dream. It had not 
been any different with my wife Rajalakshmi in 
London. Bhavan had been her world. I did 
not take her anywhere outside London either 
on tour or for sightseeing. On some special 


occasions I had taken her once to Amsterdam 
and the next time to Bermuda and that was 
all. For almost 23 years she remained a faithful 
housewife within the confines of the Bhavan’s 
building playing host to innumerable guests in 
addition to partaking some of my duties and 
responsibilities. Her patience knew no bounds 
in tolerating my daily routine of almost 24 hour 
duty for all the 23 long years of her life with me 
in the Bhavan. She did not grumble even once 
for any lapse on my part. Perhaps it was her 
silent toleration that gave me all the strength, 
vigour and enthusiasm to get myself fully 
engaged in the service of the Bhavan. It is 
definitely and honestly no exaggeration. 

Normally it has not been in our Indian 
tradition for both the husband and wife to 
express gratitude to one another. We firmly 
believe in sharing either happiness or sorrow 
which might come our way as a result of our 
individual or collective actions in the family. 
Though I have never said ‘Thanks’ to my wife 
verbally I have always nursed the feeling of 
gratitude for her. 

The name Amsterdam which I have 
mentioned above has instantly brought to my 
memory the following incident. 

Once a well-wisher of the Bhavan had 
arranged a Bharatanatyam (dance) 
programme in Amsterdam which was an 
hour’s distance from London if one went by 
plane. But I went by a ship which took 2Vz 
hours. I reached my destination at 10-30 A.M. 
I had been invited to give a lecture for about 



MATHOOR IN BRITAIN 


349 


45 minutes in the evening. While I sat at a 
corner of the hall preparing brief notes for my 
lecture I observed a young lady at her work of 
inspecting and fixing all the electrical lighting 
arrangements. She was so engrossed in her 
work that she did not seek help even when she 
was required to go up and down a ladder quite 
often. She did not either take a few minutes 
rest or talk to anyone else. It was only after she 
completed her work to her own satisfaction 
that she came down . Just out of curiosity I 
picked up conversation with her. I said, “Young 
lady, you are a devoted worker. From what I 
have observed for the past few hours you must 
have done your job very well.” She was very 
succinct in her reply. She just said, “Thank 
you.” I resumed, “What is the rent charged 
for this hall?” With a puzzled expression on 
her face she repeated the word ‘rent’ as though 
she didn’t understand it. I made some gestures 
and repeated the word rent three or four times. 
Indicating that she had understood it, she said, 
“Rent? ... .1 don’t know.” I persisted , “For how 
long have you been working here?” “For the 
past 12 years” she replied. With surprise 
showing on my face I asked, ’’You say that you 
are here for the past 12 years, still you say that 
you don’t know the rent for the auditorium?” 
Her curt reply was, “Why should I know? It’s 
not my job.” Later I came to know that she 
was a Dutch lady. I wondered how these people 
can be so unconcerned in respect of their own 
field of activity, I remembered Lord Krishna’s 
advice to Arjuna that one’s own duty is the 
secret of success. 


The only source of entertainment for my wife 
was attending the programmes of the Bhavan 
which she did without fail. Sometimes she 
would miss even that because of her 
responsibility to cook for the guests. But she 
would never complain. By leading this kind of 
devoted life she managed to earn a great 
deal...yes, great deal of love and affection of 
the people who would address her very 
respectfully ‘Lakshmiji’, ‘Rajamma’ or 
‘Annapoorneshwari’. She would feel proud of 
her ‘earning’. 

I had avoided informing my wife about the 
ulcer operation I underwent in London lest it 
should upset her and make it difficult for her to 
spend her days in Bangalore. She learned 
about it only after she came to London. Though 
she was pained to hear about it, she kept quiet 
and began cooking foods which would not 
harm my stomach. She did all the services to 
me just like a faithful village housewife. It took 
quite sometime for her to come to terms with 
my incessant work schedule as well as the 
functions and programmes of the Bhavan. 
Gradually she made acquaintance with the 
people and students coming thereby creating a 
very cordial family atmosphere in the Bhavan. 
She began answering phone calls confidently 
passing on relevant information to me. Well- 
wishers loved to visit our house because of her 
affectionate treatment. People who phoned 
would not put their receivers down without 
speaking to her. 

I have already written about Smt.Shanti 
Miller who was authoring a book on Rig-Veda 
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and also attending Vedic classes in the Bhavan. 
I was her guide. One morning she did not turn 
up for her class though it was already 8. I was 
also waiting for her. The phone rang and it 
was from her. She simply asked me “Mathoorji, 
please call Lakshmiji to the phone.” I didn’t 
ask why but called my wife to talk to her. After 
two minutes of brief conversation my wife 
turned to me and said that Shanti Miller would 
not attend her classes for another three days. 
It seemed she had asked my wife whether it 
was right to attend the Vedic Classes during her 
periods. My wife had asked her to attend the 
classes only after three days. Even if she had 
attended the classes without informing us we 
would not have known. But it was her deep 
faith in the Vedic tradition that had made her 
to take precaution and ask my wife. My wife 
had cultivated such an intimacy even with 
British students who respected and honoured 
our culture and tradition. My respect for both 
my wife and Shanti Miller increased. 

It is definitely not my intention merely to 
eulogize my wife that I have written something 
about her. I believe that my readers can very 
well make it out. It is only natural and almost a 
tradition in Indian families for the members to 
support, encourage and co-operate whenever 
anyone among them takes up heavy 
responsibilities to achieve something noble. 
They do not try to make much of their selfless 
services. That is exactly what happened with 
my wife also. After our return from England 
our near and dear ones, kith and kin were all 


full of praise for her. They would say, “Oh! 
She has not changed a bit in any way even 
after living in London for almost 23 years.” 
That’s why I have tried in my own humble way 
to give a picture of her surroundings, her duties 
and responsibilities and her attitude towards all 
these in London. 

Wimbledon remained a dream 

I have always loved playing tennis. During 
my student career in Madras I used to play 
tennis with the famous player Krishnan in 
Suguna Vilas Club. It was my great ambition 
to go to Wimbledon at least once to witness 
and enjoy the game played by world famous 
tennis stars. But when I had to consider myself 
very fortunate in going from Mathoor to 
Madras, flying to that Tennis Heaven 
Wimbledon was possible only in my fond 
dream. Can anyone believe me if I say that I 
could not go to Wimbledon even once to see 
the glorious tennis matches during my stay of 
24 years in London? But, for me it is a 
deplorable truth. True, I used to get passes every 
year but somehow the circumstances in the 
Bhavan and preoccupations did not allow me 
to take leave and go there. I would give away 
the passes and send someone else. Bhavan’s 
work was always my top priority and I would 
not allow any other thing however dear to my 
heart as its substitute. One may be inclined to 
call me a ‘cynic’ or ‘wholly dedicated’. But 1 
don’t bother, one cannot acquire all the 
knowledge or do everything. We have our own 
ideals and hope to work for them. 
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Driving force 

Our Chairman Sri Manek Dalai was the 
driving force behind the grand success of the 
Bhavan. He has been my most reverend ‘Guru’ 
who has moulded me to serve the cause of the 
Bhavan with all my heart and soul. There was 
very good understanding between us. It was 
like a lion looking after its cubs that I was looked 
after by Dalalji. He is an enlightened gentleman 
imbibing all the traits of an able administrator. 
I would not dare to do anything without 
informing him of it beforehand. He would not 
question me about anything I did but would be 
closely observing what all was happening 
around him. With regard to the Bhavan our 
thoughts would run on the same wavelength. 
Dalalji has been an ‘Institution of high moral 
values’ and an ‘organisation of high educational 
standards’ personified. Success is a guaranteed 
result of his guidance. Though he was elder to 
me by 10 years he treated me with respect and 
affection. 

Here is an instance of his keen observation. 
One day one of our Committee Members called 
me ‘Mathoor’ loudly in a tone marked by a little 
harshness and intolerance. Dalalji was present 
there. Immediately 1 went near that member 
and asked him with all politeness what I could 
do for him. He asked me to do something and 
I obliged without uttering a word of displeasure. 
But Dalalji felt somewhat bad and expressed 
his displeasure saying, “Mathoorji, how could 
he address you, so rudely and loudly ? I don’t 
think it right on his part to behave in that 
manner.” Somehow I pacified Dalalji saying that 


I was least bothered about it. But that member 
did not change his attitude. He didn’t know 
that Dalalji had always kept an eye on him in 
all the subsequent meetings and occasions. As 
per the tradition followed in the Bhavan that 
member having completed two years term 
submitted his resignation to the Chairman. 
Dalalji simply accepted his resignation without 
any comments implying that the Bhavan had 
enough of his services. He would not tolerate 
misbehaviour from anyone. His intention was 
that a well established institution like the 
Bhavan should never get a bad name just 
because of one individual’s idiosyncracies. 
Dalalji could very well assess the pulse of the 
people. He had widely travelled and had gained 
both worldly knowledge and self-confidence. 
He could induce that confidence in others also. 
Mrs. Kay Dalai, a British lady is our Dalalji’s 
wife. Except for his office work Dalalji 
invariably takes his wife with him to all the 
meetings and parties. On Sundays he 
accompanies his wife to church. Once Dalalji 
had taken his wife to a Parsi temple. The priest 
objected by saying, “Why did you bring an 
English lady to our temple ?” Mrs. Kay had 
felt almost insulted and had asked me, 
“Mathoorji, why did he speak of me like that ? 
After marriage won’t a wife belong to her 
husband’s religion?” I had felt shy of answering 
her question and stood speechless. Ever since 
her marriage with Dalalji, Mrs. Kay for the past 
25 to 30 years has been his life partner in the 
true sense of the term. Indubitably this British 
lady belonged to Dalalji’s religion. It had been 
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a travesty of truth that the priest had failed to 
understand. 

Another very important nature of the British 
people is that, they are strictly rule minded. 
Irrespective of their status or position they 
observe the rule of their land very strictly. Once 
Dalalji happened to travel in his wife’s car. As 
is their practice Mrs. Kay was driving her car 
and Dalalji was seated beside her. A traffic 
police caught her for speeding. She told the 
policeman, “You see, my husband speeds 
whenever he drives. But you have never caught 
him.” The policeman laughed and said in a 
persuasive voice, “Madam, a rule is a rule. 
Today you are caught and you have to pay the 
penalty. There is no other way.” They paid the 
penalty and had a hearty laugh. 

Indian time 

The British are very particular about keeping 
appointments. If we take an appointment from 
them we must keep it. On no account should it 
be avoided or overlooked. They would wait for 
us and we cannot waste their precious time. If 
there is an invitation for a dinner or some other 
programme the invitees would be present at the 
venue half an hour earlier, engage themselves 
in window-shopping for sometime and enter 
the venue at the exact hour. So disciplined are 
they in timekeeping. Bhavan gradually put this 
discipline into practice. 

I too was a strict disciplinarian in this respect. 
Even when I was the only person running the 
affairs of the Bhavan I would open the office 
exactly at 9 a.m. As most of the visitors and 
audience were British people we were 


constrained to conduct the programmes and 
functions within the time frame. Once we had 
started a programme exactly at 6 p.m. As was 
the practice, the doors of the auditorium were 
closed soon after the commencement of the 
programme. At about 7.45 p.m. when the 
programme was drawing to an end someone 
came there and inquired, “What! Has the 
programme already commenced?” I was there 
to answer him “Sir, you can see in the 
programme list that the programme is 
scheduled to commence exactly at 6 p.m. Now 
it is already drawing to a close.” His reaction 
simply banged me on the head. He said “Ah! 
Even in Bharathiya Vidya Bhavan do you start 
the programmes at the scheduled time?” In his 
opinion any organisation that is ‘Bharathiya’ 
(Indian) would not follow the discipline of time¬ 
keeping. I could only laugh at his attitude. 

Noteworthy trait 

Another noteworthy trait of the British 
people is that they don’t as a rule, want to 
appear rude to any one on any account. 
Suppose you are talking to one of them, that 
person will be looking straight into your eyes 
listening to what you say and never looks at his 
watch. They expect us also to be so, while 
talking to them. If we ever look that way or this 
way even once or look at your watch, they 
simply bid you goodbye saying “ Sorry, Please 
Excuse me. I have taken much of your precious 
time”. 

When we happen to invite someone to our 
house we are inclined to say “Please visit us 
at your convenience.” But with the British it is 
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nothing like that. They fix not only the day but 
also the time of visit for the invitee and wait for 
the guest, keeping whatever refreshments they 
intend to offer ready to be served. If the invitee 
fails to keep that appointment several times in 
a row they may forgive the invitee but never 
would extend their invitation again. This is also 
a principle they follow. To vindicate this I will 
relate to you my own experience. An English 
friend of mine invited me to his house three 
times in succession but I failed him all the three 
times. The very next day when I was about to 
phone him at 7 a.m. he appeared at my 
doorstep and even before I opened my mouth 
he said, “Mr. Mathoor, I invited you three times 
and you failed to turn up. Hereafterwards I 
won’t invite you at all on any account. Please 
keep it in mind.” I became speechless for 
sometime but later I tried to convince him about 
my inability to honour his invitation. 
Nevertheless he simply laughed at my excuses 
after giving a patient hearing. 

Once two English gentlemen attended a 
lecture programme of mine at a Gujarathi 
Association. It was Srikrishna Janmashtami 
and I spoke on Srikrishna in Hindi. Both of 
them sat through my lecture from start to finish 
with impassive faces. I thought that they must 
be well versed in Hindi and might have picked 
some mistakes in my Hindi. After the talk with 
a little hesitation I asked them, “Gentlemen, 
did you like my speech? Was it OK?” They 
replied “We did not understand even a word of 
your speech. We had taken our seats among 
the audience and so we sat through your 


speech to the end.” With silent wonder I paid 
tribute to their sense of propriety honouring the 
decorum of the audience as a whole by sitting 
until the lecture was over. 

Our Dalalji also had imbibed and practised 
these principles in his everyday life. He used to 
attend the Bhavan’s office once in two or three 
days and work for an hour or two. He would 
ask me very politely not to attend any phone 
call during that one hour so that he could get 
an oral report from me about the activities and 
go through the office work undisturbed. After 
that one hour he would say smilingly, 
“Mathoorji, you are now free to continue your 
work.” 

Dalalji had his own way of training and the 
following incident illustrates this. We had our 
monthly meeting of the Executive Committee. 
The meeting would start at 6.15 p.m. and end 
by 7.30 p.m. One day the meeting continued 
up to 8.00 p.m. While leaving Dalalji asked me 
to inform his wife that he would reach home in 
30 minutes. As he was always punctual Smt. 
Dalalji gets ready for supper by 8.00 p.m. Hence 
Dalalji had asked me to inform. I simply forgot 
to phone to Smt. Dalalji. After Dalalji’s 
departure, when I was ready to have my meal, 
the phone rang. It was Dalalji himself speaking 
from his house, “Mathoorji, did I not ask you 
to inform Kay over the phone that I would be 
reaching home in 30 minutes.” The colour of 
my face drained and turned pale. I had 
committed a grave mistake and felt beaten by 
a stroke of forgetfulness. My senses were 
benumbed for a few moments. At last I found 
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my voice to apologise, “Dalalji, please excuse 
me. I forgot to phone Smt. Kay due to the 
pressure of work. It was definitely not 
negligence. Please, please forgive me, Dalalji.” 
My voice was so humble as to make him feel 
that I was actually falling at his feet to beg his 
forgiveness. Dalalji was quick to pacify me 
saying, “No, No, Mathoorji, you need not feel 
so apologetic. My wife is not relying on my word 
and says that you would never forget to convey 
such matters over the phone if I had really asked 
you to phone. Please tell her and confirm that I 
had certainly asked you to phone her.” This 
was the way Dalalji used to train me. 

Bhavan’s guiding light 

When Sri C.Subrahmanyam and Sri 
Ramakrishnan had come on a visit to our U.K. 
Kendra, Smt. and Sri Dalalji had invited them 
for tea. Somehow Sri Ramakrishnanji 
remembered and narrated the incident of his 
meeting Gandhiji in 1940. 

When Sri Ramakrishnanji was just 16 years 
old he had met and heard Gandhiji in 
Ernakulam. He had organised a batch of some 
boys of his own age to engage themselves in 
spinning. In 1940 on the Gandhi Jayanthi Day 
these boys saw Gandhiji and presented to him 
the bundle of thread that they all had spun. 
While conversing with Gandhiji, Sri 
Ramakrishnan said, “Bapuji, I want to join 
your ashram.” Bapu asked him to give his 
family background in detail as a precondition. 
Sri Ramakrishnan had begun to say, “My father 
is no more but my widowed mother...” when 


Gandhiji abruptly cut short his sentence and 
said, “if such is your case you should not join 
the ashram. If you come here who will look 
after your mother?” He noticed their 
disappointed faces. So before they took leave 
of Gandhiji they were advised by him to 
continue spinning, to wear Khadi only and to 
recite Sri Vishnu Sahasranama everyday. Sri 
Ramakrishnan had continued to perform all 
these sacred duties as part of his daily religious 
routine. 

Sri Ramakrishnan had served a jail sentence 
also during the freedom struggle. He was a 
seasoned stenographer and was serving as an 
assistant to Sardar Vallabhabhai Patel. Once 
Prime Minister Jawaharalal Nehru happened 
to go through a letter typewritten by Sri 
Ramakrishnan and addressed to Mountbatten. 
Greatly impressed by the letter, Nehru asked 
him, “Why don’t you become my secretary?” 
In reply Sri Ramakrishnan said, “Sir, I can 
suggest the name of a more efficient and 
capable person to be appointed as your 
secretary.” Nehru reacted smilingly, “Oh! What 
a polite way to refuse my offer!” Kulpathi Sri 
K.M.Munshi, founder of Bharatiya Vidya 
Bhavan, who had seen Sri Ramakrishnan with 
Sardar Patel, is said to have put his request 
before Patel saying, “Sir, I have founded the 
Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan and started to work 
for it. But its progress is not satisfactory at this 
stage. Please give me Ramakrishnan for the 
work of the Bhavan.” Sardar Patel happily 
agreed and Sri Ramakrishnan set his foot in 
the Bhavan to be its guiding light. 
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While in London both Sri C. Subrahamyam 
and Sri Ramakrishnan were interested and 
eager to meet and interact with some prominent 
persons. One of our committee members took 
them for a prearranged meeting with an Indian 
businessman. I also went with them. When 
we reached that particular place a party was in 
progress. All the participants were taking drinks 
but we three were teetotallers. Those people 
were entirely in a different world fully absorbed 
in gossipping, drinking and making merry. They 
did not even care to look at our most 
distinguished guests. We were fed up with their 
ungentlemanly behaviour. Especially Sri C. 
Subrahmanyam was greatly pained at their 
uncivilised manners and said, “Why have our 
people forgotten even good manners? Do they 
belong to the country which treats guests on 
par with Gods (Athithi Devo Bhava)? What has 
happened to them?” Having understood their 
dilemma I led them out to the car and all of us 
returned to the Bhavan. This was a most 
reprehensible case of a few wayward Indians 
living in London unmindful of their own 
glorious culture. Now I will narrate to you an 
interesting incident, which is quite in contrast 
to the above. 

An exemplary host 

Mr. Martin Stevens, a parliament member, 
had invited Dalalji, Sri C.S., Sri Ramakrishnan 
and myself to his residence. He was a bachelor 
and as such resided in Bachelor’s Quarters. It 
was a big and beautiful residence. He had 
phoned on the previous day to say, “Mr. 


Mathoor, please help me with the information 
I need to know. What items of foods do the 
four of you consider as your favourite? What 
would you like to have at the dinner table?” I 
told him not to bother about all those details 
and that it was more than enough if he could 
offer us some fruits as we took only vegetarian 
food. He simply laughed and thanked me. 

All the four of us reached our host’s residence 
at 7.30 RM as expected of us. We had 
anticipated that our host would offer some fruits, 
biscuits and coffee. Even if we had been given 
our choice of vegetarian food items how could 
we enjoy eating them if our host had got them 
prepared in the English culinary system? 
Keeping this problem in view I had suggested 
to offer only fruits. On entering our host’s 
residence a pleasant aroma from the kitchen 
welcomed us along with our host’s cordiality. 
Mr. Martin took me by the arm saying, “Mr. 
Mathoor, a surprise awaits you. Please come 
with me to see for yourself what it is” and 
escorted me to the kitchen. My surprise was 
complete and I stood there with gaping mouth. 
There were so many steaming vegetarian dishes 
prepared to our liking and arranged carefully 
on the table. 1 could not contain my surprise 
and so asked, “Mr. Martin, from where did you 
get all these items? How did you manage to 
serve our tastes so well? You have really sprung 
a surprise.” Shrugging his shoulders a little he 
laughed and said, “Ah! I knew that you would 
ask me these questions.” He had brought the 
cooks from Y.M.C.A and got all those items 
prepared. Knowing full well that we three were 
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South Indians and Dalalji too would enjoy 
eating vegetarian items, Mr. Martin had taken 
a real host’s care to feed us with the dainty 
dishes we liked most. It was an unforgettable 
day for us. Our palates still retain the rich aroma 
and the deliciousness of the food served on that 
day. Mr. Stevens sprung another surprise on us 
by saying “Honourable guests, since you don’t 
take drinks or smoke cigars, I too abstain from 
them for today and will have vegetarian food 
with you.” We were lost for words to appreciate 
his exemplary concern for his guests. We could 
just say, “Very kind of you, thank you so much”. 
He drank fruit juice, ate ice cream with us and 
bid goodbye to us with an ideal host’s smile. 
Sri C.Subrahmanyam, Sri Ramakrishnan and 
Dalalji felt very happy. 

Assessing a speaker 

I had an occasion to attend a meeting where 
all the participants were to express their 
opinions openly. Each one would wait for his 
turn and then address the audience. At one 
stage one of the members got angry and spoke 
loudly. The President of that meeting scribbled 
something on the paper-pad in front of him. A 
few minutes later the same person got a bit 
excited and spoke in a still louder voice. Once 
again the President scribbled. Having noticed 
this my curiosity was aroused and I 
approached the President after the meeting to 
know if possible what actually had he scribbled 
on the pad and why? To pressurise anyone to 
tell us what we want is no proper etiquette. But 
the President was very obliging and said, “Mr. 


Mathoor, there is nothing in it which cannot 
be disclosed. It is not considered good manners 
for anyone to make harangue in a meeting. We 
have assembled here to debate on the various 
opinions expressed by the participants. No one 
can make harangue trying to impress and 
influence others. If one’s opinion is agreeable 
to all then suffice it to speak gently. If any one 
loses his cool and tries to influence with 
loudness then I give him less marks and his 
opinion loses weight.” What a superb way of 
assessment! I wondered at their sense of 
propriety in a meeting of that sort. 

No exaggeration 

Dear Readers, please don’t judge me as an 
Anglophil by what all the good things I have 
written about the British people and some 
occasional bitter remarks about our own people. 
Of course exceptions are there but I have not 
exaggerated anything about the British people. 
They are the facts as I saw and experienced. 
And these things are mainly for your 
information, as most of you would not have 
the occasion to observe the British people so 
closely. 

Prince's visit 

Lord Mountbatten had been the Chief 
Patron of the Bhavan till his abrupt tragic end 
in Ireland. Consequently we requested Prince 
Charles to fill the place of his most distinguished 
uncle. Graciously he gave his kind consent and 
continued to be the chief patron. He had visited 
the Bhavan once in 1980, when it had just 
completed two years of its preliminary work in 
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the newly acquired Church building. It was 
already 1988 and the second visit of Prince 
Charles was scheduled for December 20th. He 
was an Honorary Member of the Bhavan and 
no more a Chief Patron because one could 
serve as a chief patron only for a stipulated 
period of 10 years as per the rule in operation 
in London. Prince Charles has enhanced the 
prestige of the Bhavan by his continuance as 
an Honorary Member. 

Prince Charles was visiting the Bhavan after 
a period of eight years. Special arrangements 
had to be made for welcoming him. In our 
building the only biggest hall where 280 people 
could be seated comfortably was the 
Mountbatten Hall. There was a need for some 
very important alterations to this hall. The floor 
of the hall was just plane except for the old dais 
at one end of it. It was almost impossible for 
the audience seated in the hind rows of chairs 
to have an uninterrupted view of the 
happenings on the stage. So the floor of the 
hall had to be recast so that the seated audience 
could have unhindered view of the 
programmes. The dais also had to be raised 
and reconstructed. The floor carpet had been 
laid in 1978 when we had shifted the Bhavan 
to this church building. Naturally it had lost its 
colour and torn in many places. My efforts in 
covering the gaping holes with some materials 
of matching colour had not been fruitful. All 
these repairs and replacements needed large 
sums of money. ‘Where to look for funds?’ had 
been a matter of greatest concern for me then. 
I submitted all these details before the 


Committee Meeting. The Members gave their 
unanimous consent for carrying out the 
necessary work. Of late I had discontinued to 
collect contributions from members and was 
trying my best in searching for donors. I was 
by then, a sufficiently known person to 
Londoners. People were very friendly with me 
and treated me with love, affection and honour. 
This love of people had engendered in me a 
renewed confidence of finding fresh donors who 
would donate liberally and make the Prince’s 
visit a grand success. 

It was decided not to burden any single 
donor with the huge cost involved in renovating 
the Hall. I got separate estimates prepared for 
each of the major works and as per these 
estimates the dais would cost 12,000 pounds, 
the floor 18,000 pounds and the carpet another 
12,000 pounds. All put together it would be 
42,000 pounds. I was dreaming of three 
philanthropic and generous donors who would 
kindly agree to shoulder the responsibility of 
getting these works done at their cost. 

Distinguished donors 

September had already set in, and I was 
growing a bit nervous envisaging the visit of 
the Prince on December 20th. So much had 
to be done in so short a period. On the first 
Sunday of September a dance programme by 
an Indian girl had been arranged in the 
Bhavan. The Chief Guests were Lord Swraj 
Paul and his wife Smt. Aruna. During tea 
break we moved on to the “Haathi Hall” where 
“Tea” had been arranged. While sipping his 
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tea Sri Swraj Paul said, “Mathoorji, I came to 
know that Prince Charles is scheduled to visit 
the Bhavan...?” There was a commixture of 
both surprise and happiness in his voice. I 
said, “Yes Sir”. He pointed towards the dais 
and said, “Mathoorji, it is not nice to look at 
and seems to be out of place.” I said, “Yes, 
Sir, it needs to be renovated and it costs a 
sizable amount of money also.” “Yes Yes, the 
visit of the Prince is an extraordinary affair. 
Everything must be in order. Have you had it 
estimated?” asked Lord Swraj Paul. I said that 
it was 12,000 Pounds. Immediately he turned 
towards his wife and said, “what Aruna?” She 
was quick to reply, “Oh! Yes, Mathoorji, I will 
send a cheque tomorrow, get the work done.” 
My happiness knew no bounds. I thanked the 
couple profusely and bowed my head to God. 

An auspicious beginning had been made by 
Smt. Aruna and Sir Swraj Paul. It was my 
ardent and wishful thinking that the trend would 
continue. Every Thursday Saibaba Bhajan 
(mass singing with accompaniments) was being 
conducted in the Bhavan. Sri Mangat Ram 
Kundra, a wealthy businessman dealing in 
ready-made garments, was one of our 
Committee Members. He owned a very big 
showroom and sales counter in London. 
Normally he would not attend any meeting of 
the Bhavan. He was an ardent devotee of Sri 
Sathya Sai Baba. Whenever I happened to ask 
him, “Sir, why have you not attended any 
meeting of the Bhavan?”, he would laugh and 
say, “You see, whenever you hold a meeting 
here, invariably I would be in the company of 


Baba. That’s why I have not been able to attend 
any meeting.” I had very good contact with his 
family and had been visiting his house 
occasionally. Brotherly love and affection had 
bound us together. It was a welcome 
coincidence that both Mr. Mangat Ram and his 
wife Smt.Sharada attended the Sri Saibaba 
Bhajan in the Bhavan as Chief Guests. During 
tea break Mr. Mangat Ram inquired about the 
Bhavan’s programmes and activities. While 
giving all the details very casually I referred to 
the visit of Prince Charles and said “Sir, both of 
you must make it convenient to attend this 
magnificent function on Dec 20th without fail. 
Please make a note of it in your diary and don’t 
miss it on any account.” He turned towards his 
wife and said, “Oh! Is Prince Charles visiting 
the Bhavan? Then we can’t miss it.” We were 
standing on the emaciated and disfigured carpet 
in Mountbatten Hall. Somehow Mr. Mangat 
Ram observed the carpet and remarked, 
“Mathoorji, this carpet is old and torn all over. 
It would be very unpleasant and awkward for 
us to let the Prince see this carpet.” His words 
revealed his deep concern and forethought. I 
responded saying, “Yes, Mr. Mangat Ramji, it 
is quite evident that this torn carpet doesn’t look 
nice and it is the same with this outdated stage 
also. But Lord Swraj Paul has kindly promised 
to pay 12,000 pounds for the renovation of the 
stage.” Purposefully I had referred to Lord Swraj 
Paul as a precursor so that I might not lose this 
golden opportunity of procuring a sizeable 
donation for replacing the old carpet. Mr. 
Mangat Ram asked, “Mathoorji, what would it 
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cost to cover the floor of this hall completely 
with a new carpet?” I was very eagerly waiting 
for this chance and even before he could finish 
his question I said, “It would cost 12,000 
pounds, Sir.” Immediately he offered to pay for 
the carpet and said “Yes, please go ahead and 
send the bill to me.” Wondering at his on the 
spot declaration. I said, “What is this Kundraji!” 
He said, “It’s all Baba’s benediction.” I felt as 
though I was simply floating on the clouds. I 
had earned two wholehearted benefactors 
within those four days. What more could I 
expect to happen so easily! 

On the same day I narrated to Dalalji how 
our stage and the carpet drew the attention of 
two big donors who cleared the hurdles in our 
way by agreeing to bear the costs. Dalalji was 
very happy and complemented me saying 
“Mathoorji, hats off to you. None can match 
you either in capturing the donors or collecting 
contributions and donations.” He reminded me 
of the highest third part i.e. 18,000 pounds. 
Yes, the donor had to be found. 

Magnanimous donor 

Three months prior to these remarkable 
incidents, that was in the month of June, one 
of the Bhavan’s Committee Members Mr. Roy 
Sandhu a big businessman dealing in ready¬ 
made garments came to my house. He said in 
a low voice, “Mathoorji I am suffering sizable 
losses in my business and it is troubling me. I 
feel a little disturbed. Will you please guide and 
help me in performing a puja you consider 
best and wish us well?”. As has always been 


my wont I tried to pacify him saying, “Mr. 
Sandhu, worship of God is always good for 
us. We may not get all our wants fulfilled by 
worshipping but surely no harm will be done 
to us. We will go ahead and perform the ‘Puja’ 
(Worship) with all reverence and faith. Don’t 
worry.” The well-conceived puja was 
performed with great devotion by Mr. Sandhu. 
He bowed to me in reverence and took leave 
of me. I too forgot about him in due course, as 
he too had not attended even a single meeting. 
These rich people had their own way. Though 
some of them had not attended even a single 
Committee Meeting, they were generous enough 
to contribute money without grumbling keeping 
in view the promotion of the activities of the 
Bhavan. 

One day Mr. Roy Sandhu phoned me, that 
too four months later. He said, “ Mathoorji, I 
want to meet you and talk to you. Please give 
me an appointment. Consequent on that puja 
under your blessed guidance we are very well 
off now. Everything has turned out to be 
favourable to us. 1 want to perform another 
puja, will you be available? Hope you will 
oblige.” I was really happy to hear good news 
from him. I assured him that I would be 
available. But I was thanking God on his behalf 
for having bestowed on him all the best after 
the Puja. At the same time, I was appealing to 
Him to cast his spell on Mr. Roy Sandhu so 
that he would proffer his helping hand to the 
Bhavan. 

On the previous day I had asked Sri Kishor 
Devani, our Treasurer, to look out for ways and 
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means to procure 18,000 pounds. I also 
suggested an overdraft on our bank account. 
But he was noncommittal and said, 
“Mathoorji, how could you think what is not 
possible for you is possible for me? You only 
can do it, none of us.” He had simply laughed 
off the matter. The huge sum of 18,000 pounds 
was staring me in the eyes. 

The next morning Mr. Roy Sandhu came 
along with his wife ready for the Puja with fruits 
and flowers etc. As usual I recited the mantras 
and they performed the Puja. It was customary 
for my wife to prepare the breakfast on such 
days of special puja even for the guests. After 
the breakfast Mr. Sandhu, who was in his 
excellent mood, expressed his gratitude to me 
with all humility. I told him that it was God’s 
grace and casually invited him to go round the 
Bhavan as he had not at all seen the building 
in full. While moving around I explained to him 
all the programmes and functions of the Bhavan 
in detail. Incidentally I told him about the 
impending visit of Prince Charles to the Bhavan 
on Dec 20th. With great surprise he exclaimed 
“Oh! Is it so? Is the Prince coming here?” I 
lowered my voice and said, “Yes Sir, we are 
making preparations for his visit. For the 
renovation of the stage and replacement of the 
carpet in the Mountbatten Hall both Mr. Swaraj 
Paul and Mr. Mangat Ram have promised to 
donate 12,000 pounds each. The estimate for 
raising the floor level of the hall and arranging 
the chairs in grades is 18,000 pounds.” By that 
time we had entered the office. Instead of telling 
him anything further I placed a printed 


pamphlet in his hand to look for himself the 
main items of expenditure. I had ticked off the 
first two items of 12,000 pounds each but the 
third one of 18,000 pounds had remained as 
such. Mr. Roy Sandhuji took his pen and ticked 
off that also without uttering a word. Though I 
was consciously working towards getting some 
donation from him I never expected that he 
would tick off that third item giving a positive 
indication of his willingness to donate 
considerably a huge sum of 18,000 pounds. I 
was stunned by his magnanimity. I could not 
believe my own eyes. 1 could just say, “What is 
this Sandhuji? I simply cannot believe it!” With 
all humility he said, “What is it after all 
Mathoorji. When such a stupendous task has 
been under progress and so many people are 
lending their helping hands, let me also join 
hands. What can we give after all? It is He who 
gives.” Hearing him speak so resignedly I felt 
so happy and overwhelmed. Just then Dalalji 
entered the office. It was a Saturday and Dalalji 
used to attend this office on every Saturday. I 
introduced Sandhuji to Dalalji and told him 
about Sandhuji’s generosity. Dalalji shook 
hands with Sandhuji saying, “Very kind of you 
but I have never met you though you have been 
a member of our Bhavan Committee.” Dalalji 
was all praise for Sandhuji’s philanthropic bent 
of mind. 

All the works were taken up simultaneously 
at a brisk pace. Mr. Roy Sandhu had told me 
later that he would send his cheque on the 13th 
of Dec and attend the grand function on the 
20th along with his wife. But we did not receive 
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the cheque on the said date. Mr. Sandhu’s 
Secretary informed us that his boss had left for 
Chicago and would return on 19th Dec. Mr. 
Sandhuji came to the Bhavan on the 19th and 
handed over a cheque for 19,000 pounds. With 
surprise writ large on my face I asked him 
“Sandhuji, the bill amount is only 18,000 
pounds and you have seen it. Then why this 
cheque for 19,000 pounds,” He said with a 
smile, “Mathoorji, I have delayed the issue of 
the cheque by one week and hence the penal 
fee of 1000 pounds.” I stood spellbound. Tears 
of gratitude blurred my eyesight. What an 
amount of praise or compliments would be 
enough for such an act of munificence? 

Sri Damodar Chenrai 

Ten months prior to the Prince’s visit it was 
decided to create a ‘Corpus Fund’ in order to 
meet the unforeseen expenses so that coffers 
of the Bhavan would be spared that burden. 
Creation of this fund meant collection of 
contributions or looking out for fresh donors. I 
felt as though I had run out of ideas but I had 
to recharge my spirit and start afresh to look 
for fresh donors. 

It was the day before Easter Friday. Bhavan 
was celebrating Sri Ramanavami! As usual 
Music, Bhajans, Pooja and Prasada distribution. 
We offered special pooja placing before Sri 
Rama our request to bless our project to start 
collection for the corpus fund. Sri Damodar 
Chenrai, the head of the Chenrai family and 
his wife attended the function and placed a 
cheque for 10,000 pounds at the holy feet of 
Sri Rama. Thanking Damodarji I said, “Dada! 


We are fortunate! It’s a good omen, the first 
donation is from you both.” 

Windsor Safari 

Saturday was an Easter holiday. My wife, 
Janaki, Nanda, Raghu and Seetha all had 
planned to go on an outing but I had refused to 
go with them because I had to be in the Bhavan 
to receive unexpected guests at any time of the 
day. They would not leave me alone and 
especially my daughter Janaki spoke to me with 
anger and disappointment in her voice, “You 
have your work all the 24 hours a day and all 
the 365 days in a year. We have not gone out 
anywhere for quite a long time. Can’t you 
accompany your grandchildren at least one day 
and spend some time roaming about in some 
beautiful entertaining area?” I dared not deny 
her appeal but I told her that I could spare only 
3 to 4 hours and in case their programme was 
extended beyond that time I would return to 
the Bhavan. “Where have you all planned to 
go?” I asked. Janaki was very happy to 
respond to my question. She said, “the children 
are bent upon visiting the Windsor Safari park. 
Shall we go there?” “Oh! Yes, anywhere you 
people like to go.” Suddenly there was a flash 
in my mind which enthused me to ask, “What 
did you say Janaki? Where are we going?” “To 
Windsor Safari” she said once again, “a number 
of animals are there and it would be a most 
exhilarating trip for all of us and especially for 
our children.” “Where is it?” I asked. She 
replied, “Windsor Safari is in Windsor.” I 
repeated the name Windsor three or four times 
silently. My memory began to unwind itself 
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automatically before my mental eyes projecting 
the picture of two handsome boys Navin and 
Deepti 11 and 9 years respectively. They came 
regularly everyday evening to our bookshop and 
helped us when the Bhavan was housed in 31, 
New Oxford Street. Their parents were Sri 
Chatru Khilnani and Smt. Janak Khilnani who 
belonged to Sindh Province in pre- independent 
India. But in post-independent India their 
province was divided and Khilnanis had to set 
up their business at Karachi in Pakistan. Later 
they expanded their business to Hong Kong and 
finally settled in London with their business 
thriving. 

The Khilnanis 

Sri Chatru Khilnani was a devotee of 
Ramakrishna Ashram. It was Sri Bhavyananda 
Swamiji of this Ashram who introduced Sri 
Khilnani and his family to me and asked me to 
conduct the thread-ceremony of both his sons. 
This introduction gradually fructified into 
mutual affection and honour. The Thread- 
Ceremony of both the boys was conducted with 
all faith and reverence under my guidance. 
Consequent on this, both the boys had begun 
coming to the Bhavan after their school hours 
and help us in the bookshop. It continued till 
we shifted to the church building. Mr. Khilnani’s 
house was in Windsor. The thread-ceremony 
had taken place in 1974 and it was only then 
that I had seen the family members of 
Mr.Khilnani. Somehow I had not been able to 
see them for the past 10 to 12 years. I found 
their phone number with some effort and 
phoned Mr.Khilnani. 


The voice from that side was a bit excited 
and full of surprise, “Hello! Mathoorji! What is 
this? You are phoning me after so many years! 
What made you to remember us? How are 
you and your wife Lakshmiji?” While 
answering all his questions I said wondering, 
“Mr. Khilnaniji you are still residing in the same 
house and your phone number also remains 
the same!” He said, “Yes” and called his wife 
Janak to the phone. After preliminary inquiries 
she asked, “Mathoorji, how is it that you have 
remembered us on this Easter day?” Her voice 
was revealing her happiness. I too felt very 
happy for having talked to them after such a 
long period. I told her of our programme of 
the day and let her know that we were visiting 
them also. Her surprise was more than evident 
in her voice, “Oh! You are coming to our house 
today! Can I believe it? Mathoorji, it will 
definitely rain today and I feel as though you 
are descending from the sky! Please bring all 
the members of your family.” 

We went to the Windsor Safari as planned. 
The children enjoyed the Safari, but my mind 
was engaged otherwise with so many questions 
assailing it and all about Mr.Khilnani. What 
would be his position now in respect of both 
his personal and business affairs? Had he 
become wealthy? What could his children be 
doing? Would it be proper on my part to appeal 
to him for some donation to the Bhavan? 
Would he oblige me spontaneously? I had to 
wait for another 2 or 3 hours to get the answers. 

Nanda drove our car from Windsor Safari 
Park to the residence of Sri Khilnani, a distance 
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of just about 2 to 3 miles. It was an exquisite 
big bungalow standing on a verdant big plot 
surrounded by Mother Nature’s bounty of 
flowering trees and bushes. I was really happy 
to see Mr. Khilnani’s beautiful residence amidst 
lovely surroundings. This happiness had 
induced in me so much of hope and confidence 
as to put a request before Mr.Khilnani for some 
donation to the Bhavan. 

Even before we reached their door the 
Khilnani couple came out to welcome us and 
took us inside expressing how happy they were 
to see us and receive us after a gap of so many 
years. Soon after we were seated comfortably 
Mr. Khilnani began his conversation with great 
enthusiasm referring to the thread ceremony 
and said, “Mathoorji, after you conducted the 
‘Upanayanam’ of my two sons they have been 
doing ‘Gayathri Japa’ every day. My eldest son 
Naveen has done his MBA and my second son 
Deepti has done his C.A. My daughter Renu is 
yet to be married. You have come to our house 
after 12 years. We are quite well off after the 
‘Puja’ you made us perform. Will you please 
look into the horoscope of my daughter and 
say whether the time is ripe for her marriage?” 
I responded saying, “By all means Chathruji. I 
will definitely read her horoscope, don’t worry. 
I am very happy to see you prospering and pray 
god to bless you with all the best.” Chathruji 
said, “Thank you, Mathoorji. Please tell me 
what you are doing now and how is the Bhavan 
running? Hope all is well.” The opportunity 
for which I was waiting presented itself before 
me. I said, “Yes, Bhavan is progressing well. 


Prince Charles is scheduled to visit the Bhavan 
in the month of December and this has 
necessitated the collection of funds. We have 
been doing it...” I stopped and looked at 
Nanda. A little bit of intolerance was peeping 
through his eyes. He had come from a family 
though not so rich were used to give and not 
take. So he was feeling a bit uncomfortable at 
my approach but kept quiet. 

Mr. Khilnani went inside to bring some fruit 
juice for us. Nanda who was waiting for this 
opportunity spoke to me in our mother tongue 
(Sankethi Language), “What is this? You are 
meeting him after quite a long time. 
Nevertheless you are indirectly demanding a 
donation from him. I can’t understand how 
you could do this?” I replied him very calmly, 
“Nanda, I feel that I have done my duty to the 
Bhavan. It is nothing new either to you or to 
me. To oblige or not is left to him. We have 
come here and felt happy. Let us drink the 
juice, wish him well and take leave of the family. 
Why do you unnecessarily worry about it?” By 
that time Janakben and Chathruji brought the 
juice and said, “Now all of you please have 
this juice. Mathoorji, why don’t you all have 
your meals here today. Janak is telling that we 
must feed the brahmins who have come to bless 
us.” My response was very spontaneous, 
“Chathruji, Brahmins are accustomed to take 
‘Dakshina’ (money paid in honor) also from 
the host after having meals.” I said and laughed. 
The couple also joined me in laughing 
spontaneously and said, “Achha (good), by all 
means.” 
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Magic stare 

Nanda could not tolerate this any more. 
With a bit of anger in his voice he said, “You 
do whatever you want but I am going now,” 
and stood up. But when my daughter Janaki 
stared at him he simply sat down. It was an 
amusement for me and I could not but smile 
and feel happy about my daughter’s magic 
stare. 

Food was ready on the table. Smt. Janakji 
said, “Mathoorji, knowing that you don’t eat 
onion and garlic we have prepared all the items 
using all the other vegetables. Please have your 
meals freely and happily.” Everything was fine 
and we did not feel shy of serving our palate 
with the requisite quantity of the items so neatly 
arranged on the table. 

Entire Corpus Fund 

When we were preparing to take leave of 
the family, the members bowed to my wife and 
me in reverence. We blessed them heartily. 
Chathruji held a tray before me. There was an 
envelope on the top of the fruits. He said, 
“Mathoorji, your Vidya Bhavan is doing good 
sustaining work. Here is my little contribution. 
Please accept.” I took the envelope, opened it 
and saw the cheque. I could not believe my 
own eyes. It was for 75,000 dollars. A 
prolonged exclamation of surprise escaped from 
my mouth. “What is this! Chatruji, why so 
much!” The sum was far beyond my 
expectation. I could not have even dreamt of 
it. Yes, the entire amount of Corpus Fund was 
there. Chatruji cut short my train of thoughts 
to say, “Mathoorji, what is this after all? Please 


don’t make much of it. It was you who blessed 
my two sons and they owe all their achievement 
to you.” “No, No, Chatruji, it’s all God’s grace. 
After all we are human beings and have our 
own limitations. I can only offer my heartiest 
thanks to you. You have proved that our 
‘Bharatha Matha’ (Motherland) can never be 
sterile. Undoubtedly she feels proud of bountiful 
sons such as you. Chatruji, Janakben you have 
contributed a very big sum, the Bhavan remains 
indebted to you”, I said with a genuine and 
sincere feeling of surprise and gratefulness. But 
both of them were very humble when they said, 
“Mathoorji, please don’t burden us with all such 
compliments. The Giver is above us. Dene 
waala to ooper hai. ” 

Once we were inside the car I saw Nanda’s 
face. I could easily make out the expression of 
both admiration and adoration on it. As 
though she had understood our feelings my 
daughter said, “Attyamma (father), you were 
not at all prepared to come with us today. See 
how things have happened. It is not enough if 
you just say ‘thanks’ to me, you must buy me 
some good gift.” “By all means, Janaki, I will 
definitely get you a gift of your choice. None 
can deny you the credit of earning a huge 
contribution to the Bhavan. I must thank you,” 
I said. I am glad to say that Nanda has 
gradually picked up my ways of dealing in all 
the matters of the Bhavan. 

I felt very sad when Sri Chatru Khilnani died. 
He had led the ideal life of a family man in all 
respects and I had the satisfaction of having 
interacted with such a great soul. Later his 
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wife Smt.Janak Khilnani became the Vice- 
President of the Bhavan. She was kind enough 
to contribute 6,000 Pounds, being the entire 
cost of publishing a folder containing all the 
comprehensive details of the activities of the 
Bhavan. I conducted the marriage of Smt. and 
Sri Khilnani’s only daughter Renu. We had been 
invited to the ‘naming ceremony’ of her child. 
Our mutual contact has continued. Smt. Janak 
Khilnani’s sisterly affection shows itself in the 
form of fine woolen sweaters for both of us 
during the month of November every year just 
before the cold season sets in here. 

Citizens taken care 

As I have seen in London, the Government 
takes great care of its citizens. I will let you know 
some interesting instances proving this to be 
true. When the Bhavan was working in building 
No.37, New Oxford Street, one day a woman 
aged more than 60 tripped over a stone on the 
pavement in front of the Bhavan and tumbled. 
Both myself and my wife rushed to the spot 
immediately and gave her first-aid. She stayed 
with us for some time and went to the spot 
where she fell. She saw a stone protruding a 
little above the surface of the pavement and 
complained, “You see, how can anyone hope 
to walk safely if the stone is like this? I am hurt 
so much. I can’t keep quiet, I will lodge a 
complaint with the authorities”, and went 
away. Both of us did not know then that we 
were in for a great surprise. Here in India we 
see so many roads full of protruding stones and 
potholes, road-cuts, unscientific roadhumps 
and open manholes are not a rare sight. Almost 


every day we read reports about the road 
accidents resulting in deaths due to the 
deplorable condition of our roads. But the 
concerned authorities act deaf and blind and 
don’t take any remedial measures quickly. 
Human life has no value for them. When this is 
the prevailing state of affairs in our own country 
what could this lady achieve just by lodging a 
complaint? This was our line of thinking. But 
the very next morning we heard the sounds of 
road repair implements and came out to see 
what was happening. To our amazement the 
protruding stone had already been removed 
and the pavement levelled. Now it was safe 
for the pedestrians and the lady was paid a 
compensation of 75 pounds by the City 
Corporation. Could we ever imagine that such 
a thing would happen in our country? 

None above the law 

In the U.K., no one, for that matter not even 
a member of the Royal Family, can claim to be 
above the Rule of Law. The following incident 
bears witness to this statement. There was a 
very big dairy owned by Lord Mountbatten. A 
lady citizen lodged a complaint against the 
dairy stating that the water content was more 
in its milk than specified. It was proved true 
and Lord Mountbatten had to shell out 20 
pounds as penalty. Another incident is also 
noteworthy. Prince Anne was made to pay a 
fine for speeding while driving her car. 

Hyde Park’s speciality 

Nevertheless the Hyde Park in London is a 
surprising exception to this Rule of Law. On 
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every Sunday between 9 am and 4 pm any 
one can stand on a platform in that park near 
Marble Arch and harangue, accusing, 
censuring, defaming or disparaging either the 
Government or any individual without any 
hindrance. These speeches are outbursts 
comparable to the sudden eruption of 
volcanoes. Naturally a throng of people will be 
there eager to hear these emotional outbursts. 
It is said that Sri V.K. Krishna Men on used to 
make disparaging speeches in this park against 
the British Rule over India. I was very curious 
to see people speak in the Hyde Park. It was 
really a unique freedom of speech about 
which the Government has no comment what 
so ever. 

Dr. L.M. Singhvi 

Now Sri L.M.Singhvi (Lakshmi Mai 
Singhvi) is the Chairman, Bhavan 
International. Wherever he goes he propagates 
the message of the Bhavan among the people. 
He is considered as the eldest brother in the 
Bhavan’s family. I really feel proud of the 
Bhavan as well as Mr.Singhvi. It was because 
of the Bhavan I came into close contact with 
such a great man as Mr. L.M.Singhvi. 

Mr. Singhvi is a great scholar and started his 
career as an advocate. He had been a very 
resourceful and able advocate. He was very 
near and dear to our Kulpathi Sri K. M. Munshiji 
as he had worked with him for years. Though 
he was neither an IAS nor an IFS he had been 
made the Indian High Commissioner in London 
because of his cultural and scholarly 
background. In London we had a practice to 


request the High Commissioner to be a Patron 
of the Bhavan. After Sri Singhvi became the 
High Commissioner, his contact with the 
Bhavan and friendship with me flourished. Sri 
Singhvi is an orator and a poet and has brought 
out 10 or 12 compilations of his poems. His 
wife Smt. Kamala is also a poetess. Sri Singhvi 
was in his office in London for six years and 
three months, and throughout his stay his 
support for the Bhavan as its Fcitron was of great 
strength and value. Every year he used to come 
to the Bhavan to take part in the Republic Day 
Celebrations. Witnessing all the activities of the 
Bhavan and seeing all the students, committee 
members, donors and visitors, he would exclaim 
that the real strength of the Bhavan was all these 
people put together and their goodwill its 
wealth. He had great admiration for our 
Chairman Sri Dalalji. Sri Lakshmi Mai Singhvi 
comes from Sathna area of Madhya Pradesh 
and belongs to the Marvari Community. He is 
multilingual and well versed in Hindi, English, 
Bengali and Gujarathi languages. People 
would throng the halls to hear him speak on 
certain occasions. During his tenure as High 
Commissioner in London he made the 
celebration of the 125th anniversary of the birth 
of Mahatma Gandhiji a historical event by his 
own innovative method of planting 125 saplings 
and installing plaques with messages of Gandhi 
written on them near each sapling in 125 
different areas in and around London aiming 
at propagating and disseminating the messages 
and philosophy of the Mahatma. All the plaques 
had been paid for by an Indian, by name Sri 
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Raghuveer at 150 pounds or approximately 
Rs. 10,000 each. A bust of Gandhiji was also 
presented by him to several institutions. Each 
of these 125 projects was witnessed by one or 
the other members of the Royal family. All the 
Members of the Bhavan would be present on 
each occasion. Of all the 125 places one needs 
special mention, and that was where Gandhiji 
was said to have stayed during his sojourn in 
London. Even today Sri Singhvi proudly 
acknowledges Sri K.M. Munshi as his revered 
‘GURU’. 

Sri Mohan Murjani 

Sri Mohan Murjani is addressed as ‘King of 
Jeans.’ He has established such a big business 
in ready-made garments exclusively made out 
of Jeans cloth. He is the son-in-law of Lokoomal 
Chellaram. He is deeply impressed by 
Gandhian Philosophy. He has contributed 
40,000 dollars for the installation of a Gandhi 
Statue in one of the New York City circles. He 
has very generously contributed 1.5 lakh 
pounds to the Bhavan Centre at London and 
has donated liberally to the New York centre 
also. He is a great devotee of Lord Shiva and 
a gentleman of high calibre free from vices. 
Very rich he is and owns a palatial building 
built amidst a vast area of 4 acres of land in 
the heart of London. 1 was being invited now 
and then to conduct Poojas in his house. Smt 
Guni Murjani, one of the daughters of Sri 
Lokoomal Chellaram, is his beloved wife. She 
is really a gem of a lady. I conducted the 
marriage of their two sons Manoj and Vijay 
and now I have their invitation on hand to go 


to Miami to officiate the wedding of their 
daughter Miss. Malini on the 22nd Feb 2004. 

Sri Manu Bhai Madhwani 

Mr. Manu Bhai Madhwani is a very big 
industrialist, in the African country Uganda. He 
is addressed as the ‘uncrowned King of 
Ugandan Nation.’ He has helped many Indians 
to come up in life and live comfortably. He is a 
munificent donor and an ardent admirer of 
Gandhian philosophy and way of life. He has 
contributed a huge sum to the Indian High 
Commission covering the bid amount for 109 
most valuable letters of correspondence 
between Gandhiji and Collenban when they 
were put to auction. Sri L.M. Singhivi was then 
the High Comissioner. These letters have been 
handed over to ' Navajeevana Trust’ and they 
will be published in course of time. He has 
donated 15,000 pounds to the London Bhavan. 
Sri Madhwani is really a great and noble man 
in all respects. He has conducted workshops 
and conferences for promoting harmony 
between different religions. He is a Bhavan’s 
Committee Member. It is no exaggeration if I 
say that he is a highly respected and most loved 
Indian in London. 

Mockery of the respectable office 

I don’t think it would be out of place to 
narrate here an incident pertaining to an Indian 
High Commissioner in London who was in 
office a few years prior to Sri Singhvi. He did 
not visit our Bhavan, even though Dalalji and 
myself had formally invited him. As a Patron 
we thought he would attend at least one or two 
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programmes. But he did not honour our 
invitation even once. Both Dalalji and myself 
felt that something was amiss. We were worried 
about his non-compliance. Having decided to 
meet him personally for the second time and 
extend our invitation to a programme both of 
us went to the High Commissioner’s residence. 
We met him and invited him for the 
programme. But with grimness showing on his 
face he just said, “Let me see” and kept quiet. 
I could not bear his negligent attitude and very 
much wished to know the reason. So I said, 
“Sir, please don’t say like that. You are the 
Patron of the Bhavan but you have not visited 
the Bhavan even once till now inspite of our 
persistent invitations. Will you kindly let us know 
the reasons if any?” He let out his displeasure 
saying, “What is this? Why don’t you have even 
one Committee Member who belongs to our 
community?” Immediately I took out the list of 
our Executive Committee Members, picked out 
one name from it and said, “Sir, this person is 
from your community and there are one or two 
other persons of your community in other 
Committees of the Bhavan.” Dalalji felt very 
bad about his question and the narrow 
mindedness behind it. He said in a tone marked 
by disappointment, “What is this, Mathoorji? 
How can he ask such a question even while 
knowing that the Bhavan represents the whole 
of India. Why should he discriminate between 
communities? It is really deplorable that the 
Bhavan, being a cultural organisation of world 
fame representing India in every aspect of its 
oriental tradition and culture, should face such 


an embarrassing question from a High 
Commissioner. ” Some such persons are there 
making a mockery of the high offices they 
occupy. Who can help it? 

Dalalji’s patience 

Our Dalalji is an idealist of the highest order. 
He is a straightforward man wedded to truth. 
He knows neither exaggeration nor flattery. He 
is immaculate and impeccable. He has his own 
unique way of making others learn things 
without giving room for unpleasant feelings. 
Though burdened with the responsibilities of 
some prominent organizations as their head he 
would not get disturbed either mentally or 
emotionally. He would not take home any of 
his official problems but likes to remain a loving 
husband to his dear wife Kay. I wondered when 
he said, “Mathoorji, I assist my wife in her 
household duties as she will also have her own 
engagements to attend to. Whenever there are 
guests I assist her in cleaning the kitchenware, 
plates and tumblers etc.” His simplicity and 
patience are exemplary. 

Here is an incident I wish to narrate as a test 
of his immense patience. Once Air India 
employees struck work, and sat in protest for 
about 7 to 8 days. The loss amounted to lakhs 
of pounds. As the Chairman of Air India in 
London Dalalji must have been subjected to 
great tension, I thought. I dared not to phone 
him all these days thinking that I should not 
bother him about the affairs of the Bhavan at 
this juncture. But not willing to continue this 
communication gap any more I took the 
initiative and phoned him. To my surprise I 
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heard a very calm and balanced voice of 
Dalalji. “What a surprise, Mathoorji! You have 
not at all spoken to me all these days, why? 
What is the matter? I hope you are well?” We 
are used to meet people and talk to them 
without paying attention to their circumstances 
or conditions. But in London it is not like this. 
The people in London do not poke their nose 
in the affairs of others and we are also expected 
not to poke our nose in their affairs. This binding 
had tied my hands from phoning Dalalji for 
some days. 

As I had to report and discuss some of the 
affairs of the Bhavan 1 went to Dalalji’s house 
after having fixed an appointment with him. 
Dalalji received me as usual with a smile on his 
face and not even a trace of tension was there. 
I felt greatly relieved on seeing his calm and 
pleasant countenance. I said in a jovial mood, 
“Dalalji, I am feeling more disappointed than 
surprised on seeing you.” “Why, Why? 
Mathoorji” he asked in a puzzled tone. 1 said, 
“Dalalji, I was under the impression that you 
would be subjected to great pressure and 
tension because of the strike. That’s why I did 
not dare to contact you either in person or on 
phone. But now it is quite unbelievable for me 
to see you so very normal and composed.” With 
the same composure he said, “Mathoorji, what 
is the use of getting agitated or excited and 
subject ourselves to unwanted pressure over 
something which is destined to happen?” 
Though Dalalji is now at a ripe age of around 
83 years he is still mercurial in his activities and 
a fountain source of enthusiasm for youngsters. 


He has a zest for life which even youngsters 
should feel proud of. 

Our Dalalji is an extraordinary person. He 
has shouldered the myriad responsibilities of 
the Bhavan, working as its chairman for more 
than 30 years carrying it to the peak of fame 
and fulfillment. He has taken countless decisions 
and always in the right direction without giving 
room for even a single erroneous outcome. He 
has an amazing judgement and a razor-edge 
intellect. He has firmly believed and successfully 
adopted Gandhiji’s basic tenets of truth and 
non-violence in his life. When I asked him about 
the secret of his success, he taught me this 
invaluable ‘mantra’, “Mathoorji, be polite but 
be firm. Then nobody would hurt you or 
contradict you.” Dalalji is a lover of books and 
a voracious reader. He is a storehouse of 
knowledge and it seems there is no subject 
about which he has not read. He is ready with 
whatever information one needs to know. He 
would not sleep unless he has read a book of 
his choice. He does not worry about God or 
dharma but has strong faith in the power of an 
unseen hand, which drives our lives. 

Parsis in India 

An interesting anecdote about the advent 
of Parsis in India hundreds of years ago runs 
like this. The Parsis who came by sea route 
went to a king on the West Coast of India and 
requested him for a piece of land to live in. 
The king who was endowed with uncommon 
wisdom ordered a cup full of milk to be placed 
before the head of the Parsis and said, “you 
see, my country is already like this. Where can 
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I accommodate you?” The head of Parsis 
procured some sugar, put it into the cup of milk 
and addressed the king, “O! King, you see how 
well the sugar has dissolved in the milk without 
causing it to get spilt. I assure you, your Majesty, 
that we too will live with your people just like 
the sugar in milk.” Dalalji belongs to this 
resourceful Parsi Community. Those who come 
into contact with him cannot but get attracted 
into the orbit of his magnetic personality. 
Indeed, I see in Dalalji the very embodiment of 
all the virtues of our ‘Sanatana Dharma’ in 
action. It is in no way an exaggeration or 
flattery. 

Business-like relationship 

This episode reveals the merciless business¬ 
like attitude of some people towards their own 
children. It is quite in contrast to our emotional 
attachment with our children. A British girl was 
working in my office and she was being well 
paid. She got herself gradually accustomed to 
our Indian way of life, its culture and tradition. 
She had developed a sense of respect and 
affection for us. She was an honest worker who 
went about her duties silently with dedication 
and would never ask for anything extra. One 
day she came to my office and I understood 
from the expression on her face that she was 
in a dilemma whether to tell me or not 
something which was bothering her. So I 
encouraged her to tell me whatever was on her 
mind. Only then she opened her mouth to say, 
“Mathoorji, can you raise my salary by 5 
pounds? Is it possible?” I was a bit surprised 
but asked her, “Why? Do you think that the 


salary you are getting now is less for the work 
you do?” She denied it saying “No, No, No... 
It is not like that Sir. I am residing in a room 
rented out to me by my father. Hitherto there 
was a black and white TV in our house. Now 
my father has brought a colour T.V and has 
asked me and my two sisters who are residing 
in two other rooms to pay 20 pounds to see 
the colour TV henceforth. That’s why I am 
requesting you for a raise...and if necessary I 
will work extra time...” I sat spellbound for 
sometime, thinking ...a father renting out a 
room to his own daughters and added to it 
demanding extra rent from them to see his own 
colour TV!! Dear Readers, can you ever 
imagine such a situation here? But such 
fathers are there in that country. The bond of 
love and affection for their own children does 
not bother them so much as their business-like 
mentality. Without a word of objection I raised 
her salary by 20 pounds and told her that she 
need not work extra time. That girl had invoked 
in me that paternal feeling and concern so that 
I could not refuse her request on any account. 

Savanna bath 

The funny episode about my visit to a 
bathing house is worth mentioning, I hope. 
One of my friends in London was speaking very 
high of ‘Savanna Bath’. I too grew curious 
and eager to see the place. One day he took 
me there. I had carried with me my soap, 
towel, clothes etc. It was situated at about 8 to 
10 miles from the Bhavan. On entering I saw 
to my utter amazement and abhorrence all the 
men who were bathing and those coming out 
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after their bath were all naked. All were feeling 
very free and none was feeling shy of their 
nakedness. It seemed to me to be quite normal 
for them. But for me it was an embarrassing 
situation and I became fidgety for some time. 
But very soon I decided to take my bath with 
my innerwear on. But an attendant warned 
me against wearing even that. I strongly 
protested saying, “You see, our Dharma has 
enjoined on us not to bathe in a naked state. If 
you do not allow me to take my bath as I intend 
to then I will return to my house and take my 
bath there itself. I don’t care.” Taking 
cognizance of my certitude he softened and 
permitted me to take my bath as I wished. And 
that was the end of my bathing adventure. 

First Life Member Smt. Kaushalya Puri 

Sri Arun Puri is the owner of the famous 
Thomson Press in Delhi where ‘India Today’ 
gets printed. Sri Arun Puri’s elder sister 
Smt. Kaushalya Puri, a leading barrister had 
married a brilliant architect from Scotland 
Mr. John Harwell, and settled in a countryside 
bungalow about 20 miles from London. Smt. 
Kaushalya Harwell was the first Life Member 
of our Bhavan in London. The couple lived 
happily as though made for each other. Both 
of them evinced great respect and love for 
Indian Culture. On our invitation to join the 
Committee as members Smt.Kaushalya 
became the Honorary Secretary of the 
Bhavan’s London Centre wholeheartedly. 

Smt. Kaushalya was both a friend in need 
and a friend indeed. Ever since I went to 


London she has showered friendly love and 
affection on me. Taking motherly care of my 
health she has assisted me in my several duties. 
While searching for a new building for the 
Bhavan, she was with me from the beginning 
to the end. In the first few years of my life in 
London I had to send my wife to the village 
now and then. Smt. Kaushalya knew that I 
would not visit any hotel for food on all those 
days. She would bring the food items of my 
liking to her house in London and ask me to 
go over there to have my tiffin or meals. She 
would sympathise with me for my hard work 
in promoting the growth of the Bhavan but it 
was not mere lip sympathy. She would take 
me in her car wherever I wished to go in search 
of donors and bring me back to the Bhavan. 

The following is the story of her great 
concern both for me and the Bhavan. The 
Derby Race in London is a world-renowned 
horse- race. Epsom is the name of the place 
where this most famous horse-race is 
conducted. Even the Queen visits this Derby 
Race. The Bhavan was then housed in 37, New 
Oxford Street. On one of the Racing days 
Smt.Kaushalya came to my office in the 
morning with a form in her hand. She said, 
“Mathoorji, please see this form and put your 
signature on it.” Even before I could see the 
form she continued her speech, “It is enough 
for you to roam about from door to door 
seeking donors. Now I wish to bring you a 
fortune through this Form. Overnight you can 
get all the funds needed for the Bhavan. Here 
is a list of 12 or 13 horses. Put a tick mark 
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before the names of any three horses. You are 
a revered Brahmin and the marks you put 
would unfailingly bring enormous money. 
There is a race now. You put your tick marks 
as I have said. By chance if these horses win 
you will get lakhs of pounds.” Really I was 
ignorant of the horse-racing and its concomitant 
losses or gains. I asked her in wonderment, 
“How do we get so much of money?” She 
explained to me how a large number of people 
bet and lose their money and a very few win 
large amounts. I heard all this with my mouth 
agape in wonder and at the same time I was 
horrified to note how Smt. Kaushalya with her 
genuine concern and anxiety both for myself 
and the Bhavan had thought of this unnatural 
and unbecoming way of earning money. Still I 
did not want to hurt her feelings. I had to make 
her understand and appreciate my view on this 
and so I told her that 1 would personally bet 5 
pounds on that form. Immediately she said, 
“No, No, you should not bet and it would be 
improper. Your hard earned money is sacred. 
Let it not be desecrated. I will bet and if I win 
you can add the amount to the Bhavan’s funds. 
That’s enough.” I laughed and said, 
“Kaushalyaji, give that five pounds you intend 
to bet as a contribution to the Bhavan. I will 
gladly accept it. 1 don’t want this horse-race”. 
“Why?” she asked in disbelief. I said, “the 
multitude lose their hard earned money in 
betting and all their wretchedness combined 
with their sighs of distress and painful 
disappointment, will be associated with the 
money won by a few. I don’t want our Bhavan 


to grow with that desecrated money and I fear 
that the loser’s curse may cause even more 
harm to its welfare. I never will accept money 
from a stigmatised source such as this. Please 
excuse me and let not my words be 
misconstrued. Kaushalyaji, your genuine 
concern for the Bhavan has made you think 
this way. I can’t sufficiently thank you for this 
concern.” She took me in the right sense and 
her admiration and respect for me found 
expression as, “Mathoorji, you are not an 
ordinary human being, but you are useless. 
With that much of goodness how can you 
manage to live and work. What more can I say ? 
It is your lot to toil day and night, carry on.” 
She walked away a bit disappointed. 

The next day when Kaushalyaji came I 
quoted one of the five stanzas written by Veda 
Vyasa in his “Bharatha Savitri.” In his opinion 
these five stanzas epitomise the whole of 
Mahabharatha. That particular stanza says that 
when a person treading the path of 
righteousness (Dharma) can get everything why 
should he tread the path of Adharma 
(unrighteousness). In a way it is nothing but 
bartering hardship for money. I expatiated on 
this saying, “Kaushalyaji, we say that, 
‘conscience is God present in man’ and our 
conscience does not permit us to earn money 
in unrighteous ways. Whatever we earn 
through righteous ways, whether it be sufficient 
or not, we limit our wants to suit the means. So 
many Indian families run on the same lines. 
We are mortals and this body is transient. We 
believe that cumulative effects of our actions 



MATHOOR IN BRITAIN 


373 


on this earth whether good or bad follow us to 
the other world. Essentially we must be good 
both in word and deed.” Kaushalyaji laughed 
and said, “Mathoorji, my husband also has 
great admiration for you. He likes both your 
words and working methods.” 1 too liked 
Mr.John Harwell, a handsome figure of placid 
and silent feature bringing Tolstoy’s features to 
my memory. Kaushalyaji contradicted her 
husband in talkativeness. She was a matter- 
of-fact woman and would not care even if her 
firebrand words hurt others. Once someone 
remarked about her jovially saying, “Punjabis 
are always like that.” But she simply flared up 
and it was with great effort that I could pacify 
her. She was a Punjabi really good at heart. 

Kaushalyaji rendered her selfless and 
dedicated services to the Bhavan for 3 to 4 years 
as its Honorary Secretary without expecting any 
remuneration. Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan Centre 
in London stands ever obliged to her. It was 
during 1994-95 the year of my return to India, 
she joined Ascot Ashram in Scotland. She had 
asked me to visit the ashram once. But pressure 
of work did not allow me even to go out of 
London, let alone to Scotland. She had asked 
me to take over their country side bungalow 
for the Bhavan. Though her generosity made 
us spellbound we did not take the bungalow 
because we found no use for it. In 1996 Smt. 
Kaushalya Harwell expired in the Ashram. I 
cannot forget her till my last breath. 

Smt. Prema and Sri Totadri 

Another distinguished lady who rendered 
her selfless services to the Bhavan from the days 


of its inception in London is Smt. Prema 
Totadri of Bangalore. Sri Totadri was the 
Deputy General Manager of L.I.C. in London. 
Smt. Prema may well be likened to a nurse who 
looked after the ‘infant’ Bhavan with love and 
affection of a mother in the years of its infancy. 
Everyday she would leave her house after her 
husband left for his office and children to school 
and travel by train to come to the Bhavan. She 
would not sit idle even for a second. She would 
sweep the rooms, clean the bookshelves, 
arrange the books, look after the sales of books 
in my absence, attend the visitors, prepare the 
hall for meetings or small functions and would 
even go to my wife in between to give her 
company. She would do what all she could from 
morning to evening. For all her labour she 
would accept only a cup of coffee from us and 
nothing else. She would return to her house by 
the time of the arrival of her husband from his 
office. Bhavan stands ever obliged to Smt. 
Prema Totadri. 

One day Smt. Prema did not come to the 
Bhavan but phoned me saying, “Mathoorji, my 
husband is unwell. Please come and see him.” 
Her voice quivered with pain and anxiety. Both 
myself and my wife went to her house forthwith. 
Sri Totadri looked very pale and dull with his 
eyes drooping. Prema touched my feet and said 
with her agitated voice full of anxiety, 
“Mathoorji, I don’t know what you can do but 
I want my husband fully recovered from his 
present sickness. Please help me,” and began 
crying. It was very painful for me to see such a 
good woman in trouble. I prayed to God within 
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myself to show me a way of bringing some relief 
to the couple. Suddenly it occurred to me to 
read Mr. Totadri’s horoscope and I did it then 
and there. I placed the horoscope before the 
idol of Hunumantha and worshipped him. I 
did Japa also. Metaphysically I had surrendered 
both the couple and myself to Srikrishna’s care 
and awaited his kind grace. Lord did bless and 
Sri Totadri was back to normal. Meanwhile 
the disconcerting news of retiring Totadri from 
his post and appointing some other person to 
his place fell on my ears. I knew the General 
Manager, Mr. Balaram Puri who was a devotee 
of Sri Sathya Sai Baba and his wife Smt. 
Damayanthi Puri was well-known among the 
Bhavan’s family. She was handling music 
classes also without expecting remuneration. 
Both of them had respect and regard for me as 
they had seen and been convinced by certain 
events having taken place in their lives as 
foretold by me. So I made up my mind to go to 
Mr. Puri and see what could be done. I 
requested Mr. Puri neither to take the extreme 
step of retiring Sri Totadri nor to put some other 
person in his place but to allow him some time 
for his complete recovery. Somehow I believed 
that he would become fit to resume his duty 
within a few days and I said so to Mr. Puri. He 
graciously obliged. But I was really worried 
about Sri Totadri’s quick recovery. 
Providentially within 5 or 6 days Sri Totadri 
showed signs of recovery and returned to his 
normal health within a few days. Smt. Prema 
was very happy and I heaved a sigh of great 
relief while prostrating before Srikrishna for 


having responded to the fervent appeal of his 
devotee. As a consequence of this incident the 
bond of love and affection between Sri Totadri’s 
family and the Bhavan grew stronger. 

Help from many 

Quite a number of both men and women 
have nursed and nurtured the Bhavan’s Centre 
in London. To name some of them at least 
would give me the satisfaction of having 
remembered them so that I could put them in 
print here. They are Dulari-Ramhit, Shyamala- 
Padmanaban, Radha-Natrajan, Raji- 
Rajagopalan and Mythreyi-Ganeshan. 
Kumarie-Gheerawo, Seetha-Venkataraman 
and Rani-Jagadeeshalal Sharma. They were 
all volunteers of the Bhavan who would be there 
to serve in whatever capacity the Bhavan 
needed their services. Being herself a Tamilian 
Mythreyi taught Tamil classes for about four 
years. It can very well be said that the London 
Bhavan is the foster child of these and many 
other worthy people. 

Special mention must be made of Smt. Raji 
Rajagopalan. She was proficient in Braille 
script, which she had learnt in an Institution 
for the Blind in the vicinity of Bhavan and was 
working for that Institution in preparing the 
required literature. She was also an expert in 
typing and shorthand. It was during 1974 -75 
when there was no post of Secretary in the 
Bhavan I had to do all the typing work. After 
Smt. Raji came in contact with the Bhavan, 
she took over all my typing work having pitied 
my incessant drudgery over typing which was 
consuming much of my time and energy. I have 
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always thought that her help was Godsent at a 
time when I needed it very badly. She had an 
afternoon meal break of one hour on all 
working days. She would come to the Bhavan 
during that interval, do all the typing work for 
45 minutes and return to her office. If there was 
something still to be typed she would carry it to 
her office, finish the work at her convenience 
and bring the material back to me as early as 
possible. She did all this work in a spirit of 
service and love without expecting anything in 
return, not even a rupee of remuneration. Is 
this not our inherent culture that inspires us to 
share whatever difficulties our own people face 
and render our help in mitigating those 
difficulties? 

I remember Sri Mehta Parsee and Smt. Silva 
Mehta also for their wholehearted help. Smt. 
Silva used to share my typing work now and 
then. I got their children Meera and Shyam 
married. I may continue to list out several other 
names of persons equally helpful. All of them 
gave me more than anything else that very 
strong moral support for my adventures in a 
foreign land so that the Bhavan Centre in 
London could grow truly unhindered fully 
representing the major elements of Indian 
culture and tradition in their true perspective. 
The much-needed company of these people had 
driven out the feeling of loneliness in me and 
infused courage and zeal in the work of the 
Bhavan. 

Divorce case 

An Indian doctor, who had tied the nuptial 
knot to an Indian girl in the marriage arranged 


by his parents in India, had divorced his wife 
within a short period of time and opened his 
own Clinic in London. This is an ugly side of 
the life of our people. Another so-called Indian 
gentleman had not only sold his house without 
the knowledge of his wife but also applied for 
divorce in the court. A solicitor Sri Shantoo 
Ruparell, our Executive Committee Member 
had taken up the case of the wife. Incidentally 
the solicitor gave me all the details of the case 
and asked, “Mathoorji, I have got to protect 
that woman somehow or other. She has her 
children with her. Can you tell me if there is 
some proof in our religion which I can use 
effectively in support of my argument before 
the judge?” I could very well imagine the 
frustration caused to that helpless woman who 
had been victimised. I had an effective source 
of support to give him. “You see in our Hindu 
religion as an integral part of the marriage 
ceremony both the husband and wife take the 
oath in all solemnity that they would never give 
room for breach of mutual trust in Dharma 
(doing one’s duty), Artha (financial dealings) 
and Karma (fulfillment of desires) - 
(Dharmecha, Arthecha, Kamecha, 
naticharami) in the course of their married life. 
They swear that they would not do anything 
without consulting each other. This is the basic 
tenet on which the superstructure of our married 
life is built. It is a commitment that both should 
honour. We consider this as very sacred. You 
can use this in support of your argument.” The 
solicitor felt happy and asked me whether I 
could be a witness in the court if necessary. I 
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agreed and told him that I would not hesitate 
to say this. 

Travesty of truth 

I was summoned to the court one day. I saw 
the woman standing in the courtroom with her 
children. It was a pathetic sight. I stood in the 
witness box and repeated verbatim what all I 
had told the solicitor with a bit of emotion in 
my voice. The judge seemed greatly impressed 
and asked the husband, “Did you listen to what 
this gentleman told from his witness box? Did 
you not swear by that sacred ‘mantra’ as part 
of your post-marriage commitment and 
promise your wife that you would not transgress 
those basic tenets enunciated in that ‘mantra’?” 
Dear Readers, can you ever imagine what his 
reply was to the judge? I think, you can’t 
because, with so much of cruel intention his 
reply was a travesty of truth when he said “Your 
Honour, I have neither sworn nor taken any 
oath to that effect. I have neither committed 
nor promised. Perhaps the priest who 
conducted this marriage might have taken the 
oath without my knowledge.” You may not see 
or hear another example of such cunning 
cruelty. Judgement was in his favour! 

We cannot put all the blame on the Indian 
male partners only. There are counterparts on 
the female side also. I will furnish you with some 
proof. Kanthi, a Gujarathi youth working in 
L.I.C London, had been visiting the Bhavan 
now and then and helping me at times of 
necessity. He had developed so much of 
familiarity with us as to make us feel that he 
belonged to our own family. Sometime later he 


got married and the relationship had the mutual 
approval of all the elders. Even weeks after the 
marriage the bride did not come to Kanthi’s 
house. He seemed to have lost a bit of lustre 
on his face but had not brought the matter to 
my notice. Somehow I observed that he was 
not the usual self and asked him the reason. 
He said, “ What to do, Mathoorji ? She is not 
willing to come and live with us in our present 
house. She says that she likes to live in the first 
or second floor of a big house. So I was thinking 
of looking for another house of her choice. But 
it would be very difficult for my parents to go 
up and down the staircase. I am feeling very 
confused and nothing seems to be in order.” I 
felt very sorry for him and tried to reason out 
with him saying, “Kanthi, please don’t mistake 
me for what I suggest. It seems that girl has 
neither love for you nor willing to stay with your 
parents. If she had genuine love for you she 
would not have posed so many problems for 
you. Better you leave her to her own destiny 
and marry another girl of your choice.” When 
he proposed divorce to his wife she gave her 
consent without raising even the least objection. 
Eventually Kanthi divorced her and married a 
Gujarathi girl. I feel happy whenever I see the 
couple with their two children in the pleasant 
atmosphere of their family. 

Prison service 

I like to share with you another episode 
about my involvement with the prisoners in a 
London jail. In Great Britain there has been 
in practice a unique system of honouring the 
religious sentiments of the prisoners belonging 
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to different religions. Her Majesty the Queen 
herself has initiated this system which is called 
“Her Majesty’s Prison Service”. Under this 
system, ‘Ministers of Religion’ will be appointed 
by the concerned authorities of the Queen’s 
Establishment. Each Minister would go to the 
prison on the days of particular importance for 
his religion and make the prisoners of that 
religion perform whatever ritual or worship had 
been prescribed in their holy text for that day. I 
had been given the opportunity of rendering 
my prison services as the ‘Minister of Hindu 
Religion’ from 1982 to 1995. There was only 
one prisoner of Hindu religion in that jail. On 
a ‘Shivarathri’ day I went to the prison in the 
night fully prepared for the worship of Shiva. 1 
guided him in performing the ‘Rudrabhisheka’ 
and the worship of Shiva. I recited peace 
invoking mantras and told him the background 
story of Shivarathri along with the meaning of 
the mantras I recited. I wished him well saying, 
“I pray Shiva to bestow on you the sense of 
repentance so that you could come out of that 
criminal tendency and lead a normal citizen’s 
life after getting released, perhaps earlier, 
possibly on the proof of your good conduct and 
behaviour.” He simply laughed and bowed his 
head. Sometime later the concerned judge told 
me the Hindu prisoner had been released eight 
months earlier and complimented me. The 
same judge once asked me referring to the list 
of prisoners, “Mr. Mathoor, how is it that there 
is only one Hindu prisoner and others are more 
in number? Can you tell me why Hindu 
prisoners are so rare here?” I told him just 


what occurred to my mind and what I thought 
would be more appropriate at the time. I said, 
“Your Honour, in general Hindus greatly fear 
the consequences of committing crimes. 
Nobody would marry a criminal’s daughter or 
sister and vice versa, a criminal would be 
ostracised from the society itself especially so 
in our villages and he cannot move about in 
the society with his head up. Suppose a man 
incurs unmanageable heavy debt or loss he 
would not opt for insolvency for fear of losing 
his honour and that is why we almost don’t 
see such cases at all. I think that the religious 
background of the Hindus play a significant 
role in preventing them from becoming 
criminals.” The judge seemed to be satisfied 
with my line of thinking. 

Discourses on Ramayana 

I have already told you that 1 was giving 
discourses in the Bhavan every Saturday. 
There would be prayer by all before I started 
the discourses. Mrs. Kumarie Gheerawo was 
attending classes in Veda and she would also 
pray with others. She attended all the thirty 
discourses on Ramayana in Thirty weeks. It 
was the period of her pregnancy and she 
prayed even on the previous day to 
Ramanavami before I commenced my 
discourse. The next day was Ramanavami and 
at 7.30 in the morning she gave birth to a male 
child and she named her child as Ramanath. 
She firmly believed that her pleasant 
motherhood was due to her attending the 
discourses on Ramayana. Who can refute her 
conviction? 
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Dr. Shivarama Karanth 

A living legend and a walking encyclopedia, 
the great master of all arts and sciences, an 
astounding prodigious writer who loved life in 
all its forms and aspects and a globe-trotter of 
immense potentialities, the great Sri Shivarama 
Karanth had come to London two or three times 
and once with his Yakshagana troupe. We had 
arranged for their performances in the Bhavan. 
Dr. Karanth always preferred to stay with us. 
One day when both of us were engaged in 
conversation in our leisure time the subject of 
writing letters came up. I told Sri Karanth what 
I had seen in the Bible Society of London with 
reference to writing letters. “Sir, it was in my 
school days that I began reading and develop 
a liking for stories from the Bible. Once we 
had invited an Honorary Member of the Bible 
Society for one of our programmes. He came 
to the Bhavan, participated in the programme, 
learnt all about the aims of the Bhavan, what it 
stood and worked for, and very happily 
expressed his appreciation. I too spoke on the 
occasion. He was greatly impressed by my 
speech and invited me to pay a visit to the Bible 
Society. I went to the Bible Society and the 
magnificent building comprising 20 to 30 floors 
astounded me. On entering the building I saw 
to my astonishment hundreds of typists in that 
big hall working on their machines. The 
Director who was with me observed and 
comprehended the question on my face. He 
said, ‘Mr. Mathoor, you may be wondering what 
all these typists are engaged in typing. I will 
make it clear to you. We receive contributions 


ranging from one pound to lakhs of pounds to 
our Society from innumerable people, 
organisations and institutions, belonging not 
only to our country but also to so many other 
countries every day. Should we not send them 
at least a thank-you letter? The amount of 
money is not important. They send whatever 
they can afford with a spirit of sacrifice and 
devotion. The contributions of all the people 
are equal before God. Irrespective of the 
amount of their contribution we communicate 
to them our heartiest thanks through our letters. 
All these typists are meant for this job of typing 
thank - you letters. These letters will be sent 
along with the receipts for their contributions.’ 
Their amazing concern towards public money 
and the public is praiseworthy. Their honesty 
and responsibility in this respect are idealistic.” 

Continuing my conversation with Sri 
Karanth I said, “Sir, why don’t our people have 
this kind of a discipline and concern? Let alone 
acknowledging the money sent to them, they 
don’t even care to reply our letters. Why are 
our people so lethargic, careless and 
irresponsible? Suppose they write, the delay 
can be counted in weeks or months. They 
would even think it useless to reply. Why so, 
Sir?” Sri Karanth did not reply immediately but 
kept staring at me for some time. Once again I 
repeated my question doubting whether he had 
heard me or not. Then he said in a very jovial 
mood, “Mathoor, don’t you know that being 
Hindus we firmly believe in rebirth?” I had a 
hearty laugh not only at his own style of 
answering but also at the meaning it implied. 
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Sri Karanth also laughed seeing me enjoy the 
situation. 

Once when Sri Karanth was in London my 
wife had prepared idlis for his breakfast. He ate 
just two idlis and refused further serving. My 
wife felt very disappointed but tried to persuade 
him to eat one or two more saying, “Have I not 
prepared the idlis well? Please have one more.” 
He laughed and said, “Truly you have prepared 
the idlis very well but don’t you know this 
stomach is mine?” Sri Karanth was good and 
understanding at heart though at times his 
words sounded hard. I take pride in telling that 
I too was one among the multitude of Sri 
Karanth’s admirers who enjoyed his rare 
company in such close quarters as to consider 
myself very fortunate. I can never forget the 
Yakshagana performances given in the Bhavan 
under his innovative guidance and strict 
training. He had given altogether a new 
dimension to the age old traditional 
Yakshagana. He was great in every sphere of 
his many talents. He was a versatile genius. 

Great literary figures from Karnataka 

Famous novelists Sri S.L. Bhyrappa, Dr. 
Prabhushankar and Sri C.K. Nagaraja Rao, poet 
Sri G.S. Shivarudrappa, dramatist Sri Sriranga, 
journalist Sri Santosh Kumar Gulvadi, writer 
and critic Sri H.M. Nayak and retired High 
Court Chief Justice Sri Nittur Srinivasa Rao 
had come to the Bhavan in London and 
delivered lectures on different occasions. 

Sri Jaiprakash Narayan 

I had made bold on several occasions to 
translate the speeches of some well-known 


personalities then and there. One such occasion 
was when that great exponent of socialism Sri 
Jaipraikash Narayan spoke on ‘Buddha 
Dharma’ at Bangalore. I received encomiums 
for my job and it was really a proud occasion 
for me. During my stay in London, Sri J.P had 
been brought to London for medical treatment 
during his last days. Both Dalalji and myself 
went to see him in the hospital. Sri B.K. Nehru 
was there. He suggested to me to get idlis well 
prepared for J.P as he loved to eat them. He 
had reasoned that as South Indians, my wife 
would prepare the idlis quite well. Of course, 
both myself and my wife took it as a God given 
opportunity to serve such a great man in our 
own small way. 

Sri Madhav Prasad Babu 

Consequent on their munificent donation to 
the Bhavan’s (Church) building in 1978 both 
Sri Madhav Prasad Birla and Smt.Priyamvada 
Devi Birla came very close to the Bhavan. They 
used to visit London twice a year and would 
stay for one month every time. They would 
have their own engagements all through the 
day. One Saturday they attended my discourse 
on Bhagavadgeetha in the Bhavan and the 
very next day they phoned me and said, 
“Mathoorji, will you please make it convenient 
to come and be with us for sometime?” I told 
that I was ready to go to them anytime. They 
invited me to visit them the same evening. 
Whenever they came to London they used to 
stay in ‘Grosvenor House’, an aristocrat’s 
exquisite topmost Hotel. I went there and met 
them in their rich suite. They received me with 
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all reverence and said in a very gentle and 
persuasive voice, “Mathoorji, yesterday your 
discourse on Sri Krishna was very enlightening. 
We would like to listen to your discourses on 
Veda, Upanishads, Geetha, Ramayana and 
Mahabharatha every day while we are here not 
only now but also in our future visits. Would it 
be possible for you to devote an hour every 
day exclusively for us?” I was thrilled by their 
proposal. Giving such discourses was always 
a sacred job after my heart. With great pleasure 
I promised them that I would always be ready 
to attend to their most welcome wish. It was 
my conviction that Lord Srikrishna himself had 
appeared in the form of Sri Madhava (Madhava 
Prasad Birla) to bless me with this new role of 
serving him to my heart’s content. For both - 
Madhav Babu and myself- Lord Srikrishna was 
our ideal deity. We always loved to worship 
him. My discourses took me nearer to their 
heart and gave a new turn to my future life. 

In England quite inevitably I had to deliver 
my lectures and discourses in English only. But 
I could not study English at the college level 
because of poverty. I improved my English 
gradually only after I embarked on the 
adventure of giving lectures in London. 

I had been assigned the gigantic 
responsibility of nurturing the Bhavan in 
London to the fullest extent possible so that it 
could become a lighthouse of Indian tradition, 
art and culture. My duty had made it imperative 
that I should create a congenial atmosphere in 
the Bhavan for the people of London to come 
in contact with it in large numbers and take 


active part in its programmes and activities. So 
I had to improve a lot on my English so that I 
could carry out my responsibilities effectively 
and efficiently. Yes, even amidst the busy 
schedule of my daily routine I did manage to 
find some time to prepare myself well in 
advance for my lectures or discourses to be 
delivered in simple English. I never liked to be 
rhetorical in my speeches. Slowly but certainly 
I gained proficiency in the use of simple English. 
I could even interpret certain difficult situations 
in my own simple way supporting them with 
illustrations from real life. All my efforts proved 
fruitful in my 100 lectures, each of 4 minute 
duration, on BBC Television about which you 
are already aware. 

I dare say that my experiment in the use of 
simple English in my lectures became amazingly 
successful. Even Sri Madhava Babu and 
Smt.Priyamvada Devi liked it. I spared no 
efforts in getting well prepared for my 
discourses. Though they were the only two at 
their hotel room psychologically they would 
make an impact on me of two hundred 
audience by their profound interest, child-like 
curiosity and will to learn more and more about 
our great epics. These discourses created in 
me a sense of fresh awareness by which I could 
expound so many situations in a contemporary 
perspective. As a result the horizon of my 
knowledge also went on expanding and it really 
enlightened me. They had donated one lakh 
pounds for the Bhavan and I considered it my 
respectful duty to fulfill their sacred intention 
and at the same time to create an atmosphere 
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for them to attain mental peace and equanimity 
through my discourses. In that one month they 
listened to ‘Tulasi Ramayana’ and ‘Valmiki 
Ramayana’ and expressed their heartfelt 
satisfaction and gratitude. 

My discourses did not seem to conclude in 
that London hotel room. The Birla couple 
extended their gracious invitation for me to 
extend my sacred duty to their rest house 
‘Anandakanan’ in Allahabad. Once in a year 
during their sojourn in Anandakanan’ for a 
period of 10 to 15 days I used to go there from 
London, conduct whatever rituals they wished, 
deliver some discourses of their choice and 
return. Even after the sad demise of Sri 
Madhava Prasad Birla my humble contact with 
his family has continued due to the motherly 
love and affection of Badima (Smt. Priyamvada 
Devi Birla) on me. As long as Badima’s yearly 
sojourn in London continued, my discourses 
also continued without break. 

The senior most member of that family Sri 
G.D Birla had his residence in London. When 
he expired I was called by the Birla family to 
conduct all the funeral rites and post death 
rituals along with other religious services in 
accordance with their family traditions. Of 
course, I did conduct all of them with great 
religious fervor so that all the members of the 
family could derive the satisfaction of having 
done their duties properly to the departed soul. 
Some time later Sri G.D Birla’s four volumes 
of the book titled, ‘Correspondence with Bapu 
and others’ were published and released in the 
London Bhavan by Sir. Philip Noel-Baker. 


Priyamvada - satyamvada 

I never get tired of extolling Badima’s virtues 
and achievements. She is such a fine cultured 
and virtuous lady who has taken to simple living 
and humanitarian service by choice. Having 
served both Gandhiji and Vinobaji for a 
number of years Badima is greatly influenced 
by their exemplary lives. When Vinobaji saw 
Badima for the first time he had asked her, 
“What is your name?” She said, Priyamvada, 
“ Vinobaji blessed her saying “You should also 
become ‘Sathyam vada,’ and laughed, Badima 
once narrated this memorable incident with 
tears in her eyes. She has been instrumental in 
donating a gigantic sum of half a million pounds 
to the Bhavan Centre in London. But for her 
benevolence we would not have even dreamt 
of either Bhavan’s own building, or executing 
so many other projects of the Bhavan in 
London. Even now we venture to take up 
certain projects being rest assured that Badima 
is there to help us. The nectar of Badima’s 
perennial love and care has immortalised the 
Bhavan. 

Dr. P.C. Alexander 

Now it is about Dr. PC. Alexander who was 
then Indian High Commissioner in London. He 
is a highly knowledgeable and cultured person. 
Though a Christian he has studied in depth our 
Hindu Sanathana Dharma also. He is a great 
orator who could speak with authority on many 
topics. The audience applauded his two learned 
discourses, one each on Gandhiji and Pandit 
Jawaharalal Nehru at the Bhavan. Being very 
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friendly by nature he had earned the love and 
affection not only of the Londoners in general 
but also of politicians and bureaucrats. 

Once when he was reading a letter at his 
residence it seemed to me that he was looking 
for a pad to hold it in support of a paper he 
had held in his hand. Having observed him I 
instantly held a pad before him. He took it, cast 
an appreciative look at me and said, “Oh ! You 
got it. Great men think alike.” 1 was quick to 
respond, “NO, no, Sir I am not at all great. I 
am just a humble servant who could discern 
the timely need of his master and fulfill it.” He 
smiled and said, “Oh! Mathoor, how nice of 
you? I liked the way you put it to me.” Even 
now Dr. R C Alexander has the same affection 
and regard for me. I really feel proud of him. 

Photographer, the conscience keeper 

It was on the 5th of August 1972 that I set 
my foot on the soil of London. On the 12th 
August there was a small function in the 
Bhavan. It was on this occasion that I came 
into contact with Sri Madan Arora, the 
photographer. Gradually he turned out to be a 
very good friend of mine. He was such an 
excellent well sought after photographer that 
even Prime Minister Smt. Indira Gandhi is said 
to have instructed the concerned officers to get 
Sri Madan Arora to take the photographs of 
functions she would attend in London. Sri Arora 
told me that during our first Prime Minister 
Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru’s tour of London it 
was he who had taken photographs covering 
his entire tour programme. His photographs 
would be so full of life that without him clicking 


his camera, no marriage or other function 
would be celebrated in so many families in 
London. He would not feel uneasy or disturbed 
even if some other photographers were covering 
the programme. “I know my art. Even if people 
engage some other photographer today, I know 
for sure that they would certainly come to me 
the next time” he would say with consummate 
confidence. He would take on any competition 
in his field with a deep sense of equanimity. 

Starting from the very first programme after 
my taking over charge of the Bhavan up to my 
retirement and return to India invariably I used 
to ask Madan Arora at the end of each and 
every programme that took place in the 
Bhavan, “Madan, how was the programme?” 
He would sum up the way the programme was 
conducted, how it went on successfully, how it 
concluded and the reaction of the audience, all 
in just four mono syllabic words. “Ha, Sab 
Theek Tha” (Yes, everything went on well, Sir.) 
His words would make me very happy because 
I knew that he would not utter those words 
expressing his free opinion just to please me. 
That was why I had full faith in his succinct but 
firm opinion. 

Friendship through bereavement 

It was May 1985, one midnight the 
telephone rang. An unknown female voice, 
sorrowful and sobbing, spoke in immaculate 
Kannada (language) “Are you Sri Mathoor 
Kirshnamurthy speaking?” I said, “Yes, please 
continue.” “My name is Harini and my 
husband’s name is Raghuveer. A tragedy has 
shaken us. The younger brother of my husband, 
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Jayaram has expired all of a sudden. We are 
in a terrible state and don’t know what to do... 

Will you kindly.?” She was sobbing and could 

not complete the sentence. I tried to pacify her 
and asked whether I should reach their house 
immediately. She said that I could go there early 
in the morning. 

While going to their house early in the 
morning painful memories of the premature 
death of my elder brother Raamanna at such 
an young age of 14-15 years, haunted me. 
Their family consisted of four sons and their 
mother. They were all from Bangalore. They 
said that they were the descendants of the 
famous novelist B. Venkatacharya, who had 
translated the renowned novels of Sri 
Bankimchandra from Bengali to Kannada. The 
four sons were Srinivasan, Narayana, 
Raghuveer and Jayaram. The first three sons 
were Engineers employed in prestigious posts. 
They were all married and each one lived with 
his wife and children. The youngest son 
Jayaram was a software expert working in 
Bahrain. He was on his visit to London and 
staying with his brother Raghuveer. But it was 
unfortunate that his sudden death was a bolt 
from the blue for the family. I conducted all the 
obsequial ceremonies upto ‘Vykuntha 
samaradhana’ on the 13th day. All the three 
elder brothers performed these rituals with deep 
sorrow and faith. I could see and feel the depth 
of love and affection professed by all the 
members of their families towards the deceased 
Jayaram. Though they had lived in London for 
many years they had retained their strict 


adherence to our tradition and culture. 
Somehow the Almighty has his own way of 
directing me to such families at the hour of their 
need. I have the satisfaction of having served 
them with all my heart and soul. 

As a concluding part of the ceremonies 1 
spoke to them about our belief in rebirth and 
told them that Jayaram’s soul would not stay 
away from them for long and so he would 
certainly take birth in their family in the near 
future. By the time Sri Jayaram died Raghuveer 
and Harini had two children Keshav and 
Aishwarya. Every year they were observing 
Jayaram’s death anniversary without fail and 
they were always speaking very high of his 
extraordinary intelligence. 

It was after almost six to seven years, one 
day Harini phoned me and said, “ Mathoorji, 
what you said on that day seems to be 
materialising!” I failed to make it out and so 
with a bit of anxiety and curiosity combined in 
my voice I asked, “ What is the matter? What 
is it that I had told you?” “Did you not say that 
Jayaram would come to us again?” said Harini 
and laughed. I asked, “ What are you saying, 
Harini?” She answered my questions very 
confidently, “Mathoorji, you must conduct the 
‘ Naming ceremony.’ Don’t forget.” Five or six 
months later Sri Raghuveer phoned me and 
said “Good news Mathoorji, Harini has given 
birth to a baby boy. She and the baby are 
returning to our house from the hospital 
tomorrow. Please come along with Mami and 
bless us all.” 
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A Sanyasi of extraordinary power of 
penance! 

In 1981 Sri Gangeshwarananda Swamiji 
paid a visit to London. One of Bhavan’s 
Executive Committee Members Sri Damodar 
Chanrai had arranged for the Swamiji’s 
comfortable stay in his house. We had arranged 
a function in the Bhavan in his honour and 
requested Sri Damodar Chanrai to bring the 
Swamiji to the Bhavan at the appointed hour. 
I had selected a hymn from Mahanarayana 
Upanishad to recite while bowing to him in 
reverence. When the Swamiji arrived at the 
doors of the Bhavan I welcomed him with 
folded hands and began reciting the hymn. 

Na Karmana, na prajayaa dhanena \ 

Tyagenaike amritatvaamanashuh 

I had just opened my mouth and begun 
reciting ‘Na Karmana...’ the Swamiji abruptly 
exclaimed, “Mathoorji, you... here... how 
come?” I was taken aback and became tongue- 
tied. Tears welled up in my eyes. My legs gave 
way and I sat at his feet. In an appealing tone 
I said, “Swamiji, do you still remember me ? 
Did you recognise me ?” He took me by the 
arms and said “Mathoorji, how can I forget 
you ? On that day in Bangalore, you welcomed 
me with a beautiful Vedic prayer. I was 
wondering what brought you here!” On that 
day I narrated to all who had gathered there 
the Swamiji’s story and how I had met him 10 
years ago. 

It was two years after I had joined Bangalore 
Bhavan as its Registrar that Swami 


Gangeshwarananda came to Bangalore in 
1971. A welcome function was organised at 
the Bhavan in honour of the Swamiji. On his 
arrival at the Bhavan I welcomed him with 
‘Poornakumbha’ in my hands and chanted a 
Vedic prayer beginning with “Bhadram 
karnebhi” I must tell you at least now that the 
Swamiji was blind... He was not blind by birth 
as I heard from him. He had normal sight at 
birth. When he was five years old his parents 
took him to Brindavan on Sri Krishna 
Janmashtami day. Thousands of people had 
gathered there for the celebrations of 
‘Janmashtami.’ Somehow the child was 
separated from his parents in the crowd. After 
moving about for sometime and crying over 
the missing parents the child had taken shelter 
under a tree. That night there was heavy rain 
with thunder and lightning. A blinding flash 
struck the boy’s eyes and blinded him for life. 
Someone took the boy to his house and 
provided him with food and shelter. When the 
boy was crying over the loss of his sight he had 
the vision of a divine light in which he saw Sri 
Krishna playing his flute. From that very 
moment the boy experienced a divine 
transformation within which infused in him 
courage and confidence to achieve something 
great in life. The boy was mentally very alert 
and whatever was taught to him would get 
imprinted in his mind instantly. His was an 
astounding memory power. 

Later as he grew up he learnt all the four 
Vedas by heart. The Swamiji visited the 
Bhavan two or three times more. He lived for 
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113 years. Somehow he was fond of me and 
would inquire about my welfare now and then. 
Everytime he visited London he would 
invariably put a ‘Tulasi Maale’ around my neck 
and bless me. The devotees of Sri Guru 
Gangeshwaranandji, Sri Lekhraj Mewani, a 
renowned businessman of Mumbai and his 
friends have instituted in the year 1995 a ‘Veda 
Ratna Puraskar’ in his memory. This Puraskar 


contains six awards of Rs. one lakh each, a 
shawl and a citation to be awarded to four 
Veda Pandits of high attainment in the fields of 
Rig, Yajur, Atharva and Sama Vedas, and the 
two awards for scholars who have made 
research in Science and Mathematics based 
on Veda. The Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan 
selects recipients for this puraskar once in two 
years. 



PART - THREE 


Back in Bangalore Bhavan 


The thought of my retirement originated in 
me during 1993. I was sent to London to lay 
the foundation for the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan 
Centre and to see it come up as a full-fledged 
institution devoted to the propagation of our 
ancient heritage, tradition and culture. I never 
thought of settling down there permanently. 
After years of incessant trials and tribulations 
it had been possible to establish the Bhavan 
with all the infrastructure necessary to continue 
to serve and put its aims and principles into 
practice. Nanda had acquitted himself quite well 
in assisting me in all the spheres of Bhavan’s 
activities and programmes. He was fully 
qualified and experienced to assume 
independent charge of the Bhavan. I was quite 
confident that he would take the Bhavan to 
greater heights of glorious achievements. 
Naturally I wished to see him sit in the Executive 
Director’s seat and manage all the affairs of the 
Bhavan independently and successfully. 

With the passage of time my desire to return 
to my Motherland grew stronger and added to 
it there was the lure of Samyukta Karnataka. 
Even after I joined the Bhavan I had not only 
kept up writing to the daily now and then, but 
also worked as its representative in London. 
When Sri Shama Rao was in London for a few 
days he even invited me back to Samyukta 
Karnataka fold after having learnt that I was 
seriously thinking of returning to Bangalore. On 


the other hand Kanchi Paramacharya 
Sri Jayendra Saraswathi Mahaswamigal had 
kept open his invitation for me to become the 
Vice Chancellor of the ‘Deemed University’ that 
had been established in Kanchi under his 
patronage and able guidance. 

Finally I was permitted to retire on 31st, 
March 1995. Send-off functions were aplenty. 
All the members of Bhavan’s family had 
arranged the function on two consecutive days 
and wished me a happy retired life. Of course, 
all of them spoke very high of my services to 
the Bhavan and also of my wholehearted 
amicable relationship with them. Once in his 
speech Sir J.K. Gohel, one of our senior Vice- 
Chairmen, had jovially remarked, “Mathoorji 
is a professional beggar. He is different from 
others who meet people for raising funds. Just 
as we call ourselves as professionals in our 
business domains he has played his role in filling 
the coffers of the Bhavan as a number one 
professional.” Both my wife and myself received 
a number of mementos from our well-wishers 
and friends. 

Special mention must be made of the two 
distinguished dignitaries from India who 
attended the farewell function. They were the 
eminent jurist and former Ambassador to 
U.S.A. Sri Nani Palkhiwala and the first lady 
IPS officer of India Kiran Bedi. Sri Palkhiwala 
has faith in God and in religious ceremonies. 
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Once when his wife had undergone a major 
operation I conducted a ‘homa’ and explained 
in detail the meaning of the mantras and the 
purpose they serve. He expressed his 
appreciation and happiness. We had arranged 
to sell hundreds of copies of one of his books 
through the Bhavan. He spoke with admiration 
and affection and exclaimed, “Oh! How 
popular you are, Mr. Mathoor!” 

Famous super cop Kiran Bedi’s presence was 
most unexpected. I had heard much about her 
strict but humane police duty and read about 
her bold and exemplary reformations in the 
Tihar Jail. Though I had not seen her personally 
she was so kind in not only talking to me but 
also in speaking at the function. Some years 
later she won the Magsaysay Award for her 
outstanding, meritorious and dedicated service. 
Great host 

It was the then Prime Minister of Britain, the 
Right Honourable James Callaghan who had 
inaugurated the Bhavan’s own church building 
on the 19th July 1978. Later he was made the 
member of the House of Lords. From then on 
he was addressed as Lord Callaghan. When I 
informed him of my retirement he said, “Mr. 
Mathoor, so you are retiring and want to go 
back to India. I am sure you will continue the 
Bhavan’s work in India also. You are too young 
to retire! My wife and myself would like to invite 
you and your wife for a farewell lunch. Could 
you please accept? We will invite Mr. Maneck 
Dalai, the Bhavan’s Chairman and his wife.” 
His invitation for an ordinary man like me really 
confounded me. But I said, “Sir, I am deeply 


touched. My wife and myself are very fortunate 
indeed.” It was a vegetarian dinner in our 
honour and he too sat with us partaking the 
vegetarian items served to us. What a great 
host! 

Sacred Motherland 

Many of my friends who have comfortably 
settled in London tried to persuade me to settle 
down in London saying, “Mathoorji, you have 
lived here for 23 years and acclimatized 
yourself to both nature and human nature of 
this country. You have enjoyed all the civic 
amenities provided by this Govt, and lived 
almost a heavenly life here. In India you cannot 
expect to live a peaceful life free from 
corruption, pollution and mal-administration. 
Don’t you feel the difference and decide to settle 
here?” A dramatic situation from Ramayana 
came to my mind. After Ravana was killed 
and Vibheeshana was crowned as Emperor of 
Lanka, Lakshmana addressed Sri Rama, “O 
Rama, Vibheeshana treats you with utmost 
honour and respect and Lanka is plentiful with 
unlimited riches and resources. If you agree 
all of us can stay here for the rest of our lives. 
Undoubtedly we will all be looked after with 
great care and honour.” Sri Rama, turning in 
the direction of Ayodhya, said, “Soumitri 
(Lakshmana), 

Api Swarnamayee Lanka na me 
Lakshmana rochate \ 

Jananee janmabhoomischa 

swargaadapi gareeyasi || 

Lanka may be the richest country, but I don’t 
prefer to stay here. To me my mother and 
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motherland are the most sacred and transcends 
all the heavenly comforts.” 

I had decided to return to India with the 
supreme satisfaction of having entrusted the 
Bhavan to the most capable hands of my 
successor, Nanda, under the able guidance of 
Dalalji and an excellent Executive Committee. 
Britain had nurtured me through thick and thin, 
trials and tribulations in the course of my 
struggle to establish the Bhavan in London. It 
had given me and my family shelter and all the 
comforts for so many years. I have always felt 
that I could never pay sufficient tributes to that 
land, which provided me ground for my 
achievements. In addition to its great support 
the British Government was pleased to sanction 
‘Post-Retirement Pension’ not only to me but 
even to my wife in recognition of my 23 years 
of uninterrupted service to the Bhavan on its 
land. I remain highly grateful to that country. 

There was a concourse of my friends, 
admirers, well-wishers and all the members of 
the Bhavan’s family to bid us farewell when 
we started on our journey back to our 
Motherland. While enjoying the coziness of my 
seat in the plane my thoughts began hovering 
around Mathoor and Bangalore. My journey 
was full of reminiscences of the days I had lived 
in those places. At the same time I was being 
troubled in a corner of my mind from a feeling 
of uncertainty about the attitude of my people 
in welcoming and receiving me into their fold 
after so many years. Of course, each and every 
significant move I made in London was being 
reported in India and in general people knew 


all that I was doing there for the growth of the 
Bhavan. My journalist friends were reporting 
to me now and then how the people of India 
respected the Bhavan for its promotion of 
ancient heritage, tradition and culture not only 
within the country but also in foreign countries 
and how the people especially of Karnataka 
were feeling proud of my achievements and 
especially being that of a Kannadiga in a foreign 
land. 

Soon after I landed in Bombay I went to 
meet Sri Ramakrishnanji on a courtesy call. 
He said, “Mathoorji, why don’t you come to 
the Bombay Bhavan itself ? We feel the 
necessity of your services here. You may please 
join us.” I respectfully told him, “Sir, please 
allow me sometime to let you know my opinion” 
and proceeded to Bangalore. 

I thought over Sri Ramakrishnanji’s 
invitation to Bombay Head Office for 
sometime. I decided not to accept it on these 
grounds. Firstly, Bombay’s weather condition 
was not at all conductive to my health. 
Secondly, the very purpose of my return to 
Bangalore was to settle permanently in the 
vincity of my kith and kin while engaging myself 
in reading or writing or in giving discourses 
and speeches as and when I would be required 
to do so of my own free will. This would allow 
me to lead a peaceful life. Thirdly, the Bombay 
Centre being our Mother Organisation; 
considerable number of employees either of my 
age or even elder to me were rendering their 
dedicated services in the Headquarters. Neither 
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could I become a senior to them nor a junior 
and that would be anomalous. 

Can’t retire so soon 

Declining his offer I told Ramakrishnanji, 
who had come to Bangalore, “Sir Bombay’s 
weather does not suit me. Please don’t force 
me. I wish very much to be in Bangalore...” 
Even before I could complete my sentence he 
said, “Very good, don’t worry. Now you have 
got to shoulder the responsibility of the 
Bangalore Centre and you can’t deny it. 
Mathoorji, Bhavan does not allow you to retire 
so soon. Your services are very badly needed 
for the Bangalore Centre.” He had held my 
hand as though he was quite confident of my 
approval. Both my body and mind were always 
in tune with the work of the Bhavan and work 
of the Bhavan was my life. Eventually I took 
up the reins of the Bangalore Centre. 

Sri S.R. Venkatachalam and Dr H.K. 
Ranganath were looking after the Bangalore 
Bhavan under the able guidance of Sri T.S. 
Rajam, Chairman and Managing Director of 
TVS Group who was then the Chairman of 
the Bangalore Bhavan. Later he was succeeded 
by Sri G.V.K. Rao, former Chief Secretary of 
Government of Karnataka. But Sri G.V.K. Rao 
could not continue for long as Chairman due 
to his ill health. 

Fortunately the former Chief Justice of India, 
Justice Sri E.S. Venkataramaiah gave his 
consent to function as Chairman of the 
Bangalore Bhavan. Sri S.R. Venkatachalam 
shouldered the responsibilities of the Bhavan’s 
work for 24 years till I returned from London. 


With the able guidance of Sri S. 
Krishnamurthy, former Director of All India 
Radio (and grandson of Mysore 
Vasudevacharya, the renowned Vaggeykara 
and Musician of yester-years), who served as 
the Hon, Director of Music, Bangalore Bhavan 
had produced over 36 audio cassettes on 
various cultural and religious programmes. 

Dr. H.K Ranganath, former Director of Music 
& Drama Division, Government of India, joined 
the Bhavan and was mainly responsible to run 
the School of Music and Dance. Because of 
their able handling of the affairs of the 
Bangalore Bhavan it was very easy for me to 
take the reins of the Bangalore Bhavan and 
continue to work for its progress. 

May 15,1995 

Sri E.S. Venkataramaiah and myself took 
charge of our offices on 15th May 1995 and 
within a few days the first thing we did was to 
form the Executive Committee, which included 
a noble person, Sri G. Narayana, and many 
other distinguished persons. A sub- committee 
was also formed and recruitment of office staff 
was made. In due course classes in Fine Arts, 
viz., music -both vocal and instrumental, dance 
and painting were commenced. Vedic classes 
were also started. Expert teachers were 
appointed. The tale of success of fine arts classes 
in the London Centre had made rounds here 
also and it helped in bringing sufficient number 
of students for all the courses. 

I began collecting funds by way of 
contribution and donations from 
philanthropists. The Executive Committee 
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under the chairmanship of Sri E.S. 
Venkataramaiah planned to get all the history 
volumes and one hundred Gandhiji volumes 
translated into Kannada. Professor A.V. 
Narasimha Murthy of Mysore was the fittest 
scholar to shoulder the responsibility of the 
History volumes and we persuaded him to 
select his own team of translators and to get 
the work done under his expert guidance. A 
Chief Editor to oversee the translation of 
Gandhi volumes was also appointed. Our 
‘Badima’ Smt. Priyamvada Devi Birla was 
pleased with the working schemes of the 
Bhavan and encouraged us in a big way and it 
turned out to be a boon for our Bangalore 
Centre. 

The Government of India accorded 
recognition for all the degree, diploma and 
certificate courses run by the Bhavan. Having 
understood and felt the need for another 
building for the Bangalore Centre our Badima 
proposed to get a building constructed in the 
vacant space beside the existing building and 
donated rupees one and a half crores for the 
purpose. We were bound to show the results 
through our honest and dedicated work. 

Sri S. Nijalingappa and Sri Sundara Rama 
Shetty 

I take it that it would be in the fitness of 
things to narrate how the first building took 
shape. It was that great Gandhian Sri 
Nijalingappa who alloted the site on Race 
course Road when he was the Chief Minister 
of Karnataka and Sri G. Narayana was the 


Mayor. The then Chairman of Vijaya Bank Sri 
Sundara Rama Shetty put forth a proposal for 
the construction of a building with a floor area 
of 14,000 sq.ft. He said before the Executive 
committee, “My bank will construct the building 
and occupy half of the floor area on the basis 
of rental. This rent would be adjusted towards 
the cost of the building and the entire building 
would be yours in 20 years.” As it clearly 
seemed to benefit the Bhavan Centre both in 
the present and the future the Executive 
Committee gave its concurrence for the 
construction of the building. After the stipulated 
term of 20 years the building became the 
property of the Bhavan. The Bhavan stands 
highly obliged to Sri Sundara Rama Shetty. 

Discourse on 'Kumaravyaasa Bhaaratha' 

I thought of giving a ‘Vaachana and 
Vyaakhyaana’ (singing of verses and 
commentary on them) programme taking some 
interesting and appealing topics from 
‘Kumaravyaasa Bhaaratha’, a Kannada poetic 
work, for a week and the purpose was to 
provide a stimulant to the people to come to 
the Bhavan as often as they could. I decided 
that this would be in the first week of September 
and invited Gamaka Vidwan (a singer par 
excellence) Hosahalli Keshava Murthy for 
‘Vaachana’ (to sing the verses). He was happy 
to give his consent. 

That auspicious day in September for 
which both Sri Hosahalli Keshava Murthy and 
myself were eagerly awaiting to start the 
‘Vaachana-Vyaakhyaana’ programme arrived. 
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I had my own misgivings about the success of 
this programme because it was after a long 
long break of 23 years I had dared to face the 
learned audience of Bangalore. 1 must admit 
that I was being bothered by a little fearful 
anxiety. By the time the programme 
commenced, the hall was almost overflowing 
with listeners. Perhaps the magic of the word 
‘Mathoor’ itself had brought them to see me 
and listen to me after so many years. They 
might also have been anxious and curious to 
know whether I had retained the same verve 
and expertise in my exposition of the epics after 
working under the influence of Birtish people 
and the English language for 23 years. 

Soon after we began the programme the 
people sat silent listening to Sri Keshava 
Murthy’s delectable musical rendering of the 
poems from ‘Srikrishna Raayabhaara’ of 
‘Kumaaravyaasa Bhaarata’ and then to my 
faithful as well as emotional exposition of these 
epic poems. The programme was an 
astounding success. While in Britain I had been 
accustomed to using English in all my 
discourses. Now speaking Kannada here in 
Bangalore I had found my original voice and 
expression. The initial success paved the way 
for a far grater success in seeking fresh avenues 
not only for the appreciable development of the 
Bangalore Centre but also for opening new 
centres in Mysore, Madikeri and Bagalkot. Very 
respectfully I submit that all the credit for the 
success of this programme must go to Badima 
and Sri Madhav Babu. It was due to them that 
I had to keep in constant touch with the epics 


Ramayana and Mahabharatha even in 
England. 

On the second day after our programme 
concluded one Mr. Sai Prasad met me and said, 
“Sir, I am working in H.M.T. Watch Division. 
Our Managing Director Sri Ramanuja wishes 
to attend your programme. I will accompany 
him tomorrow.” “Very kind of you, please do,” 
I told him. 

Because of my long absence I did not know 
who was who even among persons in high 
positions or celebrities in other fields. One 
particular incident is on top of my mind to be 
expressed here. Once I had flown from London 
to Bombay. While I was waiting for my baggage 
at Bombay Airport another passenger, a very 
pretty lady was also there waiting for her 
baggage. I asked her name and said that I 
would go to the counter and inquire. She 
thanked me. But before I left, our baggages 
arrived. Just out of curiosity and to acquaint 
myself with, I told my name and asked her, 
“May I know your name. You seem to be an 
artiste,” very promptly she replied, “Yes Sir” 
and gave her card. Her name was Smita Patil. 
I just said, ‘Thank You’ and bid good bye. 
Before we parted bidding goodbye to each 
other she revealed the names of some of the 
famous films she had acted in. After I returned 
to England I recounted this incident to Nanda. 
Having heard the names of the films he asked 
me, “Was it Smita Patil?” I said, “yes.” He then 
told me that she was a consummate and 
intelligent actress. I felt sorry that I did not know 
her but spoke to her over the phone. I told her 
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that as I had not watched any film since several 
years, I did not know her or recognize her and 
how Nanda, her ardent admirer, felt about it. 
She said she could very well understand me. I 
expressed my hearty compliments and invited 
her to the Bhavan. She also thanked me and 
assured that she would visit the Bhavan during 
her subsequent visits to London. 

Sri N. Ramanuja’s proposal 

The next day, after the programme, Sri 
Ramanuja accompanied by Sai Prasad met me. 
After mutual introduction Sri Ramanuja said in 
appreciation of the programme, “Mathoorji, 
you had taken us to Dwapara Yuga itself and I 
felt as though I was with Srikrishna all the while. 
It was really marvellous. Have you recorded 
this programme?” I replied, “Yes, Sir, Bhavan 
has arranged to record these programmes on 
audio tapes.” Sri Ramanuja asked for the 
recorded cassettes and I placed them in his 
hands. He took leave of me saying that he 
would contact me very soon after listening to 
the tapes. 

Sometime later Sri Ramanuja contacted me 
over the phone and said, “Mathoorji, I have an 
important matter to discuss with you. I will meet 
you in your office.” When I was still trying to 
guess what would be the important matter that 
Sri Ramanuja wanted to discuss with me, he 
entered my office and I welcomed him. He 
said. “Mathoorji, the tapes I heard have come 
off very well. Can’t we get the whole of 
Kumaravyaasa Bhaaratha recorded in audio 
cassettes?” Even before the implication of what 


he asked had its impact on me, 1 had simply 
exclaimed, “Oh! By all means. It can be done.” 
Sri Ramanuja was pleased and continued, 
“Very good. Then you please listen to me. Our 
senior officers have heard your cassettes and 
all of them have approved a scheme of bringing 
out the whole of Kumaravyaasa Bhaaratha in 
‘Vaachana and Vyaakhyaana’ form in audio 
cassettes. Both yourself and Sri Keshava 
Murthy have to contribute your expertise, time 
and labour to this marathon-recording 
programme. You can make necessary inquiries 
about the number of cassettes and the total cost 
involved and inform me. I have spoken to our 
Directors and HMT will bear the cost.” I could 
not believe my ears. It was as if Srikrishna 
himself appeared before me in the form of Sri 
Ramanuja and was granting this boon of 
propagating all the stories of his crowning 
achievements among the people. Experiencing 
a lightning thrill throughout my body I held Sri 
Ramanuja’s hand to give an indication of how 
much I felt obliged to him and how extremely 
happy about his proposal. 

Aravind Studio 

I went to Aravind Studio in 
Hanumanthanagar and met its owners Smt. 
Jayashree Aravind and Sri Aravind. Smt. 
Jayashree is the granddaughter of Sri Pu. Thi. 
Narsimhachar, an epic poet of wide recognition 
in Karnataka. Being a musician of repute Smt. 
Jayashree has worked as a music director for 
many cassettes and films. The couple hold me 
in high respect. I told them about the scheme 
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of bringing out the entire “Kumaravyaasa 
Bhaaratha” in audio cassettes. The couple 
assured their wholehearted co-operation in 
recording the programmes in their own studio. 

When I informed Sri Ramanuja that this 
stupendous task would take time in ‘years’ and 
‘money’ in lakhs, unhesitatingly he encouraged 
me saying, “Mathoorji, you need not worry 
about the money factor. That’s entirely my 
responsibility. You please concentrate on your 
work and that of Sri Keshava Murthy and bring 
out the best audio cassettes. 1 wish you all the 
best.” 

E.S.V.’s blessings 

Our chairman Sri E.S.V. expressed his 
immense joy saying “Mathoor, proceed with 
your assignment with ever increasing 
confidence. Your most trusted God Srikrishna 
will get His work done by you and Sri Keshava 
Murthy to his satisfaction. Don’t worry. For a 
man who transformed the Bhavan’s Centre in 
London into an institution of world repute 
reflecting all that is Indian by heritage, tradition 
and culture, this task holds forth no difficulties. 
Go ahead and complete the work.” 

My brother ‘Chinna’ 

I had willingly assumed a great responsibility. 
Gamaka Vidwan Keshava Murthy and myself 
had to sit together for hours and prepare 
ourselves for the recording session which would 
be a continuous process for another two or three 
years. To whom could I turn for help in this 
enduring task ? The one and the only person 


who would have readily and spontaneously 
come to share my responsibilities of this nature 
would have been none other than my own 
brother Vidwan Shankara Murthy alias 
‘Chinna’. Whenever I took up a literary or 
musical project or assignment he would be very 
much there to suggest ways and means and 
guide me in its execution. He was an expert in 
the field of music and liked to experiment with 
innovations in that field. Here is an instance of 
such an innovation for which he worked 
successfully. 

The students who were attending music 
classes in London found it hard to follow our 
classical ragas. I asked Chinna whether he 
could represent the ragas in western melodies 
and if possible to get them recorded in audio 
cassettes and send them to London. He knew 
that one of the all time greats in the field of 
music “Vaaggeyakaara” Sri Muthuswamy 
Dikshitar had successfully done this job taking 
“Shankarabharana” (raga) as the ideal base for 
writing western musical melodies. Chinna 
brought out these western melodies with his 
own explanatory notes in the form of a book, 
that too in five scripts - Kannada, Sanskrit, 
Tamil, Telugu and Malayalam. He got some of 
the compositions and songs sung by his students 
in accordance with the western musical tunes 
and recorded them. He sent me the recorded 
cassettes, which helped the children born and 
brought up in the U.K. in learning our music. 
My brother has even brought out some 
invaluable collections of the musical 
compositions of renowned musical geniuses. 
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Each one of them has proved an asset to 
teachers, students and performing artistes alike. 

I can never forget the haunting memories of 
the last days of my brother Chinna. On many 
occasions I used to spend hours with him and 
take his advice. He and his wife had saved me 
from the clutches of death a couple of times. It 
was in 1993 that I came from London on 
learning that Chinna had been admitted to 
Wockhardt Hospital because of chest pain. 
When 1 saw him in the intensive care unit he 
was breathing under an Oxygen mask and was 
unconscious. “He has been unconscious for 
the past four days,” my sister-in-law told me. I 
was very much upset and on the verge of crying. 
I inquired the specialist concerned about the 
condition of my brother. He said, “Can’t assure 
you of anything good. It seems he remembers 
you very often. Go and gently call his name 
repeatedly putting your mouth nearest to his 
ear. He may respond.” I did so and he 
responded. He had recognised my voice. 

I felt very happy that I was near him well in 
time and could try my best to bring him back 
to the path of recovery. As if raising my hopes 
Chinna regained his conciousness slowly and 
began to talk to us. But he was still in the 
intensive care unit and continued to be there 
for almost 15 days. He was fed up and began 
to say, “It’s enough, take me home.” I was 
with him all those days. But I had to be back 
in London to attend to my duties there. I told 
my brother, “Chinna, now that you are 
recovering please permit me to go back. I have 
so much of work there to attend to. 


Rajalakshmi will be here to look after you and 
to assist sister-in-law.” He said in his feeble 
voice, “No, No. Don’t go away, stay here.” 

He was really apprehensive of his condition. 
But I was helpless and so I said, “No, Chinna. 
Don’t get depressed. Now you are recovering. 
Soon after I finish my work in London I will come 
back once again. Don’t worry. Permit me to 
emplane on Monday.” He just mumbled, 
“Monday, is it? Let that Monday come.” With 
just that much of talking he seemed to be tired 
and closed his eyes. On Sunday afternoon 
Chinna breathed his last immersing all of us in 
sorrow. My wife regretted that she could not 
arrive here in time to see Chinna for the last time 
on his deathbed. Just two years later 1 retired 
and came to Bangalore. We miss him a lot. 

Recording work 

The recording of ‘Kumaaravyaasa 
Bhaaratha’ began in right earnest at Sri 
Aravind Studio. Sri Hosahalli Keshava Murthy 
was new to the technicalities of studio 
recording of his ‘Vaachana’. Still he managed 
to get used to the atmosphere of the studio and 
sang the poems using dozens of different ragas 
thereby enriching the incomparable lyrical 
beauty of the epic poems. Lor me recording 
my ‘Vyaakhyaana’ (exposition) was not a 
problem as I had the experience of recording 
my speeches in Thames TV and B.B.C. Studios 
as well as my earlier experience in All India 
Radio. Both of us took utmost care and worked 
day and night to make this project worth our 
hard earned skill, energy, time and Sri 
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Ramanuja’s efforts. Beginning with Adi Parva 
and ending with Gadaparva, covering the 
entire ‘Kumaara Vyaasa Bhaaratha’ and in 
addition to it covering Shantiparva also from 
the original Vyasa Bharata in Sanskrit selecting 
the choicest Kannada poems from the former 
and Sanskrit verses from the latter, we got them 
all recorded in 200 audio casettes each of 60 
minute duration. It took 3 years and 9 months 
of our concerted efforts. They were the tireless 
days and sleepless nights for me. 

I had to prepare each day’s script for 
recording, sit for recording from 9 a.m. to 2 
p.m. for 5 or 6 days in a week and look after 
the affairs of the Bhavan as well as M.R Birla 
Foundation. Hosahalli Keshava Murthy had 
to stay in Bangalore for almost 4 years. He 
had to sit with me for hours for the selection of 
poems but in the use of the ragas he was an 
adept and could sing effortlessly bringing out 
the essence of the lyrics to the enjoyment of 
the listeners. 

Sri Ramanuja was satisfied with our 
performance as well as the quality of the 
recorded cassettes. He kept up his promise by 
arranging for full payment by H.M.T. We 
remain ever thankful to him. Sri Ramanuja 
did not stop at that but continued to take 
interest in the programmes of the Bhavan. 
Cassettes released 

The whole set of 200 cassettes was the first 
of its kind in the history of ‘Gamaka’ and people 
eagerly awaited its release. A special function 
had been arranged at Gadag, the home town 
of the temple of Sri Veeranarayana Swamy, 


the presiding deity of ‘Kumaaravyaasa 
Bharatha.’ The day’s programme had been 
arranged in the temple precincts. Well known 
film director, producer, writer and actor Sri G.V 
Iyer picturised the events of the day presenting 
Sri Keshava Murthy and myself in the 
traditional make up of “Vaachanakaara” and 
“Vyaakhyaanakaara” respectively with the 
intention of producing a TV Serial. But it never 
took off afterwards due to financial problems. 
The boxes full of cassettes were reverentially 
placed at the lotus feet of Sri Veeranarayana 
Swamy and released for public distribution. 

Placing his palms on our head Sri G.V. Iyer, 
the veteran artiste said, “This venerable service 
to Kumaaravyaasa is indeed the contribution 
of Gamaka and Sanskrit villages of Karnataka 
Hosahalli and Mathooru. May God bless you 
both.” 

Smt. Sudha Narayanamurthy of Infosys 

Sufficient number of sets of cassettes were 
sold especially at the venues of our subsequent 
programmes. Sri Narayana Murthy and 
Smt. Sudha Murthy of Infosys fame came to 
our house and paid their compliments. They 
promised me of initiating a scheme they had 
thought of as early as possible. It was to 
distribute 100 sets of cassettes together with a 
tape recorder each to the temples of 100 selected 
villages so that the cassettes could be played 
there for the sake of the devotees. I thanked 
them wholeheartedly for their unique way of 
serving the Bhavan in its propagation of our 
ancient literature and culture. 
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Sri Ramanuja as Acting Chairman 

Our Chairman Sri E.S. Venkataramaiah 
invited Sri Ramanuja to the Executive 
Committee as a consequence of the latter’s 
genuine interest in the principles and 
programmes of the Bhavan in general and his 
scheme of bringing out Kumaaravyaasa 
Bhaaratha in recorded cassettes in particular. 
Sri Ramanuja also began evincing keen 
interest in all the activities of the Bhavan and 
liked to participate in them. After speaking to 
Sri Ramakrishnanji, the Director General of 
the Bhavan, and taking his consent, 
Sri E.S.Venkataramaiah, our Chairman made 
Sri Ramanuja acting Chairman to look after 
the affairs of the Bhavan. It was Sri ESV’s far¬ 
sightedness and concern for the Bhavan that 
had compelled him to take this step. He was 
satisfied with Sri Ramanuja’s functioning and 
also was appreciative of it. 

Sri E.S.V’s sad demise 

When the recording work was still in progress 
I had to go to London on some assignment. 
Sri E.S Venkataramaiah was to join me later. I 
went there and was looking forward to his 
arrival but I received the news of him being 
admitted to hospital on account of a heart 
attack he had suffered while delivering a lecture. 
My return ticket had been booked for the 16th. 
On the night of 13th Sri E.S. Venkataramaiah 
appeared in my dream and said ‘Mathoor, why 
the day after tomorrow? Why don’t you come 
here as early as possible?’ I was really 
bewildered. Normally I would have a sound 


sleep free of dreams of any kind. If at all I have 
a dream during my sleep I would take it very 
seriously as I have had the experience of my 
dreams actually foretelling certain future 
happenings. However, I decided to catch the 
first available plane the next morning itself. I 
phoned Sri Joginder Sanger who was the sole 
agent for Air-India and requested him to fix up 
a seat for me to return to India at the earliest. 
He said that my ticket would be ready for the 
8.45 a.m flight and asked me to reach the 
Airport in time. From the Airport in Bangalore 
I went directly to see Sri E.S Venkataramaiah. 
He looked very pale and tired. The doctor had 
warned all concerned of his precarious 
condition. Even then he smiled on seeing me. 
A sorrowful mood engulfed my mind. If Dalalji 
had carved out of niche for himself as a perfect 
Chairman in my 23 years of experience, Sri 
E.S. Venkataramaiah had very ably filled the 
place with his exquisite personal traits and 
dignified bearing. Now the pathetic sight of him 
lying on his bed squeezed my heart and I felt 
as though the very source of my inspiration was 
drying up. I doubted his recovery and felt very 
sad. Sri E.S.V was a “Rishi” - a sagelike person. 

Within a few days Sri E.S. Venkataramaiah 
breathed his last. I had permanently lost my 
guiding light and felt as though I was left alone 
to carry on the stupendous task of the Bhavan. 
But as I have already indicated Sri E.S. 
Venkataramaiah seemed to have had the 
premonition of his approaching end and had 
given charge to Sri Ramanuja to carry on the 
work of the Bhavan without any break. Of 
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course, Sri Ramanuja has been serving the 
Bhavan as its chairman very ably filling Sri 
ESV’s place. Bangalore Bhavan has really been 
benefitted in having such a noble gentleman 
and experienced administrator as its chairman. 
Like his predecessor, he has also been a source 
of strength and encouragement for me to face 
fresh challenges along with my day to day 
routine and other commitments. 

Collected works of Mahatma Gandhi 

We in the Bhavan had decided to translate 
and publish the one hundred volumes of the 
complete works of Mahatma Gandhi. Bhavan 
was not in a position to finance the work of 
bringing out all the 100 Gandhi Volumes into 
Kannada. So we approached the then Chief 
Minister Sri Deve Gowda and requested him 
for yearly allocation of funds for this project. 
He was pleased to say, “It is a worthy cause 
and the Government will take necessary steps 
to allocate funds in regular instalments. It would 
be a great achievement if all the 100 Gandhi 
volumes were made available for the people to 
read in their own language. Please see that this 
most sacred work continues till all the volumes 
are translated into Kannada.” He kept his 
words and granted a sizeable amount for the 
work. 

Accident: loss of hearing 

During the period of my working as the sub¬ 
editor of ‘Samyukta Karnataka Daily’ both my 
ears got infected and often I had to get them 
cleaned by an E.N.T. specialist. Once when 
severe pain developed in both of my ears the 


doctor warned me not to immerse my head 
completely under the water while bathing 
anywhere because there was the possibility of 
losing my audibility completely. I followed the 
doctor’s instructions with care. But in London 
I lost my audibility completely due to an 
accident in which my head was hit hard. This 
accident occured on the day the great musician 
Sri Balamurali Krishna was to give his concert 
at the Bhavan in the evening. On the very same 
day I had been invited to conduct ‘House - 
Warming Ceremony’ at some place outside 
London. While returning the taxi met with an 
accident. Though there was no loss of life I lost 
my hearing. Consequently I have been using 
hearing aid ever since. In spite of this accident 
I was able to reach the Bhavan though a bit 
late and attended the concert. After the concert 
Sri Balamurali Krishna told me that he thought 
something must have happened to me causing 
this delay. 

Some more accidents 

Once again my memories are taking me 
back to the period of recording sessions in 
Aravind Studio. Within 10 days of E.S.V’s sad 
demise I became a victim of an accident when 
a car hit my scooter from behind at a traffic 
junction. Two years later when the long drawn 
work of recording was drawing to an end both 
myself and Sri Ramanuja went to Mysore to 
meet Sri Ganapathi Sachidananda Swamiji. 
Perhaps the birthday celebrations of the 
Swamiji were going on at that time. We were 
with the Swamiji for sometime, paid our 
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obeisance and started back to Bangalore in Sri 
Ramanuja’s Benz car. Parthasarathy was 
driving. He is a good driver who had been with 
Sri Ramanuja for many years. After about 60 
Kms of journey while crossing a bridge the red 
bus in front of our car suddenly stopped without 
signal. Though Parthasarathy applied the 
brakes automatically with full thrust, the car 
dashed against the bus. The impact was so hard 
that the front seats got detached and came on 
our laps, struck our chins and stood pressing 
against our necks. Parthasarathy had instantly 
moved sidewards and escaped being hurt 
grievously. We had escaped from the jaws of 
death very narrowly. At the time of the accident 
both of us were discussing where and when to 
release the cassettes and whom to invite. 
Srikrishna, we believed, through Parthasarathy 
and of course even through Ganapathi 
Sachidananda Swamiji had saved both of us 
from succumbing to the accident. 

Sri Markandeya Avadhani 

Sri Markandeya Avadhani of Mathoor is one 
person who has been closest to me from my 
childhood days. He is very special to me. Here 
is an instance of his unfailing memory. I had 
gone to Mathoor once to attend a marriage. 
That night both myself and Sri Markandeya 
Avadhani entered the hall where some of our 
relatives were sleeping on the floor. Sri 
Avadhani inadvertently stepped on somebody’s 
leg but the sleeper was undisturbed. Sri 
Avadhani looked at the feet of the sleeper and 
said that the person was his brother’s daughter. 
Of course her face was not visible then because 


she had covered it with a bedsheet. Wondering 
at his correct identification I said, “Just by 
looking at one’s feet how can you identify a 
person without looking at the person’s face ?” 
Very casually he replied “What is there to 
wonder ? If I see the feet of a person once I will 
keep it in my memory. That’s all.’’ I challenged 
him, “You have seen all our relatives from head 
to foot. Tomorrow I will give you a test. Let me 
see how you prove yourself right.” 

The next day 1 made all the relatives to 
assemble in the hall. A curtain was hung so 
that only the feet of the person standing behind 
could be seen by my friend seated in front of 
the curtain. I instructed all the relatives to keep 
away from my friend and to come one at a 
time and stand behind the curtain so that only 
their feet could be seen by him. The enactment 
began and to the utter surprise of all the 
relatives my friend Sri Markandeya Avadhani 
had identified all of them correctly just by 
looking at their feet. When I brought the last 
one, a woman, behind the curtain my friend 
exclaimed, ‘Oh ! it is she ! (meaning his wife).’ 
He had won the exclusive memory test. 

Whenever my friend came to Bangalore I 
used to take him round the streets of the city 
on my scooter. He would have an imprint of 
all the buildings, vacant sites and important 
landmarks of each street on his extraordinary 
brain. The next time we passed through the 
same streets he would tell me the changes 
effected in the buildings or new constructions 
on vacant sites or any other changes in the 
landmarks he had seen in his previous 
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visit. Though I was going through the 
same street everyday I would not notice these 
changes at all. 

I did not own a house at my birthplace 
Mathoor. My friend Sri Markandeya Avadhani 
generously allowed me to construct a house on 
a site, which belonged to his undivided family. 
I just paid a nominal sum to them and 
constructed my house. 1 remain ever obliged 
to him. Thanks to Badima - wife of Sri 
Madhava Prasad Birla - and members of our 
Bhavan’s London Centre who contributed 
towards the cost of its construction. It is named 
as “Madhava Prasad.” This house reminds 
me of my beloved mother, who was struggling 
very hard to make a home of a hut we lived 
herein at Mathoor. 

Kumaravyasa on Udaya TV 

It is no exaggeration if I say that most of the 
viewers of the Udaya TV Programme have 
seen, listened, enjoyed, enlightened and 
appreciated the Kumaaravyaasa Bhaaratha 
Vaachana by Sri Hosahalli Keshava Murthy 
and my Vyaakhyaana for more than five years. 
I want to tell you how we won an important 
slot on Udaya TV for our programme. You 
already know how 200 audio cassettes in 
which the selected poems from the whole of 
Kumaaravyaasa Bhaaratha and Vyaasa 
Bhaaratha sung by Sri Keshava Murthy along 
with my Vyaakhyaana were recorded and 
released. One of my elder friends, well-wisher 
and admirer Sri Rudrapatna Narayana Swamy 
met me one day and said, “Mathoorji, I have 
listened to your cassettes and I feel proud to 


say that both yourself and Sri Keshava Murthy 
have excelled in them. Here is my humble 
suggestion. Why don’t you give the same 
programme for Udaya TV ? My friend Srinath, 
a Director of the Udaya TV, Bangalore is a 
perfect gentleman, highly religious in his 
reverence for our epics. I will talk to him first 
and then come to you for finalising the proposal. 
I solicit your cooperation in my efforts. I will 
appeal to Sri Keshava Murthy also to give his 
consent. ” 

The next time Sri Naryana Swamy came to 
me he had with him Sri Srinath’s gracious 
consent. He took me to Sri Srinath who 
received me with all humility and respect. A 
soft - spoken and ever smiling Srinath 
impressed me with his gentle and friendly 
conversation. He said, “Mathoorji, having 
heard your success story of establishing the 
Bhavan’s London Centre as one of the world’s 
best organisations dedicated to the propagation 
of the Indian heritage, culture and fine arts, I 
was looking forward to an opportunity to meet 
you. Now I am very much pleased to associate 
you with Udaya TV family of eminent artists 
and performers. I take it as my privilege to allot 
a time slot of 10 minutes everyday morning 
except on Sundays. Udaya TV takes the credit 
of sponsoring your programmes without any 
stipulation on the number of episodes. Please 
come prepared along with Sri Keshava Murthy 
for recording your episodes at least 8 to 10 at 
a time.” 

Relay of episodes which began on a hopeful 
note, very soon earned the appreciation of a 
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vast expanse of viewers. Sri Srinath was happy 
to respond positively to the public demand of 
extending the time slot by 5 minutes more every 
morning from 6.45 to 7.00. This programme 
has really given us great satisfaction as well as 
an army of admiring viewers. Both Sri Keshava 
Murthy and myself were felicitated on the 
completion of a record 1,000 episodes. We 
received numerous congratulatory messages 
from viewers not only of Karnataka but also 
from other states and even some of the Gulf 
countries where Kannadigas live. Both of us 
remain ever obliged to Sri Narayana Swamy, 
Sri Srinath and Udaya TV family. 

Unfortunately, in spite of our best efforts we 
had to discontinue after 1346 episodes due to 
Sri Hosahalli Keshava Murthy’s preoccupations 
and other responsibilities. But Sri Srinath would 
not allow my giving up that precious time slot 
on Udaya T.V Though I missed very much my 
friend Keshava Murthy by my side, I continued 
to portray the eminent characters of 
Mahabharata with reference to the events they 
partake in the wide canvas of its story as 
depicted by the epic poet Vedavyasa. After a 
few months Sri Keshava Murthy joined me once 
again and as usual the morning programme 
on Udaya T.V. has been continuing 
uninterruptedly and will continue in the same 
manner, I hope. 

Mysore Bhavan’s revival 

In the year 2000 the Swamiji of Sri 
Ramakrishna Ashrama in Mysore invited me 
to give a ‘Vaachana Vyaakhyaana’ 
programme for five days along with Sri Mathoor 


Kumara Swamy in the ashram’s auditorium. 
Rajasuya Yaaga episode from Kumaravyasa 
Bharatha was proposed to be taken up for this 
programme. 

I had already begum to dream of a well- 
established Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan Centre in 
Mysore also. Mysore being the ‘Cradle of art 
and culture’ I thought it an opportune time to 
rejuvenate the already existing Bhavan started 
in 1989 under the Chairmanship of Sri 
Srikantadatta Narasimharaja Wadyer, scion 
of the Mysore Royal Family, Vice - Chairman 
Sri Vasudeva Murthy and Hon. Secretary Prof. 
V. Chandrashekar. Some musical concerts, 
cultural programmes and mass communication 
classes were being conducted, thereby making 
the Mysoreans keep in touch with the Bhavan. 

But during the past few years all these 
activities had come to a standstill. Everything 
had almost to be started afresh. In the first place 
the Bhavan had no premises of its own. By 
that time our venerable Badima had arrived in 
Bangalore. The persistent thought of conjuring 
up the support of the well-wishers already there 
and make a fruitful effort of inaugurating the 
Bhavan Centre at least symbolically for the time 
being, took shape in my mind. We requested 
Prof. A.V. Narasimha Murthy who was already 
working as the Chief Editor for Bhavan’s Indian 
History volumes being translated into 
Kannada, to be the Chairman of the Mysore 
Bhavan and he graciously agreed. Badima lit 
the lamp and inaugurated the Bhavan Centre 
at Sri A.V. Narasimha Murthy’s residence itself 
for the time being. She wished the centre all 
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the success and also promised to do her best 
in due course for its permanent establishment 
in Mysore. 

The programme we gave at Ramakrishna 
Ashram was a resounding success. The citizens 
of Mysore attended the programme in large 
numbers and responded very encouragingly. 
This gave us a footing so that we could think 
of arranging a programme of three weeks in 
the Jaganmohan Palace from June 4th to June 
24th. The full text of ‘Rajasuya Yaga’ from 
Kumaravyasa Bharatha was taken for detailed 
exposition. Sri Mathoor Kumara Swamy’s 
musical rendering of the poems was applauded 
repeatedly and he gave me wholehearted co¬ 
operation in effectively expounding the poet’s 
presentation of that part of epic. Of course, the 
number of audience went on increasing day 
by day and it was a record number of 
thousands both inside and outside the palace 
for such a ‘Vaachana-Vyaakhyaana’ 
programme. Sri Ganapathi Sachidananda 
Saraswati Swamiji had lit the lamp 
inaugurating this programme. I was told that 
the people of Mysore had never witnessed such 
an excellent programme drawing crowds of 
elite people continuously for all the 21 days. 

This programme opened for us several 
avenues of procuring funds for re-establishing 
the Bhavan in its own building. Many 
philanthropists willingly came forward as 
sponsors paying Rs 5000 each for every day’s 
programme and their number also went on 
increasing every day. Apart from the sponsors 
donors also came on their own accord to 


contribute towards the building fund. A 
committee was constituted under the 
Chairmanship of Prof. A.V. Narsimha Murthy. 

One of the Vice - Chairmen, Sri B.S. Pandit 
kindly provided rooms in the building of Geetha 
Shishu Shikshana Sangha, of which he has 
been the secretary. We opened both our office 
and weekend classes in fine arts in separate 
rooms of the building. Thus ‘Kala Bharathi’ 
began functioning from 4/11/2000. Within 3 
or 4 months of the commencement of these 
classes our Badima visited Mysore. She felt 
immensely happy on seeing the students exhibit 
their talents. 

The necessity of its own building for the 
Bhavan began to be felt deeply by the Members 
of the Committee as well as the general public. 
Sri K.B Ganapathi, distinguished Editor of the 
famous ‘Star of Mysore’ an eveninger and 
‘Mysooru Mitra’, both dailies, was elected 
unanimously as the Chairman of the Building 
Committee. 

Thanks to the efforts of Sri RS. Ganapathy, 
Hon Treasurer, Dr. B.K Chandrashekar, the 
Hon. Minister of Education, Sri Jayaram, the 
then Commissioner of MUDA, we were able 
to find out a suitable site at Vijayanagar 
Extension. The Hon. Chief Minister Sri S.M 
Krishna very kindly sanctioned a big site for 
the Bhavan. 

It was decided to construct a three-storied 
building there. The building was estimated to 
cost around Rs 1.25 Crores. Sri. R 
Venkataraman, former President of India and 
president of all the Bhavans world-wide laid 
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the foundation stone of the building on 1st June 
2002. Huge amounts had to be collected for 
the building. 

I must acknowledge my indebtedness to Sri 
K.B. Ganapathy for popularising my name far 
and wide through the columns of his dailies. 
He was publishing the brief text of my everyday 
discourse in his dailies. Of course, I was 
providing the gist of the story to be covered in 
the next day’s programme. It helped me in 
becoming a familiar figure among the 
Mysoreans. 

Smt. Madhuri Thathachari 

Now collection of building fund became an 
exigency of top priority. We began approaching 
donors and donations flowed in thousands. A 
few donors promised to get classrooms 
constructed at their cost. Among the munificent 
donors I must mention the name of Smt. 
Madhuri Thathachari. She participated in a 
‘Music workshop’ conducted in the Bhavan for 
a week. Smt. Madhuri Thathachari was 
attracted to the overall performance of the 
Bhavan in the fields of art and culture and on 
our request agreed to donate Rs 10 lakhs for 
an auditorium to be built in her scientist 
husband’s name. And I must express my 
gratitude to Smt. Kamalamba, wife of Mysore 
Kendra Chairman Sri A.V. Narasimhamurthy 
who helps us in many ways. 

In continuation of my building fund 
collection drive another ‘Vaachana and 
Vyaakhyaana’ programme of 21 days was 
arranged in Mysore at Jaganmohan Palace. Of 


course there came so many new sponsors and 
donors to augment our funds but we needed a 
lot more. 

Divine soul 

Meanwhile I should not forget Dr. S. Krishna 
Murthy of Mysore. Both the retired doctor and 
his wife Smt. Bhramara were being troubled 
by some health problems. Still they were 
attending our programmes everyday. Both 
seemed to have experienced some perceptible 
improvement in their health. With the same 
religious fervour the doctor began addressing 
me as ‘Swamiji’ instead of ‘Mathoorji’. 
Everyday after listening to our programme till 
the end they would wait outside with their car 
which he had specially named as ‘Chaitanya 
Ratha’ ready to give me a lift to the bus stand 
so that I could catch the bus to Bangalore early. 
Soon after I came out and sat in his car, the 
doctor would place a packet of dry fruits and 
candy in my hands and then distribute some 
small packets as ‘prasadam’ to the people who 
would surround the car to have a few words 
with me. Then he would place an envelope 
containing 10 of ten rupee notes saying 
‘Swamiji, this is our offering to you, please 
accept.’ I used to keep it safe. The couple did 
not miss even a day’s programme. 

In the month of January 2002 I planned a 
religious tour to some pilgrimage centres as well 
as historical places in North India. A group of 
about 35 pilgrims all devoted men, women and 
a few children from Mysore, Kodagu, Mathooru 
and Bangalore took up the train journey on 
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the 19th from Bangalore to Allahabad. Dr. 
Krishna Murthy and his wife were also in the 
group. I had left Bangalore two days in 
advance to meet Badima in Allahabad and 
make necessary arrangements for the visiting 
group. As scheduled all the members reached 
Allahabad in time safely. Badima’s hospitable 
nature is exemplary. Under her kind directions 
all arrangements had been made for our sojourn 
in Ananda Kanan’ premises which happens 
to be Badima’s residential area. On the 22nd 
morning beginning with morning puja, homa 
and havana were conducted in the ‘Yagashala’. 
All of us including Dr. Krishna Murthy and his 
wife were present there. After the concluding 
‘Purnahuti’ Dr. Krishna Murthy asked his wife 
to distribute the packets containing the mixture 
of sugarcandy and almonds to all the 
participants. Within another 5 minutes the 
doctor’s head collapsed even as he sat on the 
chair. He was immediately taken to hospital 
where he was pronounced dead. What a 
peaceful death! What an auspicious moment 
to die! Even in death there seemed to be some 
solace. All arrangements were made to 
transport doctor’s body to Mysore. Dr. Krishna 
Murthy shall be there in my memory throughout 
the rest of my life. What a divine soul! 

Another very important information that I 
should proudly share with you is that our 
Badima very generously bore all the expenses 
of our tourist contingent and also gave gifts to 
each and every member. In turn all the members 
together donated around Rs.1.5 lakhs to the 
building fund of the Mysore Bhavan. My oral 


thanks fell far short of both Badima’s as well 
as our group’s munificent gesture. 

Bhavan’s building inaugurated 

Now let me once again concentrate on 
building fund raising exercise. By the middle 
of 2002 our Chairman Prof. A.V. 
Narasimhamurthy and Treasurer Sri PS. 
Ganapathy had been able to enrol 350 people 
as life members of the Bhavan. By that time 
Badima came to Mysore and saw the site on 
which the Bhavan’s proposed building had to 
come up. She felt happy to see the blueprint of 
the building plan and spontaneously donated 
Rs. 5 lakh for the building fund. But still more 
money had yet to be raised. 

Under Sri K.B. Ganapathy’s Chairmanship 
of the Building Committee, architects Anu and 
Tara Associates designed the building and 
contractor Sri Nagaraja Rao of Technoarts, 
Bangalore, gave it a concrete shape. 1 thank 
them all. On Sunday the 29th June 2003 the 
majestic Bhavan building of the Mysore Kendra 
of the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan was 
inaugurated by His Excellency Sri T.N. 
Chaturvedi, the Governor of Karnataka. Our 
Bhavan’s President Sri Praveen Chandra 
Gandhi and our Director-General Sri 
Dhirubhai Mehtha graced the occasion. The 
Chairman of the Bhavan-Karnataka Sri N. 
Ramanuja and the Bhavan’s Programme 
Director Sri H.N. Suresh have been very 
eagerly and enthusiastically interacting with this 
Kendra in all its activities. My happiness knows 
no bounds in witnessing all these progressive 
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developments in this Kendra which is my 
dream child. 

I beg the excuse of so many donors and well- 
wishers for not being able to mention all their 
individual names in this book. But I may kindly 
be permitted to make mention of Bellur 
Kamalamma Subbanna Vidya Bhavan School 
for which Sri Subbanna and family have 
donated Rs. 12.5 lakhs. 

Now the Mysore Kendra is taking giant steps 
towards developing into a very big educational, 
cultural and fine Arts centre. It is really a very 
happy sight of so many children swarming all 
round the campus engaged in various learning 
activities. I am really thrilled at the bright future 
of this Kendra. 

Bird’s - Eye View 

Several things that happened in the early 
days of Bhavan’s establishment in London are 
still green in my memory. Bhavan is very 
fortunate to have an excellent Executive 
Committee with a versatile Chairman. 
Everyone felt deeply committed and worked 
with a sense of involvement. Such things may 
not happen in several institutions of this type. I 
cannot adequately do justice in thanking the 
members who have worked for the Bhavan’s 
growth and development to a very great extent. 
Still I would like to mention a few things for the 
sake of my readers to make sure that they will 
not form an opinion as to why 1 alone am not 
responsible for the establishment, growth and 
development of Bhavan’s U.K Centre. 

The Bhavan is non - political and it is secular 
in its outlook. We try to follow the motto of the 


Bhavan ‘Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam’ - the world 
is one family. The Bhavan’s Executive 
Committee consists of British Asians and non- 
Asians. Even among the Indian members they 
represent various faiths like Hinduism, Islam, 
Jainism, Sikhism, Zoroastrianism and 
Christianity. Members of the host community 
are from Jewish religion and Christianity. We 
have a Sarvadharma Prarthana Mandir - 
Prayer Hall of world religions in the Bhavan. 
We celebrate major festivals of all the world 
faiths. Among the members, there are those 
who appear in the list of millionaires and are 
either businessmen or industrialists. There are 
chartered accountants and doctors of high 
reputation. There are legal luminaries whose 
services are recognised by Her Majesty’s 
Government. There are housewives who are 
very popular and busy but do our work also. 
Many of our functions are very well attended. 
In the early days when we had representatives 
from Leicester, Birmingham, Manchester, 
Edinburg, Southampton, we used to take 
renowned artists from India, both musicians 
and dancers, to present our programmes. I still 
remember founder - members like Lord R.K. 
Bagri, Sri Rathibhai Chandaria, Sri Suresh 
Choksi, Sri Sohanlal Kejriwall, all businessmen 
and industrialists. Sri Kishore Dewani - 
Chartered Accountant and Honorary Treasurer, 
Sri B.R Puri - General Manager of Life 
Insurance Corporation of India, Smt. 
Damayanti Puri - renowned musician, and 
many others including our wonderful Chairman 
Sri Maneck Dalai, one - time Managing Director 
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of Air India, were all working together to 
arrange for the programmes. As we do not have 
many helpers or servants, we ourselves have 
to sweep the floor, lift the benches, arrange the 
stage, and fix the microphone. 1 very much 
doubt whether this is possible anywhere else. 
This is how we have built our Institution! 
Readers will be surprised to note that the senior 
most Officer Sri Navneet Dolakia now Lord 
Dolakia, Chairman of the Liberal Democratic 
Party attended religious discourses 
occasionally. Readers also will be glad to note 
that some of them have been honoured by the 
British Government for their meritorious 
services not only to our community but also to 
populace at large. Dr Swraj Paul - Chairman 
and Managing Director of Caparo, Sri 
Rajkumar Bagri - Chairman and Managing 
Director of Metdist, Sri Devchand Chandaria 
and Sri Rathi Bhai Chandaria - Chairmen and 
Managing Directors of Comcoft, Sri J.K Gohel 
- leading member of the Conservative Party, 
Sri Shantu Ruparel MBE a leading solicitor, 
Dr K. Hamid E.B.E Executive Director and 
Chief Executive Officer of Cromwell Hospital, 
Mr Noon M.B.E - Chairman and Managing 
Director of several companies, Sri K.K Chadda 
and Smt. Chadda (Business), Sri Joginder 
Sanger, Managing Director of a couple of Five 
Star Hotels and sole agent for Air India, the 
Chanrai family - well known businessmen and 
many others have contributed enormously to 
the Bhavan since its infant stage. 

Among the ladies, Smt Duru Assumal was 
our Honorary Secretary for about six years and 


she was mainly responsible to introduce several 
prominent people of the Sindhi Community- 
Sri Joginder Sanger, Sri Balram Puri, Smt. 
Damayanti Puri, Sri Bushan Bharadwaj. Smt. 
Kaushalya Harwell helped by introducing 
members of the Punjabi Community, Sri 
Shantu Ruparell, Sri Kishore Devani, Sri M.J 
Nagda, Sri J.K Gohel, Sri Natubhai Patel, Sri 
Surendra Patel and Sri Naresh Patel - 
Chairman of Colorama, one of the biggest 
photographic studio. The High Commissioners 
commencing from Sri Appapant, who was the 
High Commissioner at the time of Bhavan’s 
inauguration in the year 1972, were all patrons 
of the Bhavan. The local member of the 
Parliament, the Mayor of Borough, Count of 
Hammersmith, the Regional Director of Air 
India, are the ex - officio members of the 
Bhavan’s Executive Committee. A member 
might be from the Labour, Conservative or 
Liberal Party, it is immaterial. They have 
served as our Executive Members. Till today 
there have been a number of High 
Commissioners from India. Every one of them 
I repeat, every one of them have been very 
sympathetic and helpful to the Bhavan. 

The Government of India used to send us 
grants occasionally. When Sri Ramakrishna 
Hegde and Sri Veerendra Patil were the Chief 
Ministers of Karnataka, they very kindly 
sanctioned a substantial amount as grant to 
carry on our activities. Dr. John Marr who is 
the Honorary General Secretary suggested to 
the Committee to name one of the Guest rooms 
as ‘Karnataka Bhavan’ and painted a sign in 
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Kannada script to this effect to hang on the 
door. 

Reason for my remembering is, as I said 
earlier, to request my readers to know that why 
I am deeply indebted to all those persons who 
looked after me like one of their own close 
relatives and extended every possible support. 

Bhavan was responsible for inviting several 
artistes - musicians and dancers to London for 
the first time. Almost all of them, both 
Hindustani and Carnatic have visited U.K and 
have performed at the Bhavan. Today Bhavan 
has over eight hundred students who learn 
various disciplines of music, dance and drama. 

Once again I remain very grateful to all the 
High Commissioners for India in Great Britain 
from 1972 - 1995 and to all those members 
who have served the Bhavan’s Committee in 
the past and were on the Committee till the date 
of my retirement on March, 1, 1995. 

I am very grateful to all the Executive 
Committee members in general and Chairman 
Sri Maneck Dalai, in particular, who blessed 
my wife Smt. Rajalakshmi and myself on the 
eve of our returning to our motherland with the 
citation presented by Sri Maneck Dalai, Sri 
Nani Palkhiwala, Vice President of the Bhavan, 
worldwide and Sri L.M Singhvi, the then High 
Commissioner for India. 

Here in Bangalore, I am extremely grateful 
to our Chairman Sri N. Ramanuja, the 
members of the Executive Committee, who 
extend all their support. And the members of 
the Staff - Messers Suresh, Kashiraya, Ashok, 
Vageesh, and all the others are, I am proud to 


say, totally dedicated to serve the cause of our 
great culture and rich heritage through our dear 
Bhavan. My pranams and gratitudes to all 
those who have showered their affection in 
many ways. 

Before concluding I feel it is my pleasant 
duty to express my heart-felt gratitude to all 
those who have showered their sympathy and 
love, who have extended support and guided 
me during my fascinating journey of 75 years. 

Of course many personalities including 
Sanyasis, Jagadgurus, Administrators, Artistes, 
Businessmen, Philanthropists, Politicians and 
men from all walks of life have made me 
appreciate that happiness lies in sacrifice and 
being good to others. 

Very many people, who have helped me, 
deserve mention. But due to constraint of time 
and space, I seek their excuse for not thanking 
them individually; I wish to quote below a few 
examples, indicating the profound words that 
have influenced me much. 

When I was around six, I asked my father 
Sri M. Ramakrishnaiah to get me a new shirt 
for Diwali. What I got was a smack! I rushed 
to my mother and clung to her crying aloud. 
My mother, whom I had never seen talking face 
to face to him, hugging me consolingly 
murmured to herself “It seems too much...” 

“It is you whom they should approach. 
Children must know that you are the giver. 
Have I not told you this before?”, my father 
cautioned. 

A couple of years after this, my father 
expired. Mother outlived him for over 30 years. 
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I never remember a single occasion when we 
made our mother unhappy. “Do not eat without 
sharing with others. Live such a life that you 
are extended a welcome wherever you go.. 
was the advice of our mother Srimathi 
Nanjamma Ramakrishnaiah. 

“While asking a job, if you are asked ‘what 
salary do you expect?’ your answer should be 
‘please watch my service for 5 to 6 months and 
then decide’, was the tip given by my eldest 
brother, Dr. M.R. Ananthaiah. 

“Never fail to do Gayathri Japa and Agni 
Karya (ablutions to Agni the Fire God) every 
day. Once you learn some important Vedic 
chantings like Purusha Sookta, Sree Sookta, 
Narayana Sookta, Sri Rudra, Taittireya 
Upanishath, Vishnusahasra Nama, 
Shodashopachara poojavidhi, understand 
meaning of Mantras, and try to live up to them”, 
was the ‘Upadesha’ given by my second elder 
brother, Sri Keshava Murthy who initiated me 
into Brahmopadesha. 

“Mother is God in human form, Krishna. 
God is Truth. Whatever you do and whatever 
you are planning, keep Amma informed. You 
dare not go wrong”, was the advice of my elder 
brother, Sri Shankara Murthy, a renowned 
musician who practised what he said. On two 
occasions, I was in the Jaws of death due to 
severe illness. It was my sister-in-law Smt. 
Seethalakshmi, wife of Sri Shankara Murthy 
who looked after me as a ‘mother’. 1 owe my 
debts to her. 

“Krishana Murthy, never wish ill to others, 
it will boomerang on you”, was the warning I 


had from my Mathematics Teacher Sri Shama 
Iyengar in the Old Boys’ Middle School, 
Shimoga, while I was in the 6th class. 

“Wherever you go, do not forget to return to 
your Motherland and serve her to the extent 
possible” were the words of blessing from 
Paramacharya of Kanchi Kamakoti 
Peetham when 1 went to him to seek his 
blessings on the eve of my journey to Britain to 
start the Bharatiya Bhavan’s first overseas 
centre in London. 

While in Madras as volunteer, I regularly 
used to visit Sri Ramakrishna Math. It was a 
Sunday morning. After completing my duty 
(cleaning the hall and other three to four 
rooms,) I was looking into one of the 
newspapers. Swami Aseshanandaji, a senior 
monk, took away the paper saying “You think 
your mind is a dust bin? Go and read any book 
in the library!” Even to this day it is a guideline. 
I hardly find time for casual reading. 

“Truth is God. Every time we speak untruth, 
our growth is stunted by an inch. Truth is Love, 
Truth is service to Mankind, Truth is Ahimsa, 
Non-violence”, were the words of blessings to 
all of us who served Mahatma Gandhi for over 
a month in Madras in 1944. 

I am ever-grateful to Sri Siddavanahalli 
Krishna Sharma who presented the 
‘VIRAATRUPA’ - the mighty personality of 
Mahatma Gandhi and made us to study 
Gandhi literature. 

To Prof. V. Seetharamaiah who brought 
Lord Krishna very close to me by describing 
Sri Krishna’s earthly qualities. 
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To Pandit Chakravarthi of Melkote, who 
taught the depth and greatness of Kumaravyasa 
Bharatha. 

To Shri T.S. Rajam, Chairman of TVS and 
his dear wife Srimathi Pankajam, aged 70 & 
65 years respectively at that time were sources 
of inspiration to me. Born and brought up in 
Tamil Nadu, they learnt Kannada at the 60 plus 
age and listened to my discourses for over 
fifteen years every morning. As Chairman of 
the Bangalore Kendra, Sri Rajam encouraged 
me to accept the order of the Bhavan’s Head 
Office to go to London. 

To my dearest Friend, Guide, Philosopher, 
Role Model Sri Markandeya Avadhani who 
taught me how to view everything objectively, 
which has helped me enormously. 

I am indebted to all these people 

Words are not adequate to thank Smt. 
Sumana Vishwanath, a lecturer in English, 
from Mysore, who has taken pains to record 
for over 24 hours my narration of my early life 
and the saga of my service to the Bhavan which 
is brought out in a book form, ‘Jeevana Gathe’ 
in Kannada. The same is translated into English 
by her revered father Sri K. Sundara Raju, 
Retd. Government High School Headmaster. 
I am deeply indebted to them and my sincere 
thanks to both of them. 

Whenever I feel that I have done something 
and achieved something, before my head gets 
swollen, the words of king Bharthrihari 
whispers in my ears... These are the words he 
himself uttered when he felt his end was 
approaching. 


With folded hands he addressed, “O Mother 
EARTH, Father AIR, Friend FIRE, Kinsman 
WATER and brother SKY.... I bow to you all. 
I gained by your association and grace the 
power of discrimination to see clearly what is 
right and what is wrong. This understanding 
‘VIVEKODAYA’ has removed all delusions and 
enabled me to merge into the SUPREME 
Reality. 

It clearly says, ‘what really can we achieve 
if we are not helped and supported by others? 
Our Society is the abode of Panchabhoota the 
Five elements. God has provided these to us to 
make our life purposeful. With all respect I bow 
to these who have looked after me. 

With the blessings of Sri G.D.Birla it was 
Sri Madhav Prasad Birla and his dear wife 
Srimathi Priyamvada Devi (Badima as she is 
called with respect) who all through extended 
moral, spiritual and financial support to a very 
great extent. But for their constant help I would 
not have achieved much. In UK for our Bhavan 
Centre and again here to our centers in 
Bangalore and Mysore as well they have stood 
by me in times of need. It is they who taught 
me that the message of the Ishavasya 
Upanishath could be put into 
practice.“Tvadeeyam Vastu Govinda 
Tubhyameva samarpaye!” ‘O Lord, that which 
is bestowed on us by you is offered to You’. 

I sought Sri Ramakrishnanji’s blessings at 
the time of my departure to London. It was 
4th of August 1972. Nervous with tears in my 
eyes I touched the feet of Sri Ramakrishnanji, 
who had decided to send me to UK - requested 
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him to give me his advice. He said (the words 
are still ringing in my ears). “Mathoorji, what 
advice can I give you? Let your conscience be 
your guide.” I have tried my best to serve the 
Bhavan. It is there for the people to judge. 

Finally, the load of the UK Centre’s work 
was very heavy... It was Dalalji, our Chairman 
who held my hand and guided me all through. 
His mantra to me was “Mathoorji, Be firm but 
be polite.” This maha-manthra has indeed 
guarded me and guiding me in all my 
endeavours! 

Great Soul 

Ever since my entry into the Bhavan fold I 
have dedicated my life to its service. Bhavan 
is my life. Now I must lovingly mention the 
name of one great soul who always stood by 
me in all my struggles and triumphs for almost 
50 years. It is my beloved wife Smt. 
Rajalakshmi. She attained heavenly abode on 
the 27th July 2003. Mere words cannot express 
my deeply disturbed feelings created in my 
heart by the loss of such a valuable 
companionship in life. She had coalesced her 
dream with that of mine and that is growth of 
the Bhavan into greater and greater heights. 

Gandhi Upanishath 

I continued to keep contact with 
‘Samyuktha Karnataka’ even after my return 
from Britain in 1995. My honourable friend Sri 
Harnahalli Ramaswamy, a Gandhian by word 
and deed headed the ‘Lokashikshana Trust’ 
formerly headed by the distinguished statesman 


R.R. Diwakar. He suggested to me to contribute 
interesting and meaningful articles on Gandhiji 
to ‘Samyuktha Karnataka’ daily to be published 
on all the six days in a week. Being very 
particular about the nature and quality of the 
articles he said, “the articles must be of around 
200 to 250 words, should cover one or the other 
guiding principle of the Mahatma’s everyday 
life and the message it gives to the readers, 
better still if the article is built around some 
important incident or event in Gandhiji’s life 
as a whole.” Consequently I had to dive deep 
into the ocean of Gandhian literature. Also my 
journalistic sense urged me to discover a most 
suitable, attractive and meaningful caption 
commonly applicable to the whole series of 
articles. I was quite conversant with the titles 
of Sri Ramakrishna Ashram publications and 
also I knew that Sri Chakravarthi 
Rajagopalachari, the eminent statesman, had 
been contributing articles on the philosophy 
and teachings of Sri Ramakrishna 
Paramahamsa to the popular Tamil weekly 
‘Kalki’ under the caption, ‘Sri Ramakrishna 
Upanishath’. So I decided that ‘Gandhi 
Upanishath’ would be the caption for all my 
prospective articles on Gandhiji. Ever since 2nd 
Oct 2001, I have been contributing these 
articles non-stop and I feel proud to tell that 
they have not only won the people’s hearts all 
over Karnataka but also have acted as a catalyst 
in stepping up the overall circulation of the daily. 

Our most revered ‘Badima’ Smt. 
Priyamvada Devi Birla expressed her 
willingness to bring out the compilation of all 
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the Gandhi Upanishath articles in the form of 
books under the auspices of the M.R Birla 
Foundation. The first volume of the ‘Gandhi 
Upanishath’ with 134 articles well printed and 
bound by Bangalore Press was released in the 
year 2002 by our former Chief Minister of 
Karnataka Sri S.M. Krishna who unequivocally 
eulogised the valuable content of the book and 
hoped that it would help the readers to 
understand well the life and work of the 
Mahathma. Another six such volumes have 
already come out. Added to it the English 
version of the first three volumes have also been 
published. 

‘Gandhi Upanishath’ Volumes were 
adjudged the best publications by the 
‘Jayashree Trust and Karnataka Gandhi 
Smaraka Nidhi’, Bangalore and the prestigious 
award instituted by them was presented to me 
on the 2nd Oct 2003. 

Translation of Sri P.V.N’s Insider’ 

Sri RV. Narasimha Rao, former Prime 
Minister of India was an embodiment of simple 
living and high thinking. We knew each other 
ever since 1977 when he was the opposition 
(Congress) Leader in the Lok Sabha. In 1991 
when Sri Rajiv Gandhi fell to a human bomb 
while he was on his election campaign Sri 
RV.N. who had decided to retire from politics 
and declined to contest the election was called 
upon to become the Prime Minister most 
unexpectedly due to an extraordinary turn of 
events in the country. 

His book ‘The Insider’, supposed to be the 
depiction of his own public as well as political 


life under the pseudonym ‘Anand’ was first 
published in 1988 and its revised edition in the 
year 2000. In the opinion of our former Prime 
Minister Sri Atal Behari Vajpayeeji the book 
is, ‘a profound contribution to the tradition of 
political memoirs because it is a mirror not of 
people but of the life and times they have 
lived in.’ 

The ‘Insider’ is the autobiography of Anand, 
a young firebrand nationalist who abandons a 
prolific career in life to join freedom struggle. 
At the time of the release of ‘The Insider’s Hindi 
translation at Delhi I told Sri RV.N. that I had 
read his book from cover to cover and it was 
really wonderful and absorbing. Sri Shama 
Rao, noted journalist, approached Sri RV.N 
and requested for his permission to translate 
his book into Kannada. I wondered when Sri 
RV.N told him curtly, “If Sri Mathoor can do 
the translation work, it’s okay for me. I don’t 
want anyone else to do it. I know that he has 
translated, ‘Kamaraj, India’ very well. So let 
him do it.” 

I knew all about the life of this great linguist 
and his political career. His powerful 
personality had impressed me greatly ever since 
his sojourn in Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, 
London Kendra years ago. I had gone through 
the book in 1999 itself and felt that it was worth 
my time. Then I began translating it and the 
abridged version of this translation was being 
published in a serial order in ‘Samyukta 
Karnataka’s Sunday special issue section for 
20 weeks. Later on as desired by Sri RV.N. I 
translated the entire book under the title 
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‘Anthardrishti’ in Kannada and it was released 
a few months before his demise in a glittering 
function arranged magnificently in the spacious 
‘Banquet Hall’ of our Vidhana Soudha. 
Though not good in health Sri RV.N. had come 
all the way from Delhi. He not only sat through 
the function but also spoke well of the book in 
his unfaltering and commanding voice for quite 
some time. I was also very graciously honoured 
on that occasion. 

Dream Project 

I have yet to give a concrete form to one of 
my most cherished ambitions and also fulfill 
my concomitant promise given to our late 
‘Badima’ and Sri M.R Birla of writing a book 
on Srirama, Srikrishna and Mahatma Gandhiji 
treating them as the greatest human beings who 
walked this earth dedicating their lives to 
annihilate ‘adharma’ and establish ‘dharma’ 
through their own lives of tolerance, 
nonviolence and truth. The thought of writing 
such a book originated in me when I was giving 
discourses on our scriptures and epics 
exclusively for Smt. and Sri M.R Birla at 
London and Allahabad. In the course of my 
casual talk with the couple, one day I expressed 
my ambition of writing such a book delineating 
the common characteristic features and the 
modus operandi of the triumvirate. They 
appreciated my line of thinking and offered Rs. 
22,000 in 1988 itself as a token of their 
spontaneous support for bringing out the 
prospective book. They said, “Mathoorji, 


deposit this amount in your bank account and 
if it falls short our trust will reimburse the rest 
of the amount. We wish you all the best and 
hope your dream project sees the light of the 
day by the grace of our loving God Srikrishna”. 

Paramacharya’s warning 

Every time I came to India I never missed to 
have a ‘darshan’ of Paramacharya of Kanchi. 
Once when I was conversing with him he 
inquired in detail about the progress of the 
Bhavan in London and felt happy about my 
role in it. But after reflecting on it for a while he 
said, “Let your success not influence you to 
make London your permanent home. Here in 
India you have so much to achieve. Return 
even before you reach your retirement age and 
take up the issues waiting for you. With 
advancement of age one may lose the 
sharpness of intellect and agility and alacrity 
of the body. Before reaching that stage you must 
attend to the affairs that await you here. 
Wherever you go don’t forget to return to your 
motherland and serve her to the extent 
possible.” 

Now considering my multifarious 
engagements and responsibilities, I wonder 
how the Paramacharya could predict years 
before that I had so much in store for me to 
accomplish here. Though Paramacharya is no 
more the undying memories of the invaluable 
time I spent with him and his blessings have 
been an inspiration to me. 
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PADMASRI DR. MATHOOR KRISHNAMURTI 


Name 

Dr. Mathoor Krishnamurti 

Father 

: Shri M.Ramakrishnaiah 

Mother 

: Smt. Nanjamma 

Place of birth 

: Mathoor village in Shimoga District, 

Karnataka 

Date of birth 

: 08/08/1929 

Degrees conferred 

: D.Litt. (Honoris Causa) from Kuvempu University, 
Shimoga (Karnataka) (2005) 

Address : 1) Residence 

: 21, Chitrakoot Apartments, 

18th Cross, Malleswaram, Bangalore - 560055. 
Phone: [080] 23346404. Fax: 23440551 
e-mail: mathoor.vsnl.net 

2) Office 

Other attainments : 

: Director, 

Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, 

Race Course Road, Bangalore - 560001. 

Phone: [080] 22267303/22265746/22267421 

Fax: 22287373 

e-mail: contactus@.bharatiyavidyabhavan.com 


1) Studied Veda and Sanskrit 

2) Developed art of Public Speaking 

3) Developed the art of giving 'Vyakhyana' (commentary) to 'Gamaka Vachana' 
(musical rendering) of Great Epics the Mahabharatha and the Ramayana. 

4) Done simultaneous translation of the speeches delivered by Heads of States. 

5) Translated literary works from English to Kannada, Tamil to Kannada and from 
Kannada to English etc. 

6) Learnt and practiced officiating Vedic rituals. 

7) Took part in theatrical performance 

8) Practiced journalism 

Career : 1965-1966 

1. Mysore and Minerva Mills, Bangalore. 

Mysore & Minerva Mills were two sister concerns manufacturing quality cotton 
cloth, which employed about 5000 workers. Worked in that concern as a Time 
Office Assistant and helped in administering labour laws. 
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1967- 1968 

2. 'Samyukta Karnataka 1 , Bangalore (Kannada Daily) 

Started journalistic career as a reporter, which had a large circulation in those 
days in Karnataka. 

1968- 1969 

3. All India Radio, Bangalore. (Children's Wing) 

Directed Children's theatrical performance for a period of one year. 

1969- 70 

4. Worked as Sub-Editor, 'Samyukta Karnataka' having been promoted from the 
post of Journalist. 

1970- 72 

5. Started career as the Registrar of the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan's Bangalore 
Kendra. Organized cultural, educational and literary activities of the Bharatiya 
Vidya Bhavan, Bangalore. 

From 1966 to 1972, in addition to the assignments indicated at 1 to 5 above, he 
also: 

(a) Gave lectures on various subjects in schools, colleges, cultural and social 
organizations etc., 

(b) Gave Vyakhyana (commentary) on Kumaravyasa Bharatha, and 

(c) Translated books from Tamil to Kannada, Hindi to Kannada and also 
from Kannada to Tamil and Kannada to Hindi. A List of books so 
translated is given in the Annex. 

(d) During Gandhi Centenary Year, Gandhiji's messages were spread 
throughout Karnataka in the form of vachana and vyakhyana. 

Concerning the above, he frequently accompanied the Leaders in their tour in 
Karnataka and simultaneously translated their speeches delivered in Hindi and 
English to Kannada. 

1972-1995 

6. Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, London. 

Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan gave him the responsibility of establishing a branch 
(Kendra) of the Bhavan in London. The London Kendra then began operations 
in a small 10x10 feet office. He was able to muster the support of the Indians 
in London and eventually they were able to procure and modernize an unused 
church [14800 square feet] in West Kensington, thanks to the financial 
assistance from Shri M.P.Birla and Smt. Priyamvada Deviji Birla and modernize 
it by raising donations from the philanthropic Indians settled in London. 

Linder the guidance of the Chairman and the Executive Committee they were 
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able to establish the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan's London Centre as a hub of 
Indian cultural and educational activity, which quenched the thirst of Indians 
settled in Britain* 

During his tenure as Executive Director of the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan, UK, 
the following took place: 

1. His Royal Highness The Prince of Wales visited the Bhavan. 

2. Two Prime Ministers of Britain visited the Bhavan. 

3. Many visiting dignitaries came to praise the Bhavan's activities. 

4. Her Majesty, the Queen, appreciated his BBC recital of Hindu religious 
prayer at the time of the Diamond Jubilee Celebrations. 

5. The BBC has broadcast more than 120 lectures given by him on the 
Hindu religion. 

6. Thames Television, London beamed his lecture on Indian Festivals. 

7. From 1995 onwards working as Executive Director of Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan's 
Bangalore Kendra. 

(1) After assuming charge of Bangalore Kendra under the guidance of Shri 
Justice E.S. Venkataramaiah, former Chairman, and the Kendra 
Committee, and thanks to the munificent donation of Srimathi 
Priyamvada Devi Birla (affectionately known as 'Badeema') they were 
able to have the annex building costing Rs.1.25 crores. 

(2) The modernization of the administrative office at a cost of Rs.30 lakhs 
approximately. 

(3) Increase the life membership of the Bangalore Kendra by enrolling more 
than 100 members. 

(4) The number of endowments increased from 25 to 54. 

(5) To augment the water supply to the Bhavan they were able to get a 
borehole sunk and put it to service with the electrical fittings, thanks to 
a donation from a philanthropic donor - Shri Harkishore Kejriwal. 

(6) The Kendra was able to set up a School of Fine Arts in the year 1998 
- The Bhavan's School of Visual and Performing Arts - to teach music 
(both vocal and instrumental), dance (Bharata Natyam and Khafhak), 
painting and drawing etc. At the moment there are over 400 students at 
the school. 

(7) With the financial assistance from the Government of Karnataka, the 
Bhavan has taken up the translation in to Kannada of the Collected 
Works of Mahatma Gandhi (100 volumes). The work is published under 
the title Mahatma Gandhi Kruthi Sanchaya, for the benefit of the 
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Kannadigas. So far 10 volumes have been published. 

(8) Similarly Indian History has been brought out under the title - The History 
and Culture of Indian People - (eleven volumes) and has been taken up 
for translation and publication in Kannada under the title - Bharatiya 
Janateya Itihasa mattu Samskruthi. So far 9 volumes have been brought 
out in 13 parts. 

(9) The entire 10 parvas of Kumaravyasa Bharatha, Shantiparva and 
Anushasana Parva from Vyasa Bharatha have been brought in the form 
of Vachana-vyakhyana with the renowned gamaka singer Hosahalli 
Keshavamurthy and involved 200 audio cassettes. This is a colossal - 
project and nobody has so far ventured into such a project. 

(10) The Bangalore Bhavan, through the help of MP Birla Foundation has so 
far brought out in Kannada four volumes of Gandhi Upanishath written 
by him containing Mahatma Gandhi's messages. 

(11) Udaya TV - a branch of Sun TV - is broadcasting one of his programmes 
called Itihasada Mahapatragalu everyday in the morning between 6.45 
am & 7.00 am. 

(12) The Bangalore Bhavan, which is also the Bhavan's Regional Kendra of 
Karnataka has been able to start three new Kendras at Mysore, Kodagu 
and Bagalkot. 

(13) In response to the appeal made at the Kumaravyasa Bharatha vachana 
vyakhyana programmes held at the Jaganmohan Palace, Mysore, 370 
persons enrolled themselves as life members of the Bhavan's Mysore 
Kendra and they were able to collect donations of about Rs.70 lakhs to 
the building fund of Mysore Bhavan. 

(14) With the help of the above donations they were able to construct the 
Bhavan's Mysore centre at an approximate cost of Rs.1.40 crores at a 
site allotted by the Mysore Urban Development authority at CA No.14, 
Vijayanagar 1st Stage Mysore 570017. 

Books published : Kannada: 

1. Alai Osai 

2. Baalina Haadi 

3. Bhanu 

4. Deepa Dharini 

5. Doctor Akhila 

6. Education & Human Resources Development 

7. Educational Reconstruction in India 

8. Gotra Rishis 

9. Great Musicians of South India 
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10. Heroes of the Himalayas 

11. Jawaharlal Nehru 

12. Kennedy's Life 

13. Onde Ondu Mathu 

14. Pandit Bathakande 

15. Rajendra Prasad 

16. Ramayana (in two Parts) 

17. Teachings of Vinoba 

18. Veera Pandya Kattabomman 

19. Veera Savarkar 

20. Zakir Hussain 

21. Yogakshemam Vahamyaham 

22. Gandhi Upanishath 

23. Kumaravyasa Bharata Adi Parva 

24. Anthar-Drishti (Kannada translation of Shri P.V.Narasimha 
Rao's book The Insider 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 ) 

25. Mahatma Gandhi 

English: 

26. Sandhya Upasana 

27. Agni Karya 

28. Indraakshi 

29. Pooja Vidhi 

30. Havana Vidhi 

31. Daily Prayers 

32. Hinduism 


Video-audio-cassettes: 

33. Festivals of India (video-cassette) 

34. Kumaravyasa Bharata 200 (Audio-cassettes) 
36. Kumaravyasa Bharata (CD) 

36. Kumaravyasa Bharata (DVD-cassettes) 


Honours & Awards: 


(1) 'Padma Sri' Award of 2009 

(2) Gandhi Centenary Celebration Year Gold Medal 

(3) Tamilnadu Literary Conference Gold Medal 

(4) Karnataka State Award 

(5) Bharatha Sevarathna Award, UK 

(6) Fellow of The Royal Asiatic Society, UK 

(7) Shri Kshetra Dharmastala Religious Conference Award 

(8) 'Vyakhyana Kokila' award given by Sri Kanchi Kamakoti 
Pitadhipathi 
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(9) 'Ramakathasara' Ramayana Translation Award. 

(10) Gold Medal for the Kumaravyasa Vyakhyana 

(11) Gayana Samaja Award Artist of the Year 1999. 

(12) Gorur Prathishtana Award 2001 for the book 1 Yogakshemam 
Vahamyaham'. 

(13) 'Vyakhyana Bhaskara 1 Award of Attimabbe Prathishtana, 
Bangalore. 

(14) Gandhi Sahitya Sangha & Jayashree Award 2002 for the 
book 'Gandhi Upanishath' 

(15) Sri Vajra Kumar Award 2002. 

(16) 'Vyakhyana Bheema' title of Gayana Samaja. 

(17) 'M.M.Patil Jana Sevak Award-2005'. 

(18) Karnataka Sangeetha & Nrithya Kala Academy Award 2005. 

(19) 'Lalitha Kalashraya' Title from Shri D.Subbaramaiah Fine Arts 
Trust. 

(20) 'Vidya Ratna Award-2005' of Shubharam Trust, Bangalore. 

(21) 'Gamaka Vyakhyana Kovida' Title from Havyaka Vidya 
Vardhaka Sangha, Kumta. 

(22) 'Vyakhyana Gandu Berunda' Title conferred by Sri Sri 
Ganapathi Sachhidananda Swamiji, Mysore 

(23) 'Alva's Nudi-Siri' Award 2007. 

(24) 'Asthana Vidwan' Title conferred by Sri Sri Ganapathi 
Sachhidananda Swamiji, Mysore. 

(25) 'Sarvadhari Samman' Title conferred by Sri Sri 
Raghaveshwara Swamiji of Sri Ramachandrapura Mutt. 

Other Assignments: Working as: 

1. Regional Director, Veda Sanskrit School of MP Birla 
Foundation 

2. Member, Welfare Committee of Her Majesty Prison's Service 
UK 

3. Member, Committee on Secondary School Education Board, 
UK. 

4. Member, Asiatic Society of Great Britain. 


DR. MEERA MURTHY & SRI K.R. RAMAKRISHNA 


Mr. K.R. Ramakrishna is a Master degree holder in Education, English and Kannada 
from Mysore University. He has to his credit an M.B.A. degree and a Diploma in Marketing 
Management from the U.K. He is a super-time scale officer from the Karnataka 
Administrative Service, and has held several responsible positions in the Government of 
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Karnataka. Currently he serves as Additional Resident Commissioner, Karnataka Bhavan, 
New Delhi. 

Dr. Meera Murthy is Professor and Head of the Department of Dramatics in the 
University College of Fine Arts, Masasagangotri, Mysore. She has been associated with 
the Theatre as an artist, as a Director and as a Costume Designer. She has written 
monographs depicting the life and works of Girish Karnad and Samsa. She has translated 
Henrik Ibsen’s "A Doll's House" and Athol Fugard's "The Valley Song" into Kannada from 
English. She has also contributed to the translation of Will Durant's "A Story of Civilization" 
to Kannada. 

SMT. TARA GOVINDARAJU & SRI GOVINDARAJU RUDRAPATNA 

Sri Subbaiah an agriculturist of Rudrapatna in Hassan District was known as 'Onti' 
(lone house) Subbaiah. He had three sons and three daughters of whom R.S. 
Ramaswamaiah was the last one. He served in Holenarasipur town of Hassan District for 
a long period as an Ayurvedic Doctor. He was famous by the name 'Ashvini Doctor'. He 
started his career in 1935 and served till his death in 1990. Sri R.S. Ramaswamaiah (+ 
Smt. R. Savithramma) had six daughters and three sons out of whom the last one is Sri 
Govindaraju Rudrapatna. First son of Sri Ramaswamaiah served in the Indian Military 
whereas the second son Dr. R. Chandrashekar is practising both Ayurveda and Allopathy, 
now serving as a Gastrologist in the USA. Among the daughters of Sri Ramaswamaiah, 
Smt. R. Shylaja owned an Agarbathi Factory for sometime; Smt. R. Jayashree Nagaraju 
is serving in the American Embassy in Australia. Sri Govindaraju Rudrapatna (B. 18-2- 
1944) a Chartered Accountant is serving as C.P.A. in U.S.A., since 1980. Settled in Tampa 
of Florida he is very actively involved in the activities of the Kannada Sangha. First son 
of Sri Govindaraju Rudrapatna (+ Tara) Er. Santhosh Govindaraju (B. 1975) is managing 
Real Estate. He is happily settled in USA with his wife Smt. Ami Santhosh and three sons. 
Second son Sri Prashanth Govindaraju (B. 1980) is a partner in his father Govindaraju's 
establishment. Santhosh is taking active part in the activities of the North American Sanketi 

Association. 

SMT. MANASA & SRI P.N. PHANEESHA, BANGALORE 

Sri Phaneesha, eldest son of Poomagame Sri Narayana and Smt. Pushpa is working 
for MASCON GLOBAL LTD. as an Accounts Officer in Bangalore. Poomagame is a small 
village in Hassan District, famous for Sanketi Vedic scholars and Agriculturists. Infact 
Poomagame is an inam village granted by the Vijayanagara kings to the Sanketi scholars 
about five centuries back. Smt. Manasa - daughter of Rtd. Kannada Professor and a writer 
Sri LML Shastry and Smt. Ananthalakshmi a famous Advocate of Shimoga City, is recently 
married to Sri Phaneesha. A B.Com graduate and a Diploma in Secretarial Practice Smt. 
Manasa Phaneesha has served in CROSS DOMINE COMPANY, Bangalore for sometime 
and earned a good name. 
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SMT. GOWRAMMA SUBBARAYA & SRI Y.V. SUBBARAYA 

Sri Y.V. Subbaraya an agriculturist, served as Chairman of Village Panchayath of 
Elechagahally of Hassan District for three terms. His grandfather Sri Subrahmanya had 
migrated to Elechagahally from Kallahally near Krishnarajasagar in Mandya District, 
grandmother Smt. Lakshmamma was also from the same Kallahally. Subbaraya's parents 
were Sri Venkataramaiah and Smt. Gowramma who also hailed from Kallahally. Sri 
Subbaraya married Smt. Gowramma, D/o. Sri P.R. Subbaraya (+ Smt. Subbalakshmi of 
Ramanathapur) an agriculturist of Periyapatna. Gowramma's grandfather Pandith Ramanna 
(+ Nagarathna of Mysore) was an expert in Native Medicine. Sri Y.V. Subbaraya belonged 
to Koundinya Gothra, Apastambasutra. Mavinakere Ranganatha is their family deity. 

Dr. C.S. Ramachandra (S/o. Sri Y.V. Subbaraya) M.A., (Kannada), M.A., 
(Linguistics), Ph.D., B.Ed., Professor and HOD of Linguistics, Kuvempu Institute of 
Kannada Studies, Manasagangothri, Mysore, has also served as the Director of the 
Prasaranga and Printing Press of the University of Mysore. Dr. C.S. Ramachandra started 
his career in 1982, joined Institute of Kannada Studies in 1988, and obtained his Ph.D., 
degree for his thesis 'A Linguistic Analysis of Keerthanas of Haridasas in Kannada 1 under 
the guidance of Prof. G. Varadarajarao. Dr. C.S. Ramachandra has written eight books 
related to Linguistics and has written sixty articles in Kannada and English. Sanketi studies 
is his special field of interest. He is also serving as the Chairman of the Text-book and 
Syllabus Committees for Primary and High Schools. A Grammar of Standard Kannada, 
the structure of Sanketi Kannada, A study of Morphophonemics in Kannada, the structure 
of Compounds in Kannada are his projects on hand. His wife Smt. Jayanthi Ramachandra 
M.A., (History) is the D/o Sri K.N. Gundurao (+ Smt. Saroja Gundurao) of Hassan, 
originally from Kuppahally of Mysore District. Smt. Saroja Gundurao hails from 
Gejjaganahally of Hassan District. Chi. Chinmayi R.Koundinya, D/o. Sri C.S. Ramachandra 
is a student of Molecular Biology, studying for M.Sc., in the University of Mysore. She is 
at present busy with her project under the guidance of Prof. H.S. Savithri of Indian Institute 
of Science (IISC), Bangalore. 

SMT. SRILAKSHMI & SRI H.K. SATYANARAYANA, MYSORE 

Hallimysore is a village in Holenarasipur taluk of Hassan District. Hallimysore 
Ve.Br.Sri Narayana Yajva, a vedic scholar had performed Yajna; his wife Smt. Nanjamma 
was a devoted lady. Their son Sri H.Y. Keshavanarayanappa was an agriculturist. He 
owned a provision store also; his wife Smt. Vishalakshamma used to sing plenty of 
traditional songs melodiously. Out of their five children the second son is Sri H.K. 
Satyanarayana. Coming from a poor family Sri Satyanarayana completed his Diploma in 
Civil Engineering successfully. He joined the Irrigation Division of Karnataka P.W.D. After 
successfully completing 33 years of service he retired in 2007 as Asst. Executive Engineer. 
He married Smt. Srilakshmi (1978) daughter of Shanubhog Sri C.V. Krishnamurthy and 
Smt. Savithramma of Chilkund, Mysore District. Shanubhog Venkataramaiah and Smt. 
Venkatalakshmamma were Smt. Srilakshmi's grand parents. Two sisters of Smt. Srilakshmi 
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who are visually impaired have a masters degree in Economics and are trained in 
computer operation is noteworthy. Sri H.S. Vinay, son of Sri H.K.Satyanarayana is a 
student of the famous CAVA (Chamarajendra Academy of Visual Arts). Having a masters 
degree in Fine Arts he has earned good name as an expert in painting and sculpture. Now 
he is serving in the same institute as a Lecturer. Vinay's brother Sri H.S. Vijay B.E., is 
now working for GEODESIC, Bangalore. 

SMT. SHARADABAJ & DHARMAKARYARATHNA SRI HARJ ACHARYA 

Ten different families migrated to Thoulavaland from Ahichchatra during 
Mayuravarma's period. One of these ten families is called Manjiththayaru. All ten families 
consisted of Vedic scholars. Sri Hari Acharya belongs to that famous Manjiththayaru family 
to which the great Madhwacharya belonged. Sri Hari Acharya hails from the village 
Kalmanje near Udupi. Sri Anandathirthacharya is a very famous scholar from 
Manjiththayaru family. His grandson Sri Gopalakrishnacharya a scholar in Dwaitha 
philosophy and Rigveda was famous in conducting discourses on the puranas. He had 
three children, the second being Sri Hari Acharya. He grew-up to become an industrialist 
and admitted his children to schools and colleges for modern education. He married Smt. 
Sharadabai, daughter of Sri Kukkikatte Bylore Venkatakrishna Ballal a famous vedic 
scholar. Their children Dr. K. Muralidhara, Sri Ramesh, Smt. Jayashree, Sri Krishna, Sri 
Ravindranatha, Smt. Gayathri, Sri Srinivasa and Sri Surendra are all well-settled. 'Gayathri', 
'Vishranth', 'Haripriya 1 of Mandya and ‘Aishwarya Hotels' of Chennai along with 'Hari Belts 
and Conveyars' of Mandya are their contribution to the nation. They are famous 
philanthropists. 


SMT. S.R. NAGARATHNAMMA & SRI SA.NA. SRIKANTAIAH 

Sri Sa.Na. Srikantaiah (30.12.1934 - 9.6.2009) who dedicated his life to Kannada 
stage wrote about 150 stage plays and stage songs exceeding 1000 in Kannada, in 
addition to a novel and an autobiography. He did not retain his scripts in those days where 
xerox facility was not found. Samudaya Adhyayana Kendra of Mysore was successful in 
safeguarding at least a few of his works. Sa.Na. Srikantaiah hailed from Kote Family of 
Saligrama town in Mysore district. He belonged to Aatreyasa gothra. 

Sri Subrahmanya Sharma (+ Smt. Ammayyamma), S/o. Sri Ramasharma (+ Smt. 
Achchmma) was th& greatgrandfather of both Smt. Nagarathnamma and Sri Sa.Na. 
Srikantaiah. 

Smt. Nagaratnamma's mother Tangachchamma (+ Advocate R. Ramaswamy) was 
the second daughter of Kote Mallappaiah who was the first son of Subramanya Sharma. 

Sri Sa.Na. Srikantaiah's father S.R. Narayanaswamy a poet, Musician and Advocate 
(+ Subhadramma, D/o. Bettadapura Jois + Kadamma) was the third son of Kote 
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Ramaswamy B.A., (+ Sannamma) inspector of Co-operative Societies, a Kirthanakara, 
'Kirthana Kavi 1 , Social worker, a Violinist who was the third son of Subrahmanya Sharma. 

Sri Sa.Na. Srikantaiah M.A. (English) also had a Diploma in Commerce which helped 
him to enter the service of LIC. His priority was always for stage and stage-play. He was 
a Play-write, Actor, Director, Makeup man - an allrounder. He was also an Union Leader 
of LIC. 


DR. JAYASHREE H.BENGERI & DR. A.S. CHANDRASHEKAR 


Dr. A.S. Chandrashekar (B. 1955) B.S.A.M. (Mysore Ayurvedic College), B.A.M.S., 
Advanced Method (Bangalore Medical College), Diploma in Nature Cure and Yoga, 
F.I.C.A. S/o. Dr. A.G. Subbarao and Smt. Nagaratnamma, is practising Ayurveda for the 
past 33 years. He is the author of Yogartha Sangraha, A Handbook of Yoga, 
Raktharbudha, Nature Cure. 


He is Serving as : 
President 

Secretary 


State Treasurer 
Director 

Vice-President 

Co-ordinator: South Zone 
Founder 

Guide 
Sub-Editor 
Founder President 
Director 


Ayurveda Alumni Association 

Gopalaswami Sishuvihara and College 

Seva Bharathi 

Vidya Mandira School 

Chiranjivi Arogya Dhama 

Itihasa Sankalana Yojana 

Sharada Credit Co-operative Society 

Nikhila Karnataka Ayurvedic Company 

Vivekananda Centre 

Bharat Vikas Parishad 

Aarogya Bharatiya Karnataka 

Jnana Bharathi, ITI Yelwala, 

Chiranjivi Yoga Kendra 

Jain Free Hospitals running since 26 years 

Vydya Tarangini 

Research Centre of Indian Medicine 
Hindu Suraksha Nidhi 


Dr. Jayashree H.Bengeri, B.A.M.S., D.N.Y., D/o. Sri Hanumantharao and Smt. 
Shanthabai of Hubli is practising Ayurveda since 1991. Married to Dr. A.S. Chandrashekar 
(1989), holds a P.G. Diploma in Ayurveda from Mysore Ayurvedic College, Mysore and 
is a specialist in Ayurveda, Yoga and Nature Cure. Study Counselling for students, family 
counselling, women organisation, Yoga Training for women and children, summer camps 
for children, Kutumba Prabodhana Prakalpa in RSS are her special areas of service. 
Children: Chandan (6th Semester, Engineering) and Chavan (8th Standard). 
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SRI K. SUNDARA RAJU & SMT. VIJAYALAKSHMI 

Born in the year 1936, on 4th August Sri K. Sundara Raju is a native of 
Ramasamudra, which has no Samudra (Sea) actually, a small village in Chamarajanagar 
taluk. Sri D. Krishnamurthy & Smt. Jayalakshmamma were his parents. Being the eldest 
son of a teacher, Sundara Raju joined Govt. High School Teacher's profession, after 
completing B.Sc., and then B.Ed. in the year 1956 and worked in rural areas of 
Chamarajanagar, Kolar and Mysore districts. His concern and care for his students made 
him work hard to improve the conditions of the schools wherever he worked. Even today 
many of his students who have excelled in their studies and are placed in very good 
positions cherish the memories of their school days with their favourite teacher and 
express their heartful gratitude and thanks whenever they meet him. Sundara Raju feels 
very proud of his students. 

Sundara Raju has written many plays for the sake of his students. They have staged 
them on many occasions and have been applauded by parents as well as the audience. 
Though a science teacher he has much interest in literature also. His interest in 
'Kumaravyasa Bharata' made him a 'gamaki' under the able guidance and training of 
Gamaka Kalabhushana Sri H.K. Ramaswamy. 

Smt. Vijayalakshmi, the only daughter of Shanbhog Sri A. Srinivasamurthy of 
Amachavadi of Chamarajanagar taluk was married to Sundara Raju in the year 1958. 
Though Smt. Vijayalakshmi could not study high school, she had great love for classical 
music. She herself used to sing very well. Her interest in the epics made her read the 
entire 'Kumaravyasa Bharata' twice using only 3 to 4 ragas she knew at home in front of 
the Gods kept in the niche ! The couple are blessed with three daughters and a son. Smt. 
Vijayalakshmi passed away in 1991, leaving her loving family behind. 

Sri Sundara Raju's literary career started with his translation of 'Mathoorji' from 
Kannada into English and till now he has seven works of translation to his credit. 
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SAMUDAYA ADHYAYANA KENDRA 

Aacharyaru 

Avadhoota Ve.Br. Sri Narasimhamurthy Shastry, 

Immediate Past Hon. President 

Dr. T.V. Venkatachala Sastry 

DONORS 

Chairmen of Individual Volumes 

Smt. K.K. Vijayalakshmi & Dr. R.S. Chandrashekara Murthy, U.S.A. 

Smt. Rosili & Dr. R.S.S Krishnamurthy, U.K. 

Smt. Rajalakshmi & Dr. Mathoor Krishnamurti, Bangalore 
Smt. B.V. Seetha & Sri B.N.V. Subrahmanya, Bangalore 
Smt. Puttamma & Rudrapatna Sri Venkataramanaiah 
(from: Smt. Nagarathna (Papu) & Sri R.V. Krishnamurthy, Mysore 
Smt. Sabitha & Brig. (R) Sri R.V. Seetaramaiah, Mysore 
Smt. Sumitramma & Sri H.S. Anantharamu, Bangalore) 

Dr. M.S. Vijayaharan & Dr. B.S. Pranatartiharan, Mysore 
(on behalf of Smt. M.S. Parvathamma & Vyakarana Vidwan Sri B.S. Subbaraya Shastry, Basavapatna) 

Vice Chairmen of individual volumes 

Well-wishers of Bharathiya Vidya Bhavan, U.K. 

Smt. Sundaramani & Sri Natesh Magge, U.S.A. 

Dr. Supriya & Dr. S. Sridhar, U.S.A. 

Smt. Vinaya & Dr. Jai K. Rangappa, U.S.A. 

Chief Patrons 

Smt. Sharadabai & Sri Hari Acharya, Mandya 
Smt. R.S. Savithri & Sri B.V. Venkatanarayana, Mysore 
Smt. Bhagyalakshmi & Sri Subbarao Lakshmikeshava, Bangalore 
Smt. L.H. Vishalakshi & Sri L.V. Hiriyanna (from Smt. Nalini & Dr. L.H. Manjunatha, Dharmasthala) 

Patrons 

Smt. Kamalamma & Sri K. Nagaraj, Bangalore 
Smt. Jayalakshmi & Sri K. Subbarayan, Bangalore 
Smt. Savithramma & Sri Y.N. Narasingarao, Mysore 
Smt. M.V. Venkatalakshmi & Sri M.S. Ramarao, Mysore 
Smt. Lakshmi & Sri H.K. Venkataramaiah, Mysore 
Smt. H.N. Anasuyamma & Sri Y.N. Satyanarayana, Hassan 
Smt. M.S. Rukmini & Sri H.R. Suryanarayana, Mysore 
Smt. Pankaja & Prof. K.S. Krishnamurthy, Bangalore 
Smt. Niranjini & Sri K.S. Balachandra, Mysore 
Smt. R. Sharadamma & Sri Ru.Go. Ramaswamy, Mysore 
Smt. H.S. Soudamini & Sri R.V. Aswathanarayana, Mysore 
Smt. Kumuda N. Prasad & Sri B.S. Nagendraprasad, Bangalore 
Smt. S. Nagalakshmi & Sri B.V. Subbaramaiah, Basavapatna 
(From: Smt. Ushanarayan & Sri B.S. Lakshminarayana) 
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Smt. Sumansubrahmanya & Sri B.S. Subrahmanya (Pbaneesh), Bellary 
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